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INTRODUCTION 

This book is intended to record some of the history of this area of Manitoba, 
more precisely what is known as the Whiteshell Provincial Park-South . The his-
tory of the north part of the Park has been compiled by Anne Cott. Earlier his-
tories include Winnitoba, Next Stop (1972), which deals with that part of the 
Park, and Wasa-Wasa which relates to ad ventures around the West Hawk and 

Star Lakes in the early 1900s. 
A1though this book does not contain all the history of the area, I have done 

my best during the last five years to collect, and record the following : some of 
the first businesses, when they started, and how they have changed; and many 
stories about life of permanent and seasonal residents from as far back as could 

be traced tiU the present time. 
Signs of Indian camps have been found along the shores of some lakes. On 

Faleon Lake four beaches bear Indian names - Pataska, Toniata, Mo-ka-han 
and Faloma - a strong indication of who some of the early people or travellers 
of the area were. 

Food was plentiful on their routes. There were lots of fish in the lakes and 
rivers, deer and moose in the forest, and many edible wild plants providing fruit 
and vegetables . In season ducks and geese migrate through the area, some stay-
ing to nest in the ponds . One nutritional plant found in abundance in our shal-
lower lakes is wild rice (in fact, the village of Rennie, Manitoba, is known as 
the Indian Wild Rice Capital of the World) . Mushrooms are abundant at certain 
times of the year. Nature's bounty made it easy to travel with only a minimum 
of staples in the canoes. 

Early history books tell of explorers coming west by canoes. As far back as 
1901, prospecting and mining were going on in the area. When the first railway 
line went through, sport fishermen came by train and built the first cabins; but 
it was after the highway came through in the early 1930s that lots were surveyed 
and cottages started to dot the shorelines of some of the lakes. After the Second 
World War, more roads were built and lot s surveyed. When the present No . l 
Highway opened in 1955, the Falcon townsite and the south shore of Falcon were 
developed and more lots on other lakes were surveyed and cottages built. 

Enrolment in the Falcon Beach School reflects fluctuation in the permanent 
population. The first school for three children in the late 1930s grew to 57 stu-
dents in the late 1960s, then dropped to some 20 student s in the early 1980s only 
to increase again to more than 40 students today - 1991. A new life-style, that 
of people retiring to their cottages for six months or more a year, and sometimes 
to live there year round, is also adding to the number of permanent residents. 

To the best of my ability, dates, places, names and other facts are correct. 
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excerpts from Background History of the Whiteshell 
"Dept. of Natural Resources" 

In April 1892, in Winnipeg, the "Public Parks 
Act for Manitoba" was passed. 

The his tory of provincially-controlled recreation 
areas began in 1930, shortly after the Province ac-
quired control of its natural resources. Under the 
provisions of the "Manitoba Provincial Lands Act" 
of 1930, Manitoba was finally free to reserve or di-
spose its own land, mineral, water and timber 
resources. The "Forest Act," also passed in 1930, 
provided for the creation of Provincial Forest 
Reserve areas "withdrawn from disposition, sale, 
settlement of occupancy." Subsequent amendments 
to the schedule of the "Forest Act" established the 
Whiteshell Forest Reserve in 1931. 

In Manitoba, the earliest park developments came 
in 1930, following the transfer of naturaI resources 
from Dominion to Provincial contro!. Wit hi n two 
years, Manitoba was developing its forest reserves 
for recreational purposes. 

Interest in parks was stimulated near the tum of 
the century. Federally-administered forest reserves 
attracted Manitobans on weekends and during sum-
mer holidays. In 1930, provincially-administered 
forest reserves were established, mar king the begin-
ning of Manitoba's provincial park system. 

The Whlteshell, one of the earliest forest reserves, 
was to become a favorite spot for cottagers, cam-
pers, and travellers alike. Wit h the relief camp 
labour of the 1930s, the Whiteshell quickly devel-
oped into a viable resort area, providing the neces-
sary facilities to accommodate its many visitors. Af-
ter 1950, cottagers and campers began flocking to 
Whlteshelllakes in such large proportions that large-
scale development became necessary. 

PRE-1930 

Early human activity in the region now defined 
as Whiteshell Provincial Park was undoubtedly 
related to the natural resources in the area. Wild 
rice, which still grows in the Whiteshell, was har-
vested by the Indians who also sought wild game 
from the areas for food and furs. Some natives likely 

engaged in trading activities with the voyageurs who 
travelled a10ng the Winnipeg River to and from their 
western posts. 

At the tum of the century hunting was likely quite 
popular in the Rennie district which is described as 
"excellent country for moose". There were some 
early lumbering operations in the Whiteshell as well, 
but these did not account for a very significant por-
tion of the province's total lumber production. 

THE POTENTIAL RECREATION AREA 

By 1914, the recreational potential of the 
Whiteshell region had been recognized. During that 
year, a 230-square-rnile area in "south-eastern 
Manitoba" was proposed as a new forest reserve 
by the Forestry Branch of the Department of the 
Interior. By 1922, land surrounding Brereton, Nora, 
Florence, West Hawk and Falcon Lakes had appar-
ently been set aside by the crown as a "recreational 
area". During the 1920s, several summer resort lots 
were surveyed and leased a10ng the above mentioned 
lakes. 

In 1919, the proposaIs for the establishment of 
a National Park in Manitoba had been heard, with 
the Whiteshell area figuring as the most likely site. 

The proposallay dormant for a few years until in-
terest was rekindled by Dr. E.D.R. Bissett, Mem-
ber of Parliament for Springfield. Dr. Bissett 
solicited support from the Premier of Manitoba, 
John Bracken, and the National Park s Comrnission-
er, J.B. Harkin for his proposal of establishing a 
National Park in the Whiteshell. The House of 
Commons favoured the idea, and on the 19th of 
April, 1928, an Order-in-Council provided that: 

" ... pending a decision as to where the Nation-
al Park for Manitoba should finally be located, 
the vacant and available lands within the area 
hereinafter described be and they are hereby with-

drawn from disposal and set apart as a provisional 
reservation for Park purposes." 
The reserved area was bounded on the North by 

the Winnipeg River and included most of those lands 
presently within the park boundaries. 
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During 1927, Riding Mountain was ｳｵｧｧ･ｳｾ･､＠ as 
an alternative lO the Whiteshell for Mamtoba s Na-
tional Park. By at Order-in-Council Clear ｌ｡ｫｾ＠ (re-
named Wasagaming) became the new NalIOnal 

Park. 
The Whiteshell site was advocated by a num ber 

of organizations including the Kenora Town Coun-
dl the North-easlern Manitoba Development As-
ｳｯｾｩ｡ｴｩｯｮ＠ and the Manitoba Motor League which 
noted the proposed Trans-Canada highway would 
thus cross Ihe National Park. Other groups however, 
questioned the ｡､ｶｩｳ｡｢ｩｩｴｹ＠ of establishing a National 
Park in the Whiteshell district. The Soldier Seulers 
of St. George feared that Ihey would have lo leave 
their land, located as it was wilhin the proposed park 
boundaries. Mining interests felI that mineral poten-
tial of the Whileshell was worthy of consideration 

and that 
. . . there must be olher districts in Maniloba that 
were absolutely without any value, that could to 
set aside for a national Park, and not lie up some-
thing that may prove of great value to the 
Province later. 
The Whiteshell's distance from the settled regions 

of Manitoba, and the lack of a north-south trans-
portation route into the territory made it virtually 
inaccessible to the public. An investigator, R. W. 
Cautley, D.L.S. travelled by canoe "down the Win-
nipeg River and up the Whiteshell River passing 
through the extensive innerconnected lake system 
of the region". Cautley reported that access to the 
territory would be provided by two railway lines and 
the proposed Trans-Canada highway but that build-
ing roads within the Whiteshell would be imprac-
ticable, given the nature of the country. Having 
noted a variety of game, fish and aquatic birds in 
the area, Cautley suggested that the Whiteshell might 
be set asi de as a game preserve, a bird sanctuary 
or for fish hatchery operations. The Whiteshell was 
not, however, a suitable site for Manitoba's National 
Park, mainly Cautley reported, because of its in-
accessibility, but also because 

... its scenery - although beautiful - is not to be 
compared to the same kind of scenery as found 
along the Winnipeg River from Kenora to the in-
terprovincial Boundary; so that it is not really 
representatlve of the best river, lake and rock is-
land ｴｹｰｾ＠ of COuntry to be found in Canada. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcaWVUTSRPONMLJIHEDCAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaVUSRPOJIA
lt was thls report that finally determined where 

the Manitoba National Park would be located. 

POST - 1930 

The. Whiteshell region was not forgoUen as a 
potentlal recreational area, despite its ｦ｡ｩｵｲ･＠ to 
2 

achieve National Park status. A 1931 amendment 

to "The Forest Act" established the Whiteshell 
Forest Reserve, a 950 square-mile region bounded 
on the east by the Manitoba-Ontario border, and 
on the north by the northerly shore line of the Win. 
nipeg River. The boundaries were revived shortly 

thereafter to indude "the whole of all townships 
touching the north bank of the Winnipeg River and 
also bot h banks of the Winnipeg River down to the 
vicinity of Seven Si ster Falls" . This revision estab-
Iished the forest reserve's total acreage of 1,087 
square ｭｩ･ｳＬ＠ mak ing it second only to Duck Moun. 

tain in terms of area. Thirty years later, "Whiteshell 

Provincial Park" was created by an Order-i n-
Council under the provisions of the new "Proyin-
｣ｩ｡＠ Park Act". The new park included all the land 
contained within the actual forest reserve (some 

smali parceIs of land had been attached or deleted 

since 1931) except those areas Iying north and/or 
east of the Winnipeg River, atotal area of 1,056 
square miles . 

Ed. Note: (There are some smali pockets of land 
within the park that were once mining c1aims or 
homesteads and etc. that are still privately owned.) 

Over the years, public use of the Whiteshell in-
creased steadily, with a major "Boom" coming 
about 1950. A num ber of factors contributed to the 
latter phenomenon, notably, the completion and im-

provement of highways to and within the Whiteshell, 
and a general prosperity, meaning that a larger num-

ber of people could afford to own and operate au· 
tomobiles, or ｢ｵｩ､＠ cottages. Many varied fadlities 
and services were set up to cater to this rather sud· 
den increase in Whiteshell visitors and thus the '50s 
and '60s have witnessed the highest rate of develop· 

men t in the Whiteshell history to date. 

ADMINISTRA TION 

The Whiteshell Forest Reserve and later the 
Whiteshell Provincial Park were administered uno 
der the provisions of "The Forest Act", the 
"Provincial Park Act" and the "Provindal Park 
Lands Act". The reserve was under the administra-

tion of the eastem District from 1931 to 1941, when 
a separate office, with ranger headquarters at Ren· 

nie was set up for the Whiteshell. The north end of 
the forest reserve, inaccessible by road from Ren-
nie, was for many years administered by the forest 

ranger at Lac du Bonnet. 

COTIAGING 

Prior to 1930, the federal governmenl had leased 
a few lake shore lots for summer couages in the VI-

dnity of Brereton, Florence and West Hawk Lake. 
During the summer of 1931, lots were surveyed 
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aJong FaJcon and West Hawk Lake and the folIow

ing year, in the vi ci nit y of Hunt, Caddy, Star and 
Lyons Lakes (no cottages were built on Lyons Lake, 
note too there are no gasoline powered motor boats 

allowed on Lyons Lake, nor are there any allowed 

on Hunt Lake). By 1933, there were 400 surveyed 
lots, along nine lakes in the Whiteshell. Eveline and 

Jessica Lake subdivisions opened up in the 1940's; 
Big Whiteshell, Barren, Betula, Eleanor, Nutimik 

and Dorothy Lake subdivisions in the 1950's along 

with the added subdivisions in the Falcon Lake sec

tion would suggest it is the most densely populated 
lake in the Whiteshell today. The largest increase 

in cottaging occurred during the 1950's as the num

ber of permits for lots rose from 598 in 1950 to 2,621 
in 1960 and in 1990 about 3,200 cottages were in use. 

CAMPING 

Camping facilities within the Whiteshell were de

veloped in the early 1930's. By 1932 a "Public 

Camping Ground" had been cieared and under
brushed near West Hawk Lake for those tourists 
using tents, and 218 camping permits were used that 

year. The following year it was reported that "while 

facilities for campers were somewhat limited, the 
camping ground was well patronized during the 

summer months". Before 1940 camping ground had 

been set up in the vicinity of seven lakes: Fakon, 
West Hawk, Star, Caddy, Brereton, Redrock and 

White, with most of these areas featuring kitch
enettes, docks and beaching facilities. Within a few 

years, many campgrounds could accommodate trail

ers as well as tents. By 1950, roads had penetrated 

into the interior of the forest reserve and new camp
grounds such as the one at Nutimik Lake, were 
opened. Soon wood, water and sanitary facilities 

were made available in aJI Whiteshell camping areas. 
In some campgrounds, particularly those with 

traBer sites, the lanes were eventually blacktopped. 

Campground offices were bui1t and semi-modern, 
then fully modern washrooms were provided for the 

camper. In the sixties, the campgrounds were over

crowded, despite the fact that three campgrounds 

were operating on FaJcon Lake alone. Group camp

ing had become increasingly popular in the sixties, 

and, by 1966, "the camping family had become the 
major demand factor in the development of outdoor 

recreation facilities in provincia1 parks. Today there 

are 16 campgrounds operating within the Whiteshell 

Provincial Park. During the summer of 1961, two 

seasonaJ trailer camps, fully serviced with sewer and 

water and electricity were opened, one at Fakon, 

and the other at West Hawk Lake. 

MANITOBA NATURAL RESOURCES 1930-1990 

FORESTRY BRANCH 

For almost exactly two centuries the area now 
known as the Province of Manitoba was owned by 

the Hudson's Bay Company as part of the territo

ry of Rupertsland granted it by the charter of 
Charles II in 1670. Timber was not specificaJly men

tioned in the charter, but it may be assumed that 

it went with the soi!. The forests of Rupertsland were 
too far from the sea to allow for ex port of forest 
products, and the territory was granted primarily 

for the development of the fur trade, and in the hope 

exploration would lead to the discovery of a North

west Passage to the Pacific. 

•  * * • •  

The Natural Resources of Manitoba, inciuding 

land, forest, water resources, and fish (but not fur 

and game) were administered by, and for, the 

Dominion of Canada from July 15, 1870 to July 

15, 1930, a period of 60 years. 
Dominion policy from the start centered around 

colonization, and to forward this policy free 

homesteads of 160 acres were granted to applicants 

who would live on the land and cultivate a certain 
acreage. However, since land settlement was so im
portant, and because the country in the main was 

looked on as prairie, it was natural that Dominion 

Land officials should treat the forests resource as 

important only insofar as it assisted in the immedi

ate development of the country. 
In the early days it was hardly realized that the 

forests were on non-agriculturallands, and should 

be treated as a permanent and self-sustaining 

resource. Indeed, the idea of barring homesteading 

on lands unsuited for agriculture was not given much 

thought with the result that settlement spread on to 

much land which later would have been reciaimed 
by the crown for forestry development. Historians 

have criticized timber administration on Dominion 

lands, stating that: 

"the ravages of the portable sawmill, the hard 

driven settler, and the lumber operator aJike

threatened to denude whole areas of forest growth 
which by every principle of sound forestry ought 

to have been conserved with every precaution known 

to science". 

• • • • •  

The first ProvinciaJ Forester was Col. H.I. Steven

son, he remained in this position till 1942-43. 

He was succeeded by J .G. Somers, a native of 

New Brunswick, who was severely wounded in 

World War I. He joined the Manitoba Forest Serv-
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ice in 1930 as district forester in the eastern district. 
He was made acting director in 1943 . II was while 
Mr. Somers was in charge of the eastern area that 
he was instrumental in starting the program where 
men from the Single Mens Relief Camps started 
working for the government in the Whiteshell Forest 
Reserve, clearing the surveyed roads into lakes and 
also the block roads in the newly surveyed areas. 
This was done in the 1930s. Because of gas ration-
ing and for other reasons very little expanding was 
done during the war years of 1939-1944. After the 
war all this road building work was done by men 
employed for the Manitoba Forest Service (now the 

Parks). yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

RAILS AND ROADS 

A new era was ushered in with the development 

of the railroad. In 1877, contracts were let out and 
work was started on two sections of the C.P.R. line 
which included the Whiteshell. This stretch was the 
last bit of construction on the Precambrian Shield 
before it tapers into the first prairie leve\. lis com-
pletion marked a big step in the mammoth task 
which challenged the resources of the young coun-
try. The line between Winnipeg and Fort William 
was fully operational in 1883. 

The town of Rennie named after a noted British 
engineer, was established as a coal and water stop 
for the steam locomotives which were in operation 
until the late 1950's. Presently, Rennie is the head-
quarters for Whiteshell Provincial Park. 

A second line which was to become the C.N.R. 
passed through the Whiteshell about 25 years after 
the C.P.R. was completed. Both rai!roads encoun-
tered similar difficulties at Cross Lake. The swamp 
lined lake seemed bottomless and vast amounts of 
fili had to be obtained to build up the high grades. 
Tunnels were blasted through solid rock at both sites 
to facilitate the flow of water. When water levels 
are high it is necessary to portage across the two 

traeks. (Editor's note - remains of a town or settle-
ment can be found today near the C.P.R. traeks 
about six miles from Ontario-Manitoba border. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcaWVUTSRPONMLJIHEDCAutsrponlihgedaWRNICutsrponlihgedaWRNIC

Canoeist passing Ihrough lunnel under C.N.R. line. 
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About 1920, the public began to recognize the 
Whiteshell's recreation potential. Three areas in par. 
ticular drew public attention because they were ad. 
jacent or c10se to the railways. They were Brereton 
Lake, Nora and Florence Lake, West Hawk and Fal. 

eon Lake. These places became the sites of the first 
summer cottage lots in the Whiteshell. 

Manitoba's naturaI resources were transferred 
from the Dominion of Canada to this Province in 
1930 and in 1931 the Province established the 
Whiteshell Forest Reserve. Work was being carried 
out on arnotoring road through Whitemouth, Ren. 
nie and past West Hawk Lake to the Ontario bord-
er. Highway 44 served as part of the Trans Canada 
Highway unti! the new one was completed in the 
mid fifties. 

Road work was done under the Single Men's 
Relief Program which was established to provide 
employment during the depression years. About 
1937 another road was built north from Rennie past 
Brereton, Redrock, Jessica and White Lakes to Big 
Whiteshell Lake. A few campgrounds, kitchenettes 
and pienie sites were established in conjunction with 
the roads to provide recreational opportunities. 

Another important purpose for the roads in the 
Whiteshell was forest fire protection. Before roads 
existed, crews were dispatched to fires by pIane, by 
canoe or by rai\. Each had its drawbacks however, 
airplanes had low carrying capacity , canoes were 

often too slowand railroad gave access only to limit-
ed areas. Roads considerably reduced the time be-
tween the report of a fire and crews arriving at the 
scene. 

Fire patrol s prior to 1930 consisted largely of 
flights by R.C.A.F. aircraft from Lac du Bonne!. 
This was supplemented by spotters at various loca-
tions and some canoe patrols . Communication was 
a major problem as there were no telephone lines 
in the reserve nor was there efficient radio commu· 
nication between aircraft and home base. Pilots, 
spotters, and patrol men relied on homing pigeons 
to relay information on the nature and location of 
fires . When the resources were transferred, the 
R.C.A.F. provided six Vickers-Vedette flying boats, 
two spare Lynx engines and a supply of spare parts 
to the province. This marked the beginning of the 
Manitoba Government Air Service. Included in the 
deal was a breeding stock of homing pigeons. 

The Whiteshell's system of fire protection im· 
proved greatly in the following years. Lookout toW-

ers were built in strategie locations throughout the 

reserve. As well, the Forestry established telephone 
lines to speed up communication. Today, both toW-

ers and planes are equipped with efficient radios for 
quick and accurate reporting. Although such 
machinery as helicopters, Canso water bombers and 
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water pumps have been added to the equipment, the 
basic front line tools of fire fighting have remained 
- axes, shovels and backpumps. 

Despite improvements in detection and suppres-
sion, the increased public use of the Whiteshell has 

resulted in an increased number of man caused fires . 
Fires started by human carelessness have caused 

needless destruction and a great deal of expense over 

the last two decades. 

In 1961, the Wruteshell became a provincial park, 
a part of a network of lands set aside in the province 
for the benefit of Manitobans and our visitors. 

Road guides were revived annually by the Manito-

ba Motor League, for the country was being opened 

quickly, automobile traffic was increasing, and old 
trails were being closed or turned into roads. The 
1924 Automobile Road Map indicated automobile 

roads in red lines: Route 19 east from Winnipeg 

stopped at Hazel; Route 25 north went to Lac du 
Bonnet; an extension of 25 went eastward, then 

branched off to one stop in Whitemouth, and a 

northern one, unnamed, possibly at Seven Sisters. 
A non-automobile black line traced a route from 

Whitemouth to Darwin, Rennie, eastward to Ingolf, 

Ontario; another black route went due east from 

Hazel through Lewis, Elma, Hector, Brerelon, 

Ophir, and into Ontario. Corduroy roads, farming, 
logging and other old trails were the only other 
routes into the Whiteshell area in 1924. 

source: Automobile Road Map of Manitoba: 
Manitoba Motor League, 1924. 

In the early weeks of May, a great deal of work 
is done to prepare the park for the rapidly approach-

ing summer. Seasonal workers return, including old 

timers and students. Some buildings are given a coat 
of paint, as are countless num bers of pienie tables. 

There are campgrounds to open, lawns to rake, 

waterlines to hook up and firewood to haul. Cot-
tagers arrive on the weekend s to open up their sum-

mer homes. 

The hot spring winds dry out the forests and the 

reindeer "moss" on rock outcrops becomes like 

tinder. The park may explode into fire from a care-

less spark or a bolt of lightning. People await the 
first rains to lower the fire hazard. 

The appearance of the first hairy crocus and 

marsh marigold signals that summer will soon ar-
rive. By the time hoary puccoons, columbines and 

orange lilies appear in late June, the park is in fuli 

operation. Cottagers, campers and picniekers trans-

form the Whiteshell into one of Manitoba's busi-

est resort areas. Many have found that its forests, 

beaches and cool waters are the only satisfactory 

solution to summer's heat. On summer weekends, 

vacant campsites become scarce. 

The Whiteshell has a lot to offer those who have 
to walk or paddle away to find their precious soli-

tude. Numerous trails lead hikers along rock ridges 
and through forests to scenie spots wruch are re-

moved from the hectic bustle of summer . Interpre-

tive hiking trails with accompanying brochures are 

an excellent way of becoming acquainted wit h the 
park 's natural phenomena. 

Waterways and well-worn portages allow people 

to canoe into lakes wruch are inaccessible by road. 

Frances Lake Canoe Route is ideal for an overnight 
canoe trip. Starting at Highway 44, it consists of 

II miles of pleasant paddling. A trip lasting sever-
al days may be planned along the Wruteshell River. 

A popular starting point is Caddy Lake camp-

ground. 
Chances of seeing wildlife are greatly increased 

in the back country. While canoeing, one may be 

fortunate to see a moose feeding among water lilies, 
a mink on the shore or beavers working on their 

dams. Along hi king trails a brood of ruffed grouse 
or signs of more wary animals such as fox, coyote, 

lynx, or deer, may be observed. 

One of the park's most familiar animals is the 

black bear and often, a person need not go into the 
remote areas to catch a glimpse of one. When their 
natural foods are scarce, bears tend to wander into 

populated areas such as campgrounds and cottage 

subdivisions to satisfy their large appetites. Park vis-

itors should take all precautions to store food and 

to dispose of garbage properly to discourage bears 
and other animals, from coming too close. Under 

no circumstances should bears be enticed! Although 
they are not known to attack people intentionally, 

bears should always be treated with caution and 

respect-always at a safe distance. 

The Sep tern ber long weekend signals the end of 

summer . The departure of most vacationers is soon 
folIowed by the changing of leaves on the decidu-

ous trees and the tamarack. The spectacle of fali 

colours can be seen along the park's two main roads, 

Highway 44 and Provincial Road 307. On wet morn-

ings, mushrooms thrive among the newly fallen 
leaves. 

Early winter in Whiteshell is a beautiful season. 
As temperatures drop in the late falI, the bodies of 

water surrendering their heat create eerie misty 

mornings . When the temperature falls below 

freezing, hoarfrost coats the shoreline trees. Migra-

tory birds depart leaving berund grosbeaks, chick-

adees, ravens, wruskey-jacks and grouse. Except for 

local business people, employees and the occasion-

al traveller, the park is virtually deserted unti! the 
end of the year. 

The season of winter activities usually begins at 

Christmas li me when all the lakes are frozen and 

there is a thick layer of snow on the ground. 

Down-hill skiers who use the slopes at Faleon 

Lake have known about the Whiteshell's winter 
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hospitality for more than a decade . Hoteis and 
moteis in the park and in nearby towns offer year-

round accommodation . ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPNMLKJIHGDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCBywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCBwvutsrponmlihgedcaPJIGDC
In addition to the park' s facilities for down-hill 

ski ing, an extensive system of snowmobile trails has 

been developed and is maintained by the Parks 
Branch. Trails lead snowmobilers through forests, 
frozen muskeg and across lakes to places which are 

inaccessible in summer . Shelters along the way are 
a good place to stop and enjoy an outdoor meal. 
For those who wish to enjoy the winter by non-

mechanized means, there are cross country ski trails 

and summer hi king trails are excellent for 

snowshoeing. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

WHITESHELL WINTER SURVEY 

SOURCE: THE NORTH I LOVE 

By Gerald Malaher 

When zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZWUSQOLKJIHEDCBAI graduated from the University of New 

Brunswick in the spring of 1931, I spent that sum-
mer back at Lac du Bonnet in the work of forest 
protection. When the fire season ended I wondered 
what I would do because I was still only temporary 

staff. That was when the Director of Surveys asked 

me to join a winter survey on the Whiteshell which 
was to lay out some of the first summer resort lots 
on Falcon Lake and West Hawk Lake. The chief 

of the party was my old friend Donald Denmark, 
with whom I had worked on the survey of Reindeer 

Lake in 1924. My main job was to check out the 
previous day's survey notes for accuracy and draf! 
the plans of the work done. I was also to act as spare 
man in the field on any job where assistance was 
required . 

We spent the whole winter under canvas mov-
ing camp aboU! once a month to keep close' to the 

work being done. At each new chosen site we dug 

out all the snow where tent s were to be placed and 
covered the frozen ground with balsam boughs. We 

each had a mattress and either a bedroll or heavy 

One of the first planes used by ｍ｡ｮｩｴｯｾ＠
Servlce. Gerald and Margaret (Wade) Malaher. 
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blankets . Airtight tin stoves provided all the heat 

we needed, but by morning the tent would be eold 

sometimes zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDBAywvurponmlieYWVTSRPOKIHFEDAvery cold. Each man, in rotation, wa; 

responsible for getting up first, relighting the fjre 
and warming up the tent. ' 

One day we were visited by Percy Yalder of the 

Manitoba Provincial Police. I was in camp doing 

my office work. After a cup of coffee and a bit of 

chitchat Percy put his elbows on my drafting desk 

looked me hard in the eye and said, "Well, let' s ge; 
down to brass tacks. Have you or have you not got 
a brown blanket coat?" 

"No, I haven't Percy. What's this all about?" 

"Heli, I knew this would be a wild goose chase " 
he said. ' 

Then he to Id me of a theft from a summer cot-
tage which had included such a coat. He had been 
told that a chap named Gerry on the survey party 

had one . He had come fifteen miles perched on a 

wooden box at the back of a horse toboggan with 

onlya horse blanket over his knees to check his in-
formation, only to draw a blank. 

Besides the blanket coat there were other items 

stolen from the summer camp including a good .22 
rifle. The owner had a record of the make, model, 

and serial num ber and gave this information to the 
ReMP. 

A weekly ski trip in the winter was needed lO pick 
up themail at Ingolf, Ontario when the first surveylng 
of summer coltage lots was being done in the Wesl 
Hawk Lake area 1931 -32. Gerald Malaher on skis. 

ｾｾｩｉ･＠

･ｸｰ･･ｮ｣＠

Manilom 
IheSandi 
linlekoo 
lifely ha: 

io my 511 

The ye 
(orest fin 

Rennie. 
The Ren 

｡ｊｩｯｮｳｾｯｮ＠

､｡ｨｩｧｨｾＬｹ＠

llUnl high, 
lDiks ｾｬｓｬｬ＠
Onllrio.h 
I!ySlation 
IDgmYslilnl 

ｾｉｨ･ｕｮｩ｜ｾ＠
ｾｭ｡ｮ｜＠

ｾｾ･ｲ･＠
ｴｬＡｴｴｾ＠
ｾＱｮｉｩ＠ a 
Ｌｾ＠

＠ , 



ｴｨ ｴｾ＠ zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZWUSQOLKJIHEDCBA
beCQId 
on, Ｌｾ＠ zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFDCBA

, ｴｨ･ｲ ｾ･Ｎ＠

lerOfih! 
bp dllilt 
ｾ＠ a bit of 
logdt\k 

Ｌ ｉ･ｴＧ ｳｾ＠

II ｏｯｴｬ ｾ＠

about'" 
e cha;e,' 

ilI!er COl. 

bad bctn 
ley pany 

hed ODa 

ｧ ｮ Ｌｩｴｨ＠

,i rusio-

ler items 

good .21 

:, modd, 
ootothe 

It must have been twenty years later that word was 
received of illegal beaver being taken by a trap per 

on the Berens River. The chief game guardian, A.P . 
Davey and his ｰｩｯｴ＠ flew in to investigate. But the 

trapper threatened them with a rifle and actually 

fired seven shots through the aircraft. The two flew 

back to Berens River and reported the incident to 
the RCMP who sent a patrol to apprehend the trap
per. Finally the man surrendered and the gun was 

seized. A check of RCMP records revealed this to 

be the .22 rifle stolen at West Hawk Lake in 1931. 

The trapper had committed an offense in Que

bec but had evaded arrest and made his way 10 

Manitoba where he stole some items to augment his 

camping outfit before going North. Who knows, he 
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SUMMER EMPLOYMENT 
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By Gerald Malaher 

While the main part of my narrative deals with 

experiences and people in the northern portions of 

Manitoba more truly remote than the Whiteshell or 
the Sandilands Forest Reserve, both these areas were 

!ittle known to most Manitobans and were still rela

tively hard of access . They deserve some mention 
in my stories for that reason. 

The year 1929 was an extremely bad year for 

forest fires. One of the worst of these was near 

Rennie. 

The Rennie fire started from brush-burning oper

ations along the route of the proposed transCana
da highway through the Whiteshell (now provincial 
trunk highway num ber 44), at a point some five 

miles west of Rennie, and ran unchecked towards 

Ontario. I was in charge of Lac du Bonnet Fore

stry Station for the Dominion Forest Service dur
ing my summer vacatio n from my Forestry studies 
at the University of New Brunswick. There had been 

so many fires already that summer that all my fire 

rangers were out on fires elsewhere. Lack of a pro per 

crew was a serious handicap and I was called into 

Winnipeg for a consultation on how, under the cir

cumstances, we could handle the Rennie fire. 

A man reputed to have some knowledge of fire 
fighting was hired, and I took him down wit h me 

to get him started as foreman of a local crew. The 

man was a dud and more interested in the local 

school mistress than the fire. The situation got so 

bad thar I had to go to the scene of the fire myself 
and take charge of the crew. Aboul twenty men had 

become trapped and had sought safety on the shore 

of Frances Lake. We did not know exactly where 

they were, how much grub they had, or even if they 

were safe. Smoke was so thick we could not use our 

aircraft. We appealed to Ontario to sen d in a pIane 

from Kenora, but they reported flying conditions 

just as bad. There was no ｴｲ｡ｩ＠ into Francis Lake 
or anywhere near it, but there was atrapper named 

Hugh Mclnnis who knew the area well, and he 

volunteered to go in and guide the party out to safe

ty. This he did just in time, and much to his credit. 
Another incident did not end as well. We had 

stopped the fire at the bank of the Whiteshell River 

near Nason Lake, and had to walk the crews along 

the ｲ｡ｩｷ｡ｹ＠ track back to Rennie . AlI the men we re 

warned to watch for trains, stay well elear when they 

passed, and make no attempt to board. When a 
freight train trave!ing west slowed down while pass

ing the fire crew, one man disregarded instructions 

and tried to board the train . He slipped and was 
knocked down. Fortunately, the accident was no

ticed and the train was stopped . The badly injured 

man was laid on a bed in the caboose. Leaving 
another man in charge, I too jumped aboard. 

The injured man was quite conscious, in shock, 

and probably not yet in severe pain. He asked for 

a cigarette, so I lit one and passed it to him. To my 

horror, when he drew on it a eloud of smoke came 

out of his necko A flying stone had cut the neck to 
the air passage. 

A wire was sent from Rennie to the doctor at 
Whitemouth and he boarded the train there. After 

a brief inspection he administered first aid and in

structed that the man be taken on to Winnipeg. He 

said it was his only chance of survival. A1though 
he was rushed with all speed to a Winnipeg hospi

tal he survived only an hour. It was pitiful to watch 

him as we traveled, but thankfully he did not real

ize how badly he was hurt or that he would not 
recover. 

Before the fire ended it had run from five miles 
west of Rennie elear through to the Ontario bound

ary, al most destroying the village of Rennie on the 
way. 

At one time in that summer of 1929 J had fifty 

fire crews working on separate fires. The work of 

maintaining their supplies and exercising some su
pervision over them was endless and alIowed no time 

for estimating damages or making reports . When 

it was time for me to return to university I was 

forced to ask for special permission to return near

Iy a month late so that I could complete the sum

mer work . 

The Whiteshell had been part of my forest pro

tection district since 1927. Since it 1acked ingress 

roads it was necessary to fly in from Lac du Bon

net in an emergency or, more normally, to patrol 

there using a ｲ｡ｩｷ｡ｹ＠ gas car. I had a pass to tra vel 

this way even on the main !ine to Jngolf, just across 
the Ontario border. I also had authority to stop a 

passing freight train and jump aboard if I needed 

to reach another area. I used the gas car a lot. Start-
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ing from Lac du Bonnet J would run down the 

branch line to Molson Junction, get c1earance on 

the main line of the CPR to Jngolf, and then hire 

a canoe to reach a particular destination. 
J remem ber that 1 wanted to see how the work 

was going at a fire near Star Lake and I asked 
Harold Knudson to run me over by boat. He asked 

if his two sisters could go along too. J agreed, 

providing they were content to wait while I was out 
at the fire. We traveled down Long Pine Lake, por-

taged the half mile across to West Hawk taking the 
outboard engine wit h us and then traversed across 

West Hawk Lake to Pen ni ac Bay, the c10sest point 

to the fire at Star Lake. 
It was dusk when J returned to the boat and al-

ready dark when we reached the Long Pine portage. 

Fortunatelya bright moon was shining. Harold took 

the outboard and started across with the elder sis-

ter. I picked up the paddles and other smali gear 

and folIowed with the younger si ster. Back at In-

golf I retired to the shed behind the kitchen for a 
good was h before supper as I was black as the ace 

of spades from the ashes of the fire. The door to 

the kitchen was open slightly and I could hear ev-
ery word said. The girls were discussing the trip and 

I distinctly heard the younger one comment, "my, 
but that young fire ranger is slow; he never even 

offered to kiss me as we crossed the portage in the 
moonlight" . 

I was not worried about the comment, but 1 did 
wonder a bit what her mother would have said had 

she arrived home with black blotches all over her 

face! 1 never had the chance to retrieve her poor 
opinion of me since I never again had such an op-
portunity. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

ADDRESS 

by J.G. Somers 

The following is part of an address given by J.G. 

Somers at the annual meeting of the Whiteshell Dis-
trict Association on November 3, 1955. 

Mr. Somers had been the District Forester for the 
Eastern Forest District from 1930 until his promo-

tion to Provincial Forester in 1943, which position 
he held till he retired. 

"Immediately following the transfer of the natur-

al resources in 1930 the province took under co n-
si de rati on the development of the area for 
recreational and Forestry purposes and the 

Whiteshell Forest Reserve, comprising an area of 
1088 square miles, was created. 

The. creation of the No. I highway east to the 
Ontano boundary gave access for the first time to 

the Whlteshell by car, and al most immediately a 
moderate demand developed for summer home sites 

tenting grounds and other recreational facilities.' 
8 

What gave the development of the Whiteshell for 

recreational use its greatest impetus during the 'hun-

gry thirties' was the unfortunate need for establish_ 

ing Relief Camps. In December , 1932 1 was 

instructed to proceed to West Hawk Lake - Falcon 

and Caddy Lake areas and lay out work for three 
hundred men for two years. An illustration of the 

difficulty of travel in the area at that lime is that 

in order to reach West Hawk Lake it was necessar; 

for me to proceed to Jngolf, Ontario by C.P.R., and 

thence by snowshoe to West Hawk, carrying bedroll 

and a week's grub supply. Laying out work for 300 

men for two years seemed like quite a large order. 

However, a number of the roads and trails laid out 

at that time had not yet been constructed. 

During those early years Relief Camps were es-

tablished and operated at West Hawk Lake, Caddy 

Lake, Falcon Lake, and later at Brereton Lake, 

White Lake and Green Lake. The principal work 

done by these camps was the construction of roads, 

the development of camp grounds, construction of 

buildings and the cleaning up of the areas general-

Iy. At that time it should be mentioned that there 

was considerable activily by the Surveys Branch of 
our department in laying out summer resort subdi-

visions and in road locations, etc. 

Expansion and development was arrested during 

the war years - 1939 to 1945 - but was resumed in 

earnest following the war, one of our main prin-

cipal undertakings being the construction of a new 
access road into the Whiteshell by way of Seven Sis-

ters Falls to open up the Winnipeg River area and 

connect with the road from the south at White Lake. 

The raising of the standard of the road from No. 1 

Highway to White Lake was another major under-
taking. 

Lakes such as Eleanor, Dorothy, Nutimik, and 
Betula are now well known, also such points as 

Barrier, Otter Falls and Sturgeon Falls. At the same 

time major extensions to, and improvement of older 

developments at West Hawk, Brerelon, White, Red 

Rock, Star, Falcon and Caddy Lakes was carried 
out, and this brings us up to fairly recent times. 

At present (1955) there are approximately 1,500 

cottages in the Whiteshell area, 25 tourist camps (132 

cabins), 20 stores , and 10 government operated 

camp grounds . More than 7,000 persons patronized 

camp grounds during the past summer. This num-
ber includes only those that pa id camp ground fees 

and does not include picnickers. 
Our development to date, as you know, has been 

of a rural nature, designed to give a maximum of 

privacy consistent with costs involved; in so far as 

summer homes are concerned development has been 
mainly along the lake shores, with littIe development 
in depth . 

The routing of the Trans-Canada Highway by 



li zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBAfOr 
'hUn. 
!lish. 

Was 
!leon 
three 
Iftbe 
that, 

ｾ＠
,and 
!droll 
IrJoo 
Irder. 
dout 

re es. 

:addy 

Lake, 
work 

uads, 
onor 
neral· 
there 
lehor 
rubdi· 

ｬ ｵｮｧ＠

100 in 
ｰｮﾷ＠

a new 
:o Sil-
a and 
Lale. 
ｾｯＮ＠ I 

IDder· 

:, and 

ntHS 

:saroe 
' older 
, Red 
ｾｲｩ･､＠
iJDcs. 
1,500 

(132 

:rated 
,niJtd 
nuDl' 

dfeCS 

way of Falcon Lake created the need and offered 
the opportunity for a wholly different type of de-
velopment, more on the line of the National Parks 
- that is, a modern summer townsite, supplied with 
modern conveniences such as running water, sew-
age, electric power, etc . Planning and work on this 
townsite got under way alittle more than a year ago. 
The site is at the west end of Falcon Lake. 

Ample provision is being made for public accom-
modation in the way of hoteis, lodges, moteis and 
trailer camps; and provision is made for public 
parks, pienie areas, tent and trailer park, bali park , 
tennis courts, roller skating, and other sports, and 
eventually a golf course. 

The south shore of the lake, which is about seven 
miles long, and for the most part of the north shore, 
is reserved for summer homes . 

As an iIIustration of the interest in this area may 
I say that we have some 600 applications for sum-
mer home sites, and some 70 applications for com-
merciaJ concessions. It is anticipated that it will take 
som e four to five years to complete this project. 

Should the need arise at some future date for a 
similar development in the norfhern portion of the 
Whiteshell there is plenty of room for such a de-
velopment, and this is not being overlooked in our 
long-term planning. As you know, there are numer-
ous lakes in the northern part of the Whiteshell that 
have not yet been tapped, such as Namew Lake, 
Meditation Lake, Horseshoe Lake, Echo, Crow 
Duck , the south end of Big Whiteshell, and many 
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WHAT A PARTY LINE 
By Frank Schortinghuis 

In the early days of the Whiteshell, only three tel-
ephones were available through Manitoba Tele-
phone System. One Pay Phone was located at the 
restaurant at West Hawk Lake, one at the Rennie 
Hotel, and the other at the store run by Devlin 

Timber. 
Ali other phones were a system of crank operat-

ed phones maintained by the Forest Service. The 
numbers were combinations of long and short rings. 
About 1950, if my memory is right, there we re 16 
phones instaJled, aIl with its own number . Every time 
the phone was used, everyone from White Lake to 
Toniata would have to listen to see if it was their 
ring. Can you imagine having a num ber su ch as -
two long, two short, one long and one short. 

Most of the people on this service could tell who 
was making the cali just by the way the crank was 
being turned and it was com mon to have the cali 
｡ｮｳｷ･ｾ･､＠ "Morning Cali", or "Hello Shirley" . 

Just imagine that today-we complain ｾ｢ｯｵｴ＠ hav-
ing just one other party on our party Imes . 

THE HITCHHIKERS 
By Frank Schortinghuis 

During the 1930's my father and mother were sta-
tioned at Rennie where my father was chief ranger. 

My father was near West Hawk Lake fighting a 
fire, and asked my mother to pick up a truck load 
of extra equipment at the C. P. R. station at Ren-
nie. After the equipment was loaded , two men who 
were hanging around asked her for a ride. They said 
they had been kicked off the last freight train and 
were trying to get to Kenora to look for work. My 
mother agreed, stopped at the house at the Rangers 
Station and made them sandwiches and coffee and 
then travelled to West Hawk . The men were very 
grateful and polite. That evening, back in Rennie, 
the R.C.M.P . from Whitemouth stopped and 
warned my mother to lock the doors that night be-
cause two escaped prisoners from Stony Mountain 
were thought to be in the area . You can imagine the 
tongue lashing my mother received from the 
R.C.M .P . 

INTERRUPTED HONEYMOON 
By Frank Schortinghuis 

In 1933 , my father was Chief Ranger for the 
Whiteshell, stationed at Rennie . My mother and 
father were married that summer , and started their 
honeymoon on the island on Sailing Lake. This is 
now one of the chain of lakes forming one of 
Manitoba' s most popular canoe routes. On the se-
cond morning of their honeymoon, they awoke to 
the smell of coffee perking and bacon being fried . 
Cal. Ritchie, the ranger from West Hawk Lake had 
paddled all night to inform my father of a serious 
forest fire, and that he must return to Rennie to or-
ganize the fighting of it. So ended the first 
honeymoon. 

The next summer , they decided to complete their 
honeymoon at the same lake. This time, my mother 
became sick with a pain in her side. They started 
paddling back to Caddy Lake but the current 
through the C.N.R. tunnel was too strong for my 
father to get through. He'left my mother and start-
ed walking west along the railway to Rennie. Part 
way along, he came to the section crew working. 
They moved my mother by "Putt-Pult" to the 

Brereton Lake road, then to Rennie, then to Win-
nipeg where mother had her appendix removed the 

following day. 
So ended the second honeymoon . 
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By Frank Schortinghuis 

During most of the 1930's my father and mother 
were stationed at the forestry headquarters at Ren

nie where my father was chief ranger. 
One summer weekend they had several couples 

visiting from Winnipeg. It had been mentioned that 
my mother often climbed the look-out tower when 
all the regular staff were away. The party was well 
underway, when about two in the morning the 
phone rang. It was two of the women from the party 

phoning from the tower. They had decided, after 
a few drinks, that if Beth could climb the tower, 
so could they. Now, one of them was terrified and 
couldn't force herself to climb back out of the trap 

door. 
My father decided they had better sober up a lit

tle before attempting to come down. He told them 
to wait for sunrise and he would bring up coffee 
and then help them to come down. The three of 
them watched a glorious sunrise and then were able 
to get the frightened lady down the ｡､､･ｲ＠ , 80 feet 

to the ground! 

PARK PERSONNEL 

Over the years the titles the people in charge of 
the WhitesheU and other Provincia! Parks have come 
under are Forest Rangers, Game Wardens, Conser
vation Officers to Natura! Resources Officer (NRO). 

The work they were assigned to do was basically 
the same-protect and preserve our forest, wildlife 
and waterways. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZWUSQOLKJIHEDCBA

Ken W. on 3-ton truck and Ernie Zimmerman hand 
loading gravel about 1949. 
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West Hawk Lake garbage truck that overturned on 
Star Lake Block 4·5·6 (about 1974). 

Many things have changed, timber sales and pulp
wood permits have declined, as mature forests are 

disappearing. Now there are only a few timber sales 
that are active in the area for NRO to keep a check 
on. Cottagers and vacationers have increased result

ing in more garbage and waste and the problem of 
what to do with it , so as not to harm and destroy ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPNMLKJIHGDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCBywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCBwvutsrponmlihgedcaPJIGDC
Dur environment. 

So the work of the people in charge is continual
Iy changing, from what to do when the deer popu
lation increases to the level that would cause a food 

shortage and inbreeding; to how to prevent further 
pollution of our lakes - should there be a maximum 
size for motors on boats on the lakes. 

As circumstances change so does the role of the 
offieer in charge, no matter what his title may be; 
his job could be fighting fire, checking fishermen, 
dealing with the public in crowded campgrounds, 

looking for a lost berry picker , to keeping roads and 
pub lic buildings in good repair. 

The above information came from a book pub
lished in 1990 celebrating the 60th anniversary of 
the Parks in Manitoba. 

Forest ranger stations were set up as close to towns 
and highways as possible. Close to these ranger sta
tions a lookout tower was buil!. The first of these 
towers were of wooden construction, being replaced 
with steel framed towers some years later. The earli
est record of these towers dates back to 1932. 

The holes for the steel tower at West Hawk Lake 
were drilled by men working at Goldbeam Mines 
at Star Lake in the winter of 1946. The steel tower 
was erected the following spring. 

Some of these towers are as high as 80 feet. 

Many of the Dominion Forest Officers were given 

the option of remaining in the federal service or 
working for the newly formed provincial Forest 

Service. Many chose to work for the provincial or
ganization. 
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In 1930, the field man's most common means of 
transportation was on foot or on horseback. To-
day, they use aircraft including fixed wings and 
helicopters, four-wheel drives and all terrain vehi-
cles. These modern devices had the greatest impact 
on fire suppression. In game patroli ing, modern 
means of communication - mobile phones, two-way 
radios and celi ul ar phones in vehicles make appre-
hending poachers a more efficient exercise. 

Today in the Whiteshell, Regional Services are 
responsible for the operation of the golf course, 
medical service, campground patrol and a myriad 
of other varied duties. 

In the spring of 1933, the Forest Rangers were 
given authority to enforce Game and Fish regula-
tions, and they we re to work with greater co-
operation with that department. 

In 1945, the Game and Fisheries Branch was sepa-
rated into two individual branches. 

April1961, saw the amalgamation of game, fish 
and forestry . 

January l, 1964 Parks Branch separated from 
Forest Service. In 1966, Conservation Officers who 
chose to, went over to Parks Branch to become Park 
Officers under Tourism, Recreation and Cultural 
Affairs. 

FOREST RANGERS AND CONSERVATION 
OFFICERS AT WEST HAWK LAKE 

From 1932 to 1938 some records show where 
Rangers at Rennie supervised activities at West 
Hawk Lake. The Ranger in charge at Rennie in 1932 
was William (Bill) Schortinghuis and the assistant 
ranger was Mr. Koons. 

Cal Ritchey was at West Hawk Lake from 
1936-1941, then transferred to Rennie. 

Pat Fitzmaurice from 1944-1949, then transferred 
to Seven Sisters. 

B.C. Emes from 1949-1951, then transferred to 
Seven Sisters. 

Ed. Polkowski from 1952-1963. 
Lyle Moffat from 1964-1968, coming from Fal-

eon where he had been since 1955 . 
Harvey Zimmerman from 1968-1971, then he was 

Senior Carpenter till he retired in 1991. 
Jim Stomp from 1971-1974. 
Dennis Hlady from 1974-1980. 
Gary Gushuliak from 1975-1977. 
Bob Harnilton who grew up in this area was as-

sistant to the ranger in 1975. 
Roy Bullion - 1976. 
Grant Leach - 1978. 
Irwin Schellenberg from 1980-1984. 
Robert Mauthe from 1980-1984. 
Richard Danielson from 1980-1987. 
Roy Sonnenberg (assistant) from 1986-1989. 

Don Maxwell from 1987-. 
Randy Woroniuk (assistant) from 1989-. 
A Park Office was opened at Faleon with the be-

ginning of development of the townsite. First Ranger 
Don McKinnon from 1955-1966. Lyle Moffat was 
his assistant till 1964. Doug Drysdale developed the 
golf course and the ski run. zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDBAywvurponmlieYWVTSRPOKIHFEDAlim Bell and Dave Al-
len were the next two men in charge at Falcon and 
their title was no longer forest ranger. The last men 
directing operations at Falcon are Les Harley, 
Maurice Yaremchuk, assisted by Grant Matchoes 
(spelling may be incorrect). Rod McFadyen assisted 
by Dave Brown, who is still the assistant. Michael 
LaBoissiere is presently in charge of operations at 
Falcon Lake. 

The following story is by a Forest Ranger who 
was at West Hawk from 1949-52. At that time there 
was only one man in charge in the West Hawk, Fal-
eon, Barren, Star and Caddy Lake area. 

A FOREST RANGER'S STORY 
By Bruce Emes 

We moved from the Dawson Road in the San-
dilands Forest Reserve in lune, 1949. lt was qui te 
an experience since my work in the Sandilands con-
sisted of timber work; such as supervising large and 
smali timber operations - cruising timber for these 
operations - locating section lines, etc. Ali of the 
boundaries of Timber Sales were located by ｾ＠ Sec-
tion, Township, and Range in those days. Now they 
are located by type using aerial photographs. Aeri-
al photographs were just coming into use shortly 
before I left the Sandilands. To get back to the other 
work done in the Sandilands, it covered forest fires, 
usually from the spring to the falI. The light soil 

Adolph and Glen Lelham InsIalIIng Ihe flrsl water 
pump for Forestry In Ihe gravel pll al Wesl Hawk Lake. 
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and sand ridges would dry up soon after arain, so 
the hazard kept pretty high all of the time . 

Another job I was connected with was strip cruis-
ing for several summers. This consisted of running 
lines, usually every 10 or 20 chains. You would count 
the trees on either side of this line and keep a record 
of the species and size of each tree within about 50 
feet of the line on either side. We did this for sever-
al summers. We had a nursery at Headquarters at 
Marchand where spruce, jack pine, scotch pine and 
red pine were all grown from seed. In fact the seed 
was extracted from the cones in a building which 
was heated by a wood stove. This was quite a chore. 
In order to keep a constant heat for the time it takes 
the cones to open - the stove had to be kept going 
night and day. The wood supply had to be stacked 
up previously so it would be dry. 

People were generally hard up during the early 
forties and were always trying to stretch a wood per-
mit from about 10 cords to 40 cords - so as to save 
the money that would have to be paid out for dues. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUPOMJIHFEDCButrlihfdUI

took a lot of time trying to get them to be alittle 
more honest about the wood taken legitimately and 
otherwise. People would not think of stealing from 
their neighbor or anyone else, but to steal from the 
government was different and understandable. 

l have written the above mainly to indicate the 
type of work l was doing prior to moving to West 
Hawk Lake and to indicate that this work was prac-
tically in no way the same as what l was to do in 
my new district. Seldom had l heard of summer 
homes, campgrounds and concessions in the south-
east. There was so little tourist work in the San-
dilands during the forties went there in 1940 and 
left in 1949), that it was not worthy of mention. 

The wark in the Whiteshell was about 900/. tourist 
work; consisting of cottage lot development, mak-
ing new roads into new subdivisions, locating and 
supervising the building of cottages on these lots and 
to see that they were built according to approved 
12 

plans and were properly positioned on the lot. We 
had to build and maintain all the subdivision roads 
in the district. Wells had to be dug where it was pos-
sible. Many of the wells we dug proved to be dry 
owning to the rock formation which would leave 
pockets of soil between the rock formation leaving 
us to think there could be water. In many cases the 
water had to be taken from the lake and treated. 
When I first started at West Hawk Lake l remem-
ber most of the culverts in the subdivisions were 
made of wood. was a continuous job replacing 
these culverts since the life of the thing was so short. 

must have been about 1944 when we started to 
put in steel cu1verts - these l expect are still in use. 

Communication systems were rather primitive. 
The West Hawk Lake Ranger residence had a phone 

connection with the C.P.R. Station in Rennie. There 
was no long distance telephone to West Hawk Lake 
at that time . So all telegrams for summer residents 
in the area had to come through the rangers' resi-
dence. During ordinary times it was quite a chore 
to deliver these messages . During the flood of 1950 
it nearly drove Marge and myself up the wall. When 
the flood was getting bad in 1950, a lot of cottage 
owners moved their wives and families out to their 
summ er homes in the area. Naturally they thought 
the flood would last for a few days and they could 
then move back to the city . did not happen that 
way as the flood lasted longer than anticipated. vtqpnmlkifecbaUPOJICAvtqpnmlkifecbaUPOJICAUII 

found myself delivering groceries to these cottage 
people. Some had no cars and had no way of get-
ting their own supplies. The flood caused a lot of 
disruption. Winnipeg was constantly wanting men, 
boats and motors. Men were needed to operate these 
boats and help out in the flood. l was going to the 
different concessions in the area to get whatever 
boats, motors, etc. that they could spare. The good 
boats all went in first and the people who loaned 
them wanted some assurance that they would get 
them back in as good shape as they were when they 
left. l was finally given authority to tell them if the 
boat was damaged or lost it would be replaced. 
was great to see the boats that were offered when 
this became known. I had got to know most of the 
people at the concessions by this time and it was hard 
to tell them that some of the boats offered were not 
sea-worthy and could not be shipped to the city. lt 
was another task when the boats, motors, paddles, 
etc. started coming back after the flood. We had 
boats com ing into West Hawk that originated in 
Portage la Prairie, Brandon or any place except 
West Hawk Lake. took quite awhile to get ｴｨｾｓ＠
all straightened out. The people who had loaned thlS 
equipment were quite happy as a lot. of it turned ｾｵｴ＠
to be better than what it was when they sent It IU. 

The summer of 1949 passed quickly as it was a 
learning experience for me. l was fortunate to have 
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a foreman like Adolph Zimmerman to take over 
most of the jobs the crew were doing . We had a 
maintenance crew of around 10 men for main-
tenance of roads, garbage disposal, repairing docks , 
building new ones, grading roads and any other job 
that came up . Also on the payroll we had camp-
ground attendants at Toniata Beach, Caddy Lake 
and West Hawk Lake. The ordinary day to day 
work such as - cleaning buildings, collecting camp-
ing fees, etc. was done by the campground atten-
dant. But major jobs such as wells, docks , etc. were 
looked after by the maintenance crew. We also fed 
our maintenance crew. In 1949 we had the old camp-
ground office at West Hawk Lake made over into 
a kitchen. This served the purpose until we got a 
new kitchen built. This kitchen was built at the old 
maintenance yard, close enough to the bunkhouse. 
This was a big step forward since the old kitchen 
in the office was really a cramped place to try and 
make meals. Our meat for the kitchen had to be kept 
out at the Fish Hatchery where they had electricity 
and a meat cooler. Here they kept the liver that was 
fed to the fish . There was room enough for our meat 
to be stored there. was quite a job to bring meat 
every other day from the Hatchery to West Hawk 
Lake, a distance of about 10 miles. l think it was 
the fall of 1950 that we got an electric plant at West 
Hawk Lake. was big enough to supply light and 
power to our residence, the bunkhouse and the 
kitchen and street lights over the highway at West 
Hawk. l think it was 1950 also that we put in water 
works to the West Hawk residence and the bunk-
house. We also supplied the Trans Canada Restaur-
ant with water. Our water supply was from a spring 
on top of the hill in an old gravel pit. We dug the 
spring out and put in a pump and an insulated 
pumphouse. The lines we dug to about 7 feet into 
the ground (by hand) and the only place we had a 
problem with freezing in the winter was where it 
went under the highway to serve the campground 
and the restaurant. 

Our pressure was supplied from a big tank (if l 
remember right it held somewhere around 10,000 
gallons) on top of the hil!. This was in a heated 
building, built by our crew. lt is stil! being used as 
the water system today. 

A lot of the telephone line maintenance was done 
by myself such as broken insulators, broken wires . 
Major jobs such as replacing poles, etc. was done 
by the crew. 

One day we had a break in the line west of Cad-
dy Lake and the foreman and l went out to repair 
it. The foreman at that time was a chap by the name 
of Max St. Germaine. He was sent out from Win-
nipeg to replace Adolph who had gone into busi-
ness on his own . Anyway, Max didn't know how 
to climb a pole with spurs on - so J had to go up 

the pole. l was stand ing on the spurs at the top of 
this pole (about 20 feet high) just getting ready to 
connect the broken wire, when lightning hit the line 
somewhere (maybe miles away) and of course 
knocked me off the pole and I landed on the ground. 
Between the jolt of lightning and the fall, J was 
alittle stunned for awhile. When I gathered my 
thoughts l could see Max standing on the road 
laughing his head off. Naturally I couldn't see any-
thing funny in the whole thing at that moment. Jf 
I ever felt like kicking someone it would have been 
him. A day or so after the whole top of my body 
was black , blue and green, etc. - so I must have got 
quite a jolt. However, the line had got fixed. IstiII 
think of me sitting on the ground at the bottom of 
that pole and old Max laughing. is funny to me 
now, but it surely wasn 't then . 

An interesting thing about my crew in 1949 was 
that Art Briggs was a labourer on the crew. He 
decided to follow work in the Forestry and joined 
the permanent staff. After several postings in rural 
areas, he went to Winnipeg to become the assistant 
to Bob Ross - the Fire Control Office for the 
Province. Later on when Bob Ross retired Art was 
appointed Chief of Fire Protection for the whole 
province. He did a real go od job in his new posi-
tion. He is now retired. Bill Medd took over Art's 
position wllen Art retired. 

The permanent staff of the whole Whiteshell in 
1949 was Cal Ritchie - Senior Ranger at Rennie -
Jack Inkster - Forest Ranger at Rennie. Jack looked 
after a smalI area around Rennie and was the com-
plete office staff. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAPat Fitzmaurice was at Seven Sis-
ters Falls and looked after the North end of the park. 
I was stationed at West Hawk Lake and looked af-
ter the south end of the park. We alI did our own 
office work, our own payrolls, estimates for next 
year , filing, correspondence, etc. There were no 
office clerks to help us then . In fact , in the early 
40's if we spent any more than three days in the 
office in a month we we re suspect of lying down 
on the job. We kept a daily diary and this was sub· 
mitted to our District office at the end of the month 
so Winnipeg would know how much time was spent 
in the office and our work in the field for the month. 
Expense accounts were small- mostly cost of starnps 
and the odd meal. 

The community of West Hawk consisted of very 
few permanent households. Starting at West Hawk 
- The Reicherts, Adele and Frank had the Trans 
Canada Restaurant; Mac MacKenzie had the Cres· 
cent Beach Cabins and Mr. and Mrs . Bill B1ackwelI 
were the caretakers and year-round residents; Stan 
and Gertie Crook had the post office and a few small 
cabins; Buster and Doris Bellemore had the Texa-
co Gas Station, also cabins and concession at the 
top of the hill ; Sam and Vickie Yanich had a filling 
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station and garage at the junction of the 
highway and the Falcon Lake Road. Down at Fal-
con Lake there were Gordon and Maude Hamilton 
at Faloma Beach, where they ran a store and had 
cabins and boats for rent. Over at Toniata Beach, 
Ed and Ella Schindler also had a concession where 
they had a store and cabins, boats, motors, etc. for 
hire. Dick and Mabel Good were also year round 
residents. Dick was a carpenter, bricklayer, stone 
mason, timber operator and sawmill operator and 
just about any other job that came up. He was truly 
a jack of all trades and was exceptionally good at 
everything he chose to do. Another character and 
part owner at Toniata was Mr. Thomas. He was a 
lawyer in Winnipeg and he spent most weekend s and 
his holidays at the Schindlers. 

At the Fish Hatchery at Caddy Lake there was 
Charlie Watson (in charge) and helpers, George 
Watkinson and his wife Gladys. About 1950 Baldur 
Schaldemose arrived to help out also at the hatch-
ery. Another hatchery employee was Charlie Klyne 
who ran a smali hatchery or I guess it was called 
rearing tank s at West Hawk. Another year round 
resident was Bob TuIly. He had a place at Penniac 
Bay. Bob did odd jobs for the cottagers in the sum-
mer and helped the local residents at whatever he 
could pick up in the winter. He was also a loner and 
lived by himself in his smali, but neat cabin on top 
of the hill at Penniac Bay. 

Being a smaIl community, we all seemed to rely yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
on each other for wark, entertainment, etc. We were 
a c10se knit unit and everybody knew what every-
body else was doing - especiaIly during the winter 
when things were slack in the tourist business. We 
would celebrate birthdays, anniversaries, Christmas 
and New Years or any other occasion to have a party 
and get together for a buli session and a few laughs. 

One of the highlights was Mac MacKenzie's New 
Year's dinner at Crescent Beach Cabins. He would 
have Mrs. BlackweIl prepare a delicious dinner for 
the community. Nothing was spared from the Scotch 
for the toast to the turkey and all the trimmings. 
Besides the local people he would have Vera and 
Cal Ritchie from Rennie and Beth and Bill Schor-
tinghuis and their son Frank from Winnipeg. Bill 
had worked in the Whiteshell a few years ago and 
was well known to us all. This was a special occa-
sion that we all looked forward to. 

In 1951 Gordon Hamilton's home burned to the 
ground. We had no fire protection of any kind in 
the community at that time. The Hamiltons had lost 
everything. We all got together and arranged for a 
permit from the Forest Service to cut enough spruce 
and poplar lumber to replace the building. The 
whole community got together and cut the logs. 
They hauled them to Gord's saw mili and he sawed 
them into lumber. The community also arranged zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUPOMJIHFEDCButrlihfdUIvtqpnmlkifecbaUPOJICAvtqpnmlkifecbaUPOJICAUI
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with Eatons for a credit for the Hamiltons to pur-
chase a few or life's necessities. In order to pay for 

this, we all signed pledge cards with Eatons to pay 
this off by the month. The payments were smali and 
nobody was hurt. The fire happened in the late fali 
and by the time the tourist business started, they 
had a rough building up and we re able to carry on. 
It's really surprising what a smali community can 
do in a situation like this. 

aur whole farnily, Marge, Don, (our son) and my-
self enjoyed those few years at West Hawk Lake, 
even though the work was really strange at first. We 
all have many rond memories and still contact all 
our old neighbors from time to time. 

is now 1990 and what I am trying to put down 
on paper happened from 1949 to 1952. I arrived in 
West Hawk Lake in 1949 and left in 1952. So if some 
of this is alittle vague or mixed up there is a reason 
(the reason being 38 years have passed). 

I am, I should say Marge and I, are happy with 
the fact that aIl of the people l have mentioned who 
are still alive have kept in touch with us over these 
years. Many have passed on but have left us with 
pleasant memories. 

Awhile back I mentioned Adolph Zimmerman as 
my foreman and later mentioned Max SI. Germain 
as his replacemenl. Sam Yanich started a conces-
sion at West Hawk Lake in 1952. Adolph married 
Olive Gregory who worked at the Trans Canada 
Restaurant and the two of them did a good busi-
ness. Olive and Adolph purchased Sam and Vick-
ie's interest in the cabins and ran it on their own 
until they eventuaIly sold. 

One of the things we both talk about is our first 
party at West Hawk. We wanted everything just 
right for our first party. Marge did baking and pre-
pa red all the trimmings. The people that supplied 
the products from their Kenora Dairy for their West 
Hawk and Falcon Lake customers heard about the 
party. They wanted to make a contribution and left 
a bottle of rye at our place for the party. Ali was 
in readiness for a go od time. aur guests aU arrived 
on schedule. One of the highlights of the evening 
was to have a fire in the fireplace. About 10 p.m. 
I lit the fire in the fireplace. wasn't long berore 
the whole house was fuli of smoke and try as we 
might we could not make the smoke go up the chim-
ney. I rushed out to the shed and brought in the 
wheelbarrow. After several trips with the wheelbar-
row loaded with the burning wood and kindIing, we 
hauled it a11 outside. In order to get rid of the smoke 
which had gone all through the house we had to 
open the doors and windows. This was in Dec. SO 

you can imagine how the house cooled off. When 
the smoke c1eared we went on with our party and 
everyone had a good time. l think the bot tle helped 
us aU from getting pneumonia! Marge used to tak e 



a zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUPOMJIHFEDCButrlihfdUIywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
-

orders from the neighbors for their dairy products. 
This order was given to the transfer drivers and on 
their next trip, they would deliver the order to our 
place. The neighbors would pick it up . This made 
only one stop for the drivers instead of them hav-
ing to drive several miles. The bottle was to show 
their appreciation to all. 

In Feb. 1952 Pat Fitzmaurice, who was stationed 
at Seven Sisters decided to go farming. He quit and 
since my son was then five years old, we were look-
ing for a move where he would be able to attend 
school. I was the successful bidder at Seven Sisters 
Falls. So we moved there in March of that year. 

We were in Seven Sisters Falls till lune of 1967 
when I was transferred to the Turtle Mountain 
Provincial Park. I worked there until Sept. 1971. 
I was again transferred to Gimli where I worked the 
Interlake until I retired in February 1978. We had 
already purchased property here in Girnli - decided 
it was a good place to retire and so we are still here 
and enjoying life in general. 

Having worked in the Whiteshell Provincial Park 
from 1949 to 1967 it still has many memories. We 
worked with a lot of people and made friendships 
with the neighbors over the years that we cherish 
to this day. We seldom miss an opportunity to visit 
the many friends we have left behind in the 
Whiteshell and the surrounding district. They all 
have a standing invitation to visit us here in Gimli. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

CAL AND VERA RITCHEY 
By Lily (Ronnie) Trithart 

My memories of the Whiteshell are always 
pleasant, having spent all my school holidays there 
during the late 1930s and early 1940s while attend-
ing school in Lac du Bonnet the rest of the year. 
My hus band and our family also owned a cottage 
on Big Whiteshell Lake in the 1950s. 

My father, Cal Ritchey was a conservation officer 
in the Whiteshell for 30 years. He was transfer red 
to West Hawk Lake in 1936 and promoted to Chief 
Ranger of the Whiteshell, stationed in Rennie in 
1941 until his retirement in 1966. We had the only 
bomb shelter built in our house in the Whiteshell 
equipped with phones, radio, food, etc. 

During the war years, as we had the only phone 
at West Hawk, both my mother and dad were often 
required to take messages and deliver them to cot-
tage owners and campers. Of course, these were 
often very sad news. 

Cal was devoted to and loved his job. He, as most 
others living in the area, would go out of their way 
to help others. Often this would mean leaving in the 
middle of supper or in the middle of the night to 
pull a car out of the ditch, deliver a message, or help 
get an injured person to hospital in Winnipeg or 
Kenora. There was no ambulance closer than Win-

nipeg and countless times a couple of mattresses 
would be placed in the back of the forestry zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDBAywvurponmlieYWVTSRPOKIHFEDAV2 ton 
truck and sick or injured people taken to hospital. 
Sometimes a doctor at Beausejour would join them 
in the back of the pick-up and the R.C.M.P. would 
lead the way at breakneck speeds right to the general 
hospital. 

In the late summer we would supply large boil-
ers of water to the campgrounds for com on the cob. 
Many pleasant evenings were spent in the kitch-
enettes having a sing-song with all the campers. 

During the winter , snowshoes were about the onIy 
way for my father to travel when he 'cruised tim-
ber' and 'scaled wood', etc. Many times I remem-
ber him retuming from Ingolf store or Falcon Lake 
when the temperature would be 35-40 degrees be-
low. Fortunately, no one calculated the wind chill 
factors in those days. 

I sadly remember the many drownings through-
out the Whiteshell. My father would usually be 
asked to assist the R.C.M.P. from Whitemouth and 
to supply boats and motors to use to drag for the 
bodies. This sometimes took days and Cal always 
prayed that it would not be his task to recover the 
body. I also remem ber the many search parties for 
lost hunters and berry pickers, etc., particularly the 
searches which weren't successful. 

The Whiteshell was ravaged with forest f!fes, par-
ticularly during the depression years. Fighting these 
fires was very dangerous as it was done completely 
by hand with onIy a couple of smalI aircraft for spot-
ting. There we re no radios, water bombers, and no 
helicopters to evacuate trapped firefighters. 

Forest rangers also acted as game guardians then, 
and I remem ber one situation where my father found 
a gro up of four American hunters who were drink-
ing, as well as hunting in a restricted area near Ren-
nie. He attempted to confiscate their rifles, etc. but 
was threatened wit h death . He continued to reason 
with them for half an hour and finally talked them 
into giving up their guns. The only 'weapon' he had 
was a pocket knife. 

Cal was an ardent hunter himself and rarely came 
home himself without his limit of ducks, deer or 
moose. At the same time he was a noted conserva-
tionist who spent countless hours protecting nature 
and tracking animals injured by vehicles and put-
ting them down. In 1948, Cal received an award 
from the Province of Manitoba for "Meritorious 
Service and Outstanding contribution" to the cause 

of conservation. 
After his death in 1%8, his ashes were spread at 

Rainbow Falls near White Lake. This was his 
favorite site in the whole Whiteshell . The Depart-
men t of Natural Resources named a lake in his 
honor. Ritchey Lake is located on the canoe route 
between Big Whiteshell and Mantario Lakes. 
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ARCHAEOLOGY AND YOU IN 
THE WHITESHELL zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPOMLIHGEDCBA

Whiteshell Provincial Park features a complex 
network of lakes and streams that is part of the Win-
nipeg River system. Down through time, the Win-
nipeg and its tributaries were the major "highways" 
by means of which early peoples travelled to and 
from the Great Lakes region and the Manitoba 
grasslands and points west. Many of the lakes in 
the southeastern corner of Manitoba are merely 
widenings of this river system, and their shores bear 
evidence of human activity stretching back in time 
same 9,000 years. 

Around 12,000 years ago, at the end of the lee 
Age, most of the Winnipeg River's basin was filled 
with the meltwaters of the last great ice sheet. At 
its maximum, glacial Lake Agassiz extended from 
central Saskatchewan to Lake Superior; but as the 
warming trend that had signalled the end of the lee 
Age continued, and wit h the melting back of the 
glaciers to the north, the lake began draining into 
what is naw Hudson Bay. Thus it was that new areas 
opened up for plants, animals and ultimately, 
humans. . 

The ongoing climatic changes which were respon-
sible for the "drying" of the Winnipeg River basin 
were actually fairly minor in Manitoba. The brunt 
of these conditions was felt in the central grasslands 
of the United States, where a 2,OOO-year drought 
forced the herds of giant bison, as wellas the hun-
ters of these now-extinct species, to move away in 
search of better sources of water, food and shelter. 
A hitherto unoccupied expanse of coniferous forest 
lay to the nart h and east of the Winnipeg River at 
this time, while a mixed grassland environment 
dominated the landscape to the south and west. 

This rich, diversified environment quickly became 
home to the early buffalo hunters who for a time 
were able to pursue their nomadic, big game hunt-
ing lifestyle. What eventually became of these an-
cient hunters is stili a mystery. Over time, they seem 
to have become more dependent upon the resources 
of the forest as opposed to those of the grasslands, 
but by 4500 BC all trace of them vanished. 

Over the next 4,000 years, the Winnipeg River and 
its environs took on a more modern appearance and 
a num ber of different cultures became established 
in the region. Same of these peoples were also 
western bison hunters, who travelled eastward as 
far as the Winnipeg River in the fali months to hunt 
their prey in their wintering grounds at the forest 
edge. One group, however, seems to have originat-
ed in the east and were, as we might expect, more 
interested in the rich resources ar the lakes and rivers 
of the Canadian Shield, and in hunting the wood-
land caribou and moose which roamed the forest. 
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These people are distinguished by their use of cop-
per tools and for a time were thought to be the most 
ancient "metallurgists" in the world. Their way of 
life was so efficient that their original homeland, 
the forests to the west of Lake Michigan, seems to 
have witnessed something of a population explosion 
some time after 3,000 BC. Perhaps it was for this 
reason that the "new lands" to the north and west 
seemed so attractive. 

Evidence ar finely made ceramic vessels in ar-
chaeological sites dating about the time of Cbrist 
herald s in the final chapter of Precontact history 
on the Winnipeg River. Although this technologi-
cal innovation did not bring about a new way of 
life, the presence of potte'ry is often seen as 

evidence of a moresettled mode of livirig; nomadic 
peoples tend to use leather bags and woven baskets 
which are less fragile and more easily transported. 

Like the earlier copper-using people who may 
have been their ancestors, these potters made very 
effective ose of their environment. More resources 
were being exploited than ever before; hunting, trap-
ping, fishing, fowling and the .collection of wild 
plants allowed more people to live in increasingly 
smalIer' 'territories" for longer portions of the year. 
Additional technological advancements were made, 
including the bow and the birchbark canoe. Evi-
dence for elaborate ceremonialism is visible in the 
boulder "mosaics" or petroforms such as those at 
the Bannock Point Site near Betula Lake. Same of 
these sites cover many hectares, and same of the 
boulders weigh several tons. Clearly, these are the 
work of a large group of people working together 
under the direction of a ceremonial or religious lead-
er. As their artifacts and ways of life are so simi-
lar, it seems most likely that the early Cree and 
Ojibwa are the descendants of this population. 

This diversified hunting, fishing and plant-
collecting economy persisted until the 18th Centu-
ry when the establishment of trading posts through-
out the region marks the beginning of the Contact 
Period and the end of a rich and very ancient way 
of life on the Winnipeg River. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUPOMJIHFEDCButrlihfdUIywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA. .. 

The foregoing is a brief sketch of a story that is 
undergoing continual development-the history of 
the Whiteshell area long before the arrival of the 
Europeans. What we do know about it is attributa-
ble in large measure to the science of archaeology-
the study of ancient sites and objects, or "artifacts", 
coUectively referred to as "heritage resources". Since 
heritage resources are vital to our reconstruction of 
past ages and stages of life in the Whiteshell, they 
should not be regarded simply as curious ar con-
versation pieces; if they are properly gathered and 
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studied, they can yield exceedingly valuable infor-
mation on the nature of Manitoba's remote and not-
so-remote past. Artifacts are import ant by virtue 
of the information they contain. More often than 
not, they are the only means we have to tell much 
of the story of ancien t Manitoba. We owe it to our-
selves to preserve and protect these objects and their 
related information. Because they link us to Manito-
ba as it was hundreds and thousands of years ago. 

But there is something else about these heritage 
resources besides their scientific, educational and 
cu!tural value-they are non-renewable. Once they 
are lost to us, they are lost forever. They cannot be 
regenerated as can be trees, fish or fur-bearing 
animals. Human lifeways-even those which exist-
ed a few hundred years ago-have changed. Any 
knowledge we might have of the past is in the form 
of fragments: ora! histories, archival manuscripts, 
historically significant artifacts, and archaeological 
sites and artifacts. 

We Are Ali Trustees 
these heritage resources are not managed 

carefully-if they are not preserved, protected and 
used in ways that will allOW them to yield their max-
imum heritage and cultural value-then the in for-
mation they contain will be lost for all time. Ali of 
us must make sure these irreplaceable resources are 
preserved and protected. We owe it to the genera-
tions of Manitobans who have gone before us and 
to ourselves, today, because tomorrow will be too 
late. We owe it to future generations of Manitobans, 
because to deprive them of the record of their past 
is to deprive them of knowledge of themselves and 
their province. That is why a major part of The 
Heritage Resources Act of Manitoba is devoted to 
the protection and preservation of heritage objects. 

Stewards of the Past 
More than half of the archaeological sites scien-

tifically excavated in southern Manitoba were found 
and reported to the experts by conscientious citizens 
who realized that they had discovered something sig-
nificant. In rura! Manitoba, archaeologists have 
found that on the average, one in five landowners 
has a collection of artifacts. We also know that 
many heritage objects have been found but later lost, 
misIaid, destroyed, or removed from the province 
without any manner of documentation being left be-
hind. The result of such activity is a loss to all 
Manitobans. The Heritage Resources Act is desig-
nated to help us more effectively utilize and manage 
our rich cultural and naturaI legacy. 

Custody and Ownership Rights 
Because local residents have played a vi tal role 

in filIing the gaps in knowledge about our cultural 

history , their contributions and co-operation are 
very important. And so, the new Heritage Resources 
Act separates the issues of ownership and custody 
of heritage objects . Archaeological objects found 
since 1967 on Provincial Crown land are explicitly 
stated to belong to the Province-they are Crown-
owned . In additon, artifacts found on private land 
after May 12, 1986 are also Crown-owned, under 
the terms of The Heritage Resources Act. This is 
to ensure that the Province has the appropriate 
authority and ability to preserve and protect su ch 
objects for the benefit of all Manitobans. But the 
Act a!so explicitly provides for the retention of newly 
found archaeological objects by private individu-
aIs. This provision is important because there are 
many persons in Manitoba who assemble COllections 
of artifacts in which they take considerable pride. 
These collections, properly catalogued and 
preserved, have formed the basis of numerous 
studies and publications that have expanded our 
knowledge of our past. When these findings are 
eventuallY turned over to a museum or other pub-
lic repository, as is often the case, they are readily 
available for viewing and study by a wide spectrum 
of the interested public. 

Thus, provision has been made for individua!s to 

retain the fihdings in trust for the Crown on behalf 
of all Manitobans. Where an object is found on 
Crown land, custody is retained by the finder. 
Where an object is found on private land, custody 
is retained by the landowner. This would mean that 
if someone other than the landowner-for exam-
ple, an amateur or professional archaeologist-is 
the finder of an object on private land, he/ she may 
acquire custody of the objeet, but only with the ap-
proval of the landowner. The finder or owner of 
a heritage object can give custody of the object to 
the Crown if he or she so wishes. Custody of heritage 
objects can be transferred to any other person at 
any time and, upon the death of the custodian, will 
pass to his/her heirs, executors, or administrators, 
who then hol d them in trust for the Crown. And, 
not only may Crown-owned heritage objects be left 
in the hands of individuals in trust; fuli ownership 
may be transferred by the Minister to individuals 
or private institutions. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

I f a person chooses to retain custody of a heritage 
objeet, she/ he is considered to be holding that ob-
ject in trust for the people of Manitoba. This car-
ries with it some important responsibilities; it means 

that the holder of the object should ensure that it 
is kept in a safe place and that it will not be damaged 
or destroyed. it is agreeable to both parties, the 
Minister and the person may arrange for the hous-
ing, protection, curation, conservation or any other 
provision, including the length of time that the 
holder of the object may keep possession of it. 
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Also, the importance of keeping records of in-
vestigations and finds cannot be overemphasized; 
artifacts of doubtful origin lose much of their ar-
chaeological value and heritage significance. For ex-
ample, the drawing of a sketch map and, when 
possible, plotting its location on a map with geo-
graphic coordinates is very important. Landown-
ers are usually able to identify sections, townships 
and ranges for their own land, and some maps are 
laid out to show these. Besides specific location , 
some sort of subiective description of the region 
should be recorded (general terrain, natural features, 
etc.) In addition, a record of aU findings should be 
kept so as to provide specific information on loca-
tion and relationships. This can be accomplished 
quite easily by marking individual items with [ndia 
Ink, giving each a different number, and then 
recording it in a ledger along with a description of 
the artifact and where it was found. Any convenient 
num bering system will work, and the documentat-
ing of the materials in this manner will prove in-
valuable in the future-memories are short-lived, 
especiaUy as the collection grows in size. 

Report of Findings 
It is the responsibility of Manitoba Culture, 

Heritage and Recreation to present the history of 
Manitoba to the people of this province. In order 
to do so, a considerable amount of field informa-
tion must be discovered and interpreted. Many 
heritage obiects are found by local persons, either 
by accident or because they search for them. If these 
obiects are referred on to experts, their significance 
can be assessed and the resulting information made 
public for the benefit of all. Accordingly, anyone 
finding a heritage obiect, or an item that he/ she sus-
pects is a heritage obieet, is required to report the 
discovery to the Minister responsible for The 
Heritage Resources Act. If an obiect is discovered 
quite by accident and it appears that it is sti!! in 
place, that it has not been totally removed from its 
naturaI place on or in the ground, it should be left 
there and the Minister informed of it. Such a dis-
covery could prove very important to an understand-
ing of local or regional history . 

Permit For Searching or Excavating 
Archaeological sites constitute a very fragile 

resource that requires careful and often expert hand-
ling. Archaeologists have devised a wide range of 
methods and techniques whereby archaeological in-
formation can be gathered from the field in an ord-
erly and scientific fashion. Inasmuch as such activity 
invariably affects resources of public concem, that 
is, heritage sites and obiects, it is incumbent upon 
the Province to ensure that these resources are han-
dled properly via these special methods and tech-
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niques. To that end, anyone who wishes to collect 
or excavate for heritage obiects is required under 
law to obtain a permit from the Province to do so. 
This aUows the appropriate officials to specify the 
nature of the work to be done in light of the collec-
tor's or excavator's qualifications. Such a permit 
mayaIso stipulate that the results of investigation 
must be reported to the appropriate provincial agen-
cy. If all findings are so reported, there again ex-
ists the opportunity to have new information 
organized, interpreted and presented to the public 
by a central authority established for that purpose. 

Export of Heritage Objects 
One of the most serious obstacles to our ability 

to reconstruct the past is the uncontrolled removal 
of heritage obiects from the province. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUPOMJIHFEDCButrlihfdUIis impos-
sible to calculate how much of Manitoba's heritage 
will forever be denied us because the information 

accuring to these dispersed obiects is no longer avail-
able. This removal is done by persons who leave the 
province for whatever reason and take the obiects 
with them, or by trade or sale to non-residents. Put-
ting a price on our heritage resources only serves 
to encourage the unscrupulous to collect heritage 
obiects in a careless and unscientific fashion and sell 
them away, which in tum results in the loss ofmuch 
potential information. 

If heritage obiects are Crown-owned, however, 
the Province is legally able to insist that those ob-
iects originating in Manitoba stay here. In other 
words, one of the maior features of Crown owner-
ship is that it provides alegal basis whereby the 
Province can monitor the removal of the obiects 
from Manitoba by requiring anyone who wishes to 
take an obiect from the province to apply for a per-
mit to do so. Another benefit of Crown-ownership 
is based upon the fact that it is i!!egal to sell some-
thing that belongs to someone else without permis-
sion. Thus, one cannot legali y sell a Crown-owned 
obiect without the govemment's approval-and it 
is the position of Manitoba Culture, Heritage and 
Recreation that Manitoba's publicly-owned heritage 
resources are "Not For Sale". Even if the obiect 
is privately-owned, the heritage information it con-
tains is of interest and value to all Manitobans; and 
if the obiect is to leave the province, the Depart-
ment should at least have the opportunity to docu-
men t it. In this way, the information remains with 
us even if the obiect does not. 

The purpose of all of these provisions is to as-

sure the public that special interests concerning pri-
vate possession and ownership can be duly 
considered under the Act. 

Thus, The Heritage Resources Act addresses some 
difficult problems and at the same time provides for 
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the interests of Manitobans who, in their own way, 
ean help to preserve our heritage resources and con-
tribute toward our understanding of the past. 

For further information about the Act, Manito-
ba arehaeology, and the culture rustory of Manito-
ba and the Whiteshell eontact: The Archaeology 
Section, Historie Resources Branch, Manitoba Cul-
ture, Heritage and Recreation, 3rd Floor, 177 Lom-
bard Avenue, Winnipeg, Manitoba, R3B OW5, or 

phone 945-5808. 

AN ARCHAEOLOGICAL OlG 
AT CADDY LAKE IN 1970 

thanks to Mr. Paddon for this material 

Early in June, 1970, two Indian burials were dis-

eovered on an island in Caddy Lake by Mr. Pad-
don of Winnipeg. 

Caddy Lake, located in the Whiteshell Provincial 
Park, is in the southeast corner of Manitoba adja-
cent to the Ontario border. It is one of numerous 
small lakes with marshy drainage, rock y outcrop-
ping, and rnixed forest (pine predominating) charac-
teristic of certain portions of the Canadian Shield. 
Caddy Lake is 1025 feet above sea level. 

The island on wruch the site is located measures 
approximately 200 feet lon g by 85 feet wide; it is 
roughly equi-distant from the north and south shore-
line, some 500 yards away. It is bounded by a rocky 
periphery, although centrally there is a soil cover 
capable of supporting a dense growth of trees, 
among which are the Paper Birch, Aspen, Bur Oak, 
White Spruce, A1der, and Dogwood. Patehes of 
Juniper dot the island. 

This discovery led to the mounting of aliule ex-
pedition under the direction of Tom Shay of the 
department of Anthropology at the University of 
Manitoba which surveyed and surface collected on 
the island in August 1970. 

The site of this exploration was a campsite, butch-
ering and food processing site for the forest hunt-
ing and gathering people, possibly of the Selkirk 
Foeus (1350-1750). Trade contact with the Lake Su-
perior Region, and the North Dakota area are sug-
gested. 

The find in July of 1970 of human bone (one cal-
varia, one calvarium, and cranial fragments) was 
discovered eroding out of the south bank of this 
small island. When the party was working they dis-
covered numerous potsherds, various little artifacts, 

a eopper awl, and more bon e (both human and 
faunal). The pottery is typical or that of the Selkirk 
Focus, with a predominance of the A1exander Fabrie 
Impressed type. A diagnostic trait of the late pre-
historie or early historic sites in southeastern 
Manitoba. 

The vessels are probably shaped or coiled and 

finished using the paddle and anvil method. The ves-
sels we re likely used for cooking, and could have 
been used for storage or water carrying. It is thought 
that the Cree or proto-Cree might have been the peo-
ple who lived on the island. It is also known that 
cannibalism was frequent among the Cree at any 
time of food shortage, especially in winter. A be-
lief in windigos led, upon occasion, to the killing 
and eating of an individual. Either may have been 
the case here. 

Many things were learned from this study by the 
Anthropology group that summer wit h the follow-
ing results: It is conceivable, on the basis of the limit-
ed data available, that the Caddy lake site was 
occupied in winter by a smali group of closely related 
hunters who operated within a wide social frame-
work: the kill was often distributed on the mainland. 

That they represent a normadic hunting and 
gathering eulture which exploited the Shield and 
mixed woodland country of southeastern Manito-
ba and the adjacent portion of Northern Ontario. 
The island was probably a seasonal campsite and 
butchering site. For the purposes of their lithic teeh-
nology, these people used locally available materi-
al to a great extent, but did have trade contacts 
with the Knife River area of North Dakota, probably 

with the Lake Superior area, and possibly with the 
Winnipeg-Red River region. From these areas they 
obtained Knife River flint, copper, and limestone 

chert. 
They also learned that young moose and beaver 

were of considerable irnportance to these people, but 
it is possible that other smaller creatures were aJso 
signifieant. Hunting was carried out on the main-
land, where felled game was skinned and dismem-
bered for transportation to the site. Secondary 
butchering took place on the island at the hunters' 

convenience. 
Cooking of the game was by two methods: roast-

ing and stewing. The latter was the most common. 
Bone grease was prepared from the long bones of 
the moose, especiaJly, and trus was probably used 
in the manufaeture of pemmican or in everyday 

cooking. 
In warrner weather when the ground could be dug, 

interments were made on the island. One of the in-
dividuals buried at the site had been butchered; eth-
nological sources indicate that cannibaJism was 
common at any time of food shortage. 

ARROWHEADS HIS HOBBY 
Winnipeg Free Press, 1974 

by Frank Conlon 

Last summer, W.F. North, of Elma, Man., went 
to Falcon Lake in the Whiteshell as labor foreman 
with the Forest Service working on the resort de-

19 



velopment there. 
Bill North had been there only a few days when 

he heard people talking of finding Indian arrow-
heads and pottery . He became interested and soon 
set out on the hunt himself. 

Today, a year later, the 44-year-old bachelor has 
a collection of approximately 50 arrowheads and 
numerous pieces of old-time pottery . 

"lt didn't take me long after l started my search-
ing before l had unearthed an arrowhead," says Bill. ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPNMLKJIHGDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCBywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCBwvutsrponmlihgedcaPJIGDC
"It yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAwas a nice one and that made it very interesting." 

Since then Bill North has spent much of his spare 
time combing the beach at Falcon Lake or check-
ing the area which the bulldozers have uprooted. 
His searches have given him one of the best private 
collections in Manitoba. 

Although he admits he knows nothing about the 
history of these arrowheads and other objects used 
by Manitoba's early lndians, he seems to have the 
knack of knowing an arrowhead when he comes 
across it. 

Collecting the stone items has brought him much 
pleasure, and he believes many others could also 
receive pleasure from the same pastime. 

None of the rock in the arrowheads and spear-
heads which Mr. North has found is native to the 
Falcon Lake area. AlI of it had to be imported. Some 
of the rock is so hard it can cut glass. 

Mr. North showed one piece from his collection 
to a geologist who looked it up and discovered that 
the rock is only found at Bremmer Ridge in Duluth. 
The rock around Falcon Lake can't be worked as 
it will split and crack. 

One knife or ax, made of stone, is ineluded in the 
Elma man's findings. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUPOMJIHFEDCBywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWPOMJIHFEDCBywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWPMIHFDlt was evidently used for some 
heavy duty work. Mr. North found it in a ditch. 

The pottery which Mr. North has discovered, ac-
cording to a Winnipeg archaelogist, was worked by 
the Assiniboine tri be about 400 years ago. The rim 
impressions, which are still elear, were made with 
a wrapped fine root around a twig and impressed 
in the pottery. The surface of the bodies was made 
by patting it with a cord-wrapped paddle. 

Bill North says that the Forestry Service is talk-
ing about starting a museum. And if it does, he in-
tends to lend his collection to it. 

In the meantime he is looking for a harpoon. "[ 
sure would like to find one," he says. ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCButsrponmlkjigedbaWVSROLIFEDCButsrponmljigedbaWSROLIFEDCButsrponmljigedbaWSROLIFEDCBtsrponmljigedbaWSROLIFEDCBtsrponmljigedbaSROLIFEDCB

Compliments oj Ester Feildberg 
East Braintree, ROE OLO 

HYDRO POWER IN THE WHITESHELL 

The first electric lights in the Whiteshell were 
powered by a generating plant at West Hawk Lake. 
This diesel generating plant was installed on the 
grounds west of what is now the administrative 
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Diesel Plant that supplied first electric lights to 
Forestry at West Hawk, also across the street and to 
the campgrounds. 

building at West Hawk in 1949 by the ranger Bruce 

Emes and Adolph Zimmerman who was the fore-
man then. This plant provided lights for the rangers 
living quarters and office also Iights across the high-
way and in the campground office and the kitch-

enette. 
Other businesses in the area had smali generat-

ing plants that supplied Iights and power for their 
own use . 

The Winnipeg River, which marks part of the 
northern boundary of the park, was the earliest 
source of hydro-electric power in the province of 
Manitoba. The longest surviving hydro plant in the 
province, at Point du Bois, is located within the park 
boundaries. Opened in 1911 , this power dam was 
the second of its kind in Manitoba. In 1931, two 
more power plants were to be opened within the 
present-day Whiteshell Provincial Park, one at Slave 
Lake, and the other at Seven Sisters. 

(D.M. & N.R. wtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponlifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECA1930-90) 
Manitoba Hydro extended service to Rennie in 

March 1955, to West Hawk Lake in September 1956 
and the Caddy Lake in October 1956. Brereton was 
serviced in April 1957 and Falcon Lake in August 
or that year. Dorothy, Jessica and Betula were all 
connected in June 1959. These are the initial con-
nection dates as we have them but extensions have 
been going on continually since those dates. 

To date I have not been able to find details as 
to e1ectrical consumption but without doubt this has 
grown dramatically. The utility was not too en-
thusiastic then about service to summer resort areas 
as few people foresaw the tremendous growth in 
num bers and in usage of power that would occur. 

A new larger sub-station was built at Star Lake 
and put into operation in 1988-89. This will replace 
the original one built when hydro power was in-
troducted to the area in the early 1950s. The power 
in this line is supplied from the Winnipeg River -



Kenora 115,000 volt Hne. This was the transmission 
line built in the 1930s to supply the paper mili at 
Kenora . The old gold mine at Star Lake received 
service from it at the same time. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

WHITESHELL TROUT HATCHERY 
Balder Schaldemose 

The Whiteshell Trout Hatchery, at the extreme 
north end of West Hawk Lake was buitt in 1942. 
A supply of gravity flow water was made available 
for hatchery use by constructing a dam at the out-
flow from the lake. In 1943, the first trout and 
walleye fry incubated at the hatchery were stocked 
in lakes in the Whiteshell . 

Because cold water could not be obtained at the 
hatchery, a smali battery of tanks was set up near 
Crescent Beach where spring water augmented by 
water pumped from the lake was used to establish 
a nursery where small fish could be raised during 
the hot summer weather. 

In 1956, a rearing building was constructed at the 
hatchery site containing four large concrete tanks 
where trout could be cared for over the winter 
months and stocked as yearlings the following 
spring. 

In 1966-67, the facilities at the hatchery were 
greatly expanded. A 21-inch pipeline was installed 
reaching 3,500 feet into West Hawk Lake to a depth 
of 46 feet, where a gra vi ty flow of 2,000 gallons per 
minute of 50 degree Fahrenheit water is obtained. 
Dual piping was installed throughout the hatchery 
complex, so that by using the old pipeline carrying 
surface water in conjunction with the cold-water 
pipeline, varying temperatures of water could be 
blended for different varieties of trout. Raceway and 
circular concrete tanks were constructed so trout 
could be grown to any size desired. In 1969, both 
brook and rainbow eggs we re taken from brood 
stock grown and held at the hatchery for the first 
time. 

When the summer rearing station was set up in 
1944 at Crescent Beach, it was operated on a small 
scale with a few wooden tanks. In 1957, improve-
ments were made by moving the station doser to 
the lake and placing 24 metal tanks on a good foun-
dation. The tanks from this rearing site were moved yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQOMLKJIHGFECBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZWVSRQOMLKJIHGFEBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWOIHGFA

First Aqua·duct to the fish hatchery. wtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponlifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECA

f 
George Watkinson was one of the first employees 

at the Fish Hatchery, his wife Gladys was often called 
on during the egg picking season to help. 

to the hatchery pro perty when the cold water line 
was completed in 1967. 

Distribution of fish from the hatchery for the fl1'st 
few years was confined almost entirely to lakes and 
streams in the Whiteshell area and consisted of fry 
and fingerling trout. They were transported in large 
metal cans by truck and aircraft. In 1951, an insu-
lated fish distribution tank was constructed. It was 
made of wood and equipped with a pump to aerate 
the water by circulating it through the tank. That 
year, a number of lakes and streams in the Duck 
Mountain area were stocked wit h trout. 

This distribution unit gave good service for years 
but, with the ever-increasing number of lakes be-

One of the flrst lakes eradicated to remove undesir
able fish in the early 1950s. 
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ing stocked with trout throughout the province, two 
new tank units were acquired in 1959 and 1960. One 
unit was a smali tank to be used on a half-ton truck, 
the other a larger three-tank unit built of aluminum. 
Both tanks were insulated to maintain temperature, 
equipped with pumps for water circulation and with 
oxygen diffusers supplied with oxygen from 
cylinders. With this equipment, large numbers of 
trout were transported to al most all parts of the yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
province. 

Charlie Watson was the first supervisor then 
Balder Schaldemose and now Johnny Ziemanski. 
Other men who were longtime employees at the 
hatchery were George Watkinson and Steve Coma. 

HUNT & LYONS LAKE PROJECTS 
Johann (Jol Sigurdson 

Fisheries Manager 
Oept. of Natural Resources 

Spring runoff raises the park's lak es, rivers and 
streams to their highest levels. Many of the creeks 
which drain into the large lakes come alive with 
swarms of fish. Suckers, jackfish, and pickerel fight 
there way upstream to lay their eggs. They can be 
observered from the shore line, swimming against 
the current and resting in still pools behind rocks . 
The regular sport fishing season opens shortly af-
ter the spawn. 

Hunt and Lyons Lakes are well-known by 
Whiteshell fishermen for the fine trout angling that 
has been available over the past num ber of years. 
These two lakes are easily accessible and are locat-
ed adjacent to the TransCanada Highway near the 
Ontario border. What is partieularly interesting is 
that many years ago the native fish in these two lakes 
were eradicated using a naturaI organie compound 
called Rotenone. The lakes were subsequently re-
stocked with troU!, and anglers have enjoyed good 
trout angling for a number of years. 

Gradually, however, other species of fish such as 
perch, suckers, and bullheads, have reappeared in 
these lakes. II is possible that the first two species 
may be the result of survival of the eradication or 
they may have been introduced from other sources. 
Bullheads, on the other hand, are not native to the 
area and must have been introduced from other 
lakes, possible by the illegal use of live bai t. 

Since these two lakes are near the top of the 
Whiteshell River watershed there is potential for 
these fish to escape downstream and colonize other 
lakes in the system. This is obviously not desirable. 
To prevent this from occurring, a project initiated 
by the Department of Natural Resources, Fisheries 
and Parks Branches and funded by the Habitat 
Heritage Corporation will take place in 1988. 

The plan is to use the organie compound Rote-
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none early in the spring, right after ice out to eradi-
cate all fish species in these two lakes. This will allow 
us to alleviate the threat of the spread of unwanted 
new native species. II will also allow us to restock 

these lakes with trout species that will provide ex-

cellent angling once again. 

The chemical compound, Rotenone, used in this 
project is an alkaloid poison made from the roots 
of certain South American and Asian plants. Na-
tives in those areas have for centuries killed fish for 
food by seattering Rotenone in ponds and rivers. 

The parent plant is ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCButsrponmlkjigedbaWVSROLIFEDCButsrponmljigedbaWSROLIFEDCButsrponmljigedbaWSROLIFEDCBtsrponmljigedbaWSROLIFEDCBtsrponmljigedbaSROLIFEDCBDerris. 
Rotenone is used primarily as an agricultural in-

secticide and in household gardens. Municipalities 
have used it to reduce turbidity and algal blooms. 
II has also been used as a parasite controI in cats, 
dogs, cows, and chickens. II has been tak en orally 
to kill intestinal worms in humans, which funher 
demonstrates its safety in use. 

Fish, however, are highly susceptible to Rotenone 
because of their gills, while humans are very toler-
ant. II would take extremely high and continuous 
dosages for humans to feel any effect, and these lev-
eIs are not used in fish eradication. 

In this project Rotenone will be sprayed onto the 
surface of the lakes at first ice-out by a helicopter. 
II will mix with the water and fish will begin to float 
up almost immediately. These will be picked up and 
removed. Sunlight and water temperature quickly 
break down rotenone in the water and within one 
month it will have disappeared entirely. The lakes 
will be re-stocked immediately after they become 
non-toxic to fish. 

This process should not have any effect on birds 
and mammals in the area, because they are not 
directly affected by the Rotenone and will not be 
even if they eat the dead fish. The quality of the 
water supply may be disrupted for a short period 
to a few cOllage owners but this will be closely moni-
tored. Individual cottage owners affected will be 
notified prior to the project to ensure all concerns 
are dealt with early in the process. 

As a bonu s this project will provide anglers with 
new trout angling opportunities, but the reclama-
tion of Hunt and Lyons Lakes is necessary to pre-
vent the spread of potentially harmful species 
downstream. 

ERADlCATING CAMP LAKE 1949 
by Bruce Emes 

In order to introduce a more popular species of 

fish into a lake it is a good idea to take out all the 
existing fish, more so the jacks and pickerel since 
they eat the smaller fish that are being introduced 
into the lake. The fish being introduced into the lake 
are usually about the size of our local minnows so 



Eradicating lish operation at Camp Lake. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

they are great feed for larger fish. In order to kil! 
the larger fish the whole lake has to be eradicated. 
Thls is done by mixing a groundup raot that is found 
in the trapics, with water and distributing this mix-
tUTe evenly throughout the lake. In the picture you 
will see hoses, pumps and barrels. The barrels were 
used for mixing the powdered raot with water and 
the pumps pumped the mixture into the lake. 
Adolph Zimmerman was in charge of the operation. 

This was a joint venture between the Fisheries 
Branch and the Forestry Branch. (parks were looked 
after by the Forest Service at that time.) The Fish-
eries Branch supplied the Derris-raot and we sup-
plied the manpower, boats, motors and 
miscellaneous other stuff. 

This raot acted on any gill-breathing species. 
It affected the working of the gills and the fish would 
die from lack of oxygeo. 

It was quite a chore to distribute the raot equal-
ly thraughout the lake. On water there are no marks 
left tell ing where you left off, so the men had to 
pick a tree or rock as a mar ker. Our coverage must 
have been effective as test s a few days later found 
no live fish in the lake. After several weeks Camp 

Lake was seeded to Brown Trout and when I left 
in 1952 there were some real nice Brawn Trout 
being taken. 

To carry out an operation like this one at Camp 
Lake you have to pick a lake smali enough for the 

job, it must not have too much stream going out 
or the poison would flow to other lakes and at the 
same time be of stable depth so that the tempera-
ture of the water doesn't vary too much. 

RAINBOW TROUT FOR BURTO N LAKE 
Poisoning Operation Paves Way 

by George Butler 
Fisheries Supervisor Manitoba 

There is no doubt that the most important hap-
pening in the fish cultural service since we last went 
to press is the eradication job that we carried out 
on Burton Lake. Burton Lake is situated about five 
miles east of Pointe du Bois and is approached by 
short portage fram the eastern end of Blind Bay. 
Burton Lake was a big job, 3000 pounds of Fish-
Tox had to be distributed over 250 acres of water 
surface. To do the job we had the assistance of the 
Forest Service, the Manitoba Government Air Serv-
ice and our friend, Adolph Zimmerman from Lake-
si de Cabins at West Hawk Lake. Adolph has now 
become an authority on lak e eradication having as-
sisted at all our recent operations, and he has be-
come very interested in this branch of our work. 
Burton Lake was biologica11y surveyed last summer. 
The results of this survey indicated a good prospect 
for clearing and restocking with rainbow traut. Fol-

One ol the two outfits used in the eradicating ol Bur· 
ton Lake. Two seventeen loot Ireighter canoes were 
tled together wlth slx Inch planks upon whlch a one 
inch Iloar was laid to carry engines, pumps, barrels 
and operators. The live horse·power Johnson outboard 
motor In the stern Is being operated by Bert Kooyman, 
while Adolph Zimmerman directs operations 'twixt the 
barrels and the hose. Bags ol Fish Tox are mixed wit h 
water in the barrels as to a suitable solution lor the 
pump to handle. 
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lowing the biologieal survey, a hydrographic sur-
vey was made, the lake divided into areas, the area 
sounded, depths of water recorded, and volume of 
water for the different areas caJculated. The hydro-
graphic survey was plotted on maps, copies of whieh 
we re mad e available to men in the field. The next 
job was to buoy the lake and mark the different 
areas according to the map. W.B. McTavish and 
H.J. Burrell took care of this project. From the 
hydrographic survey it was possible to calculate the 
amount of Fish-Tox required for the job. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYUTSMLKJIHGFDCBywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSMLKIHGFDCBwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSLKIHFDCBwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSLKIHFDCBtrplihfdcbaUIDlt proved 
to be 13,000 pounds which was purchased toward 
the end of the winter and stored at Pointe du Bois 
through the kindness of Mr. Sam Square, Superin-
tendent of the City Hydro Electric Plant there. At 
the time of the hydrographic survey, a small well-
wooded island in the centre of the western portion 
of the lake was chosen for headquarters during the 
operation. When it came time to do the job, in the 
third week in June, the Manitoba Government Air 
Service transported three large tems, lumber, equip-
ment and the 13,000 pounds of Fish-Tox to Head-
quarters Island. The advance party, Holly Burrell 
and John Ziemanski, set up the tents, the cook stove 
and the outdoor table and stored the Fish-Tox un-
der cover of one of the larger tents. The Forest Ser-
vice and Surveys Branch loaned canoes which were 
portaged across from Blind Bay, taken to Head-
quarters Island and there used to build a raf t on two 
of the canoes. On the morning operations were to 
begin, June 18th, the Manitoba Government Air 
Service transported six hel pers from Hole River to 
Burton Lake, and also provided passage for the 
writer from Lac du Bonnet to Burton. The powder 
used in powdered derris-root, and when mixed with 
water it is conveniently spread by means of a pump 
operated with a three horse-power gasoline engine. 
Two outlets operated on the lake, one from the scow 
and the other from the raf t. It took two days to com-
plete the project. 

Fish-Tox proved to be very efficien!. As soon as 
Ihe solution was sprayed on Ihe waler, fish bega n 
to surface and head for the shores and shallow 
water. Many apparently did not have time to make 
shore and could be seen dead on the boltom through 
the elear waters of the lake. Bert Kooyman, the fish-
eries biologist, took a major part in the job and was 
able to make an extensive collection of the fish 
native to Burton Lake at the conelusion of opera-
lions. One interesting discovery was the "Pumpkin 
seed" a smaJI sunfish whieh previously had not been 
listed in the "Fish of Manitoba" but which was 
found when Telford Pond was eradicated. The scien-
tifie nam e of the pumpkin seed is "Lepomis gibo-
sus." The specimen Ihat was taken at Telford Pond 
was thought to have possibly originated from plant-
ings of large mouth black bass fingerlings received 
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from North Dakota. The discovery of this species 
in Burton Lake, however, proves that it is definite-
Iya Manitoba fish because there has been no possi-
bility of any introduced species finding its way into 
Burton Lake. There is a small out-flowing creek 
from the lake but its descent into Blind Bay is over 
a steep Granite Rock which would not permit fish 
to ascend. There are two lakes connected to Bur-
ton Lake which appear to be suitable for eradicat-
ing. When abiological survey has been made this 
point can be definitely decided. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIn the meantime, 
the two creeks flowing from these two lakes into 
Burton Lake have been dammed to prevent fish 
from the upper lakes finding their way into Burton 
Lake. These dams were built by Emil Lapeire and 
his crew, who has built similar dams for the Depart-

ment in the past. At the conclusion of operations 
the crew portaged the canoes back to Blind Bay from 
where they were navigated to Pointe du Bois and 
were trucked to the base at Lac du Bonne!. At the 
same time the Manitoba Government Air Service 
freighed by air the whole of the camping equipment, 
lumber, pumps, gasoline engines, outboard engines, 

etc. to Lac du Bonnet, and the outfit was then 
trucked to the Whiteshell Trout Hatchery. The Bur-
ton Lake was finished on June 19th and by Septem-
ber 19th or perhaps sooner we shall be in a position 
to plant something like one hundred and fifty thou-
sand rainbow trout fingerlings therein. If similar suc-
cesses to the Camp and Lyons Lakes operation are 
experienced, we shall have two hundred and fifty 
acres of excellent trout water which is sheltered, 
whieh is intersected by many beautiful islands which 
carry both deciduous and coniferous trees, and 
whieh make a most pleasant picture. 

SOME OF THE MOST COMMON FISH 

IN THE WHITESHELL 

The Troul - This fish, whose skelelon is com-
posed of cartilage, swims by agitaling its huge pec-
toraJ fins as though they were wings. Its tail, a highly 
flexible appendage, is used for defense since it pos-
sesses an ugly-Iooking spear . Olher members of this 
family found in the Whiteshell are, rainbow, brook, 
lake and splake . 

The Slurgeon - This teleosl fish resembles the 
shark. lt is found mostly in the Winnipeg River part 

of Ihe Whileshell . The eggs from this fish mak e an 
expensive delicacy called caviar. 

The Perch - This leleost is a game fish and when 
ever there are small , elear streams, someone is sure 
to be angling for perch. lt hibernates in deep wat er 
during the winter. 
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The Pike - This fish is also known as jack fish 
or the great northern is found in many lakes in the 
WhiteshelL This teleost attacks its prey without mer-
ey, leaping upon them from its place of hiding in 
the mud upon the bottom of shallow lakes or from 
among the reeds and grasses. 

The Pickerel - This is one of the most sought 
after sport fish in the WhiteshelL Men and women 
have been known to sit in boats in all kinds of 
weather to get their fresh pickerel for dinneL 

The Bass - There are several members of this 
family in the lakes and streams of the WhiteshelL 
They are a real fighter for the sport fisherman. They 
have been known to bite or nip at people's legs or 
ankles when you are wading in shallow water near 
their young. 

Information for the Wild Artimals, Birds and Fish 
Wonders of the Wild J(jngdom, Eddie Sargent 

Enterprises, Owen Sound Ontario, and Field Guide 
to the Birds of North America. 

SOME OF THE MORE COMMON WILD 
BIRDS OF THE WHITESHELL 

Tbe Bald Eagle - This bird of prey nests in the 
tallest branehes of trees or upon the peaks. !t feeds 
upon fish and because of its constant hunger it truly 
decimates the fish hatcheries. A pair of these birds 
have nested for years near the east end of Fakon 
Lake. 

The Crow - Tbis jet-black bird with a raspy voice 
has been known to live for nearly 100 years. An in-
eurable tbief, it bides every kind of object in its nest 
and cowardly, it hides its lack of valor behind a sly 
and intelligent manneL 

Two of the more com mon owls are: 
Tbe Great Horoed Owi - The cry of this bird 

is often heard on quiet, dark nights . II swallows rats 
whole. II also kills snakes and rabbi ts, biding them 
away in dark caves. 

The Screech Owi - The shriek of this night hawk 
is heard alI night long, a sad, long waiL It feeds upon 
smali rodents. One peculiar trait of this race of owls 
is that at birth and for the first fifteen days of its 
life, the owlet is white . 

Tbe Vulture - Repulsive because it feeds upon 
eareasses of animals, this bird of prey sails over 
plains and woodland in its search for dead flesh . 

When spotted circling above, one can be sure it has 
sighted a carcass upon the earth. 

The (Rose Breasted) Grosbeak - This brightly 
eolored bird can often be found in the early sum-

mer in a birch tree, where it sits and sings to its mate 
on the nest. The females are much harder to spot 

thejr plumage is much dulIer. ｔｨｾ＠ pine grosbeak and 

the evening grosbeak are often seen at feeders in the 
spring and fali. 

The Robin - The return of the brightly colo red 
males in the early spring is always welcome. These 
birds will raise two and sometimes three families in 
one summer. Ifyou watch you can often see the par-
ents tum their heads to the side to listen for the 
worms in the ground, then you can see them start 
to scratch the earth away. 

The Grey Jay and the Blue Jay - These two birds 
can be seen around the Whiteshell nearly all year. 
They love to feed on suet bali s and will eat every 
sinewand scrap of meat off any bones they can find. 
The gray-jay or whiskey-jack as it is commonly 
called is easily tamed, where as the cocky blue-jay 
will sit back and scold everyone to move away and 
let him at the food. 

The Chickadee - With bis black cap and bib tbis 
little bird is a joy to watch and listen too as he flits 
from branch to branch looking for morseis of food 
in all kinds of weather. 

The Nuthatch - These short-tailed acrobats climb 
up, down, and around tree trunks and branches 
foraging for insects and larvae. Winter flocks roam 
with chickadees. 

The goldfinch - Seedeaters with an undulating 
flight. These bright yellow colored males and duller 
colo red females are widely known as the "wiId 
Canary". They feed on tbistles, sunflowers and the 
seed of the ripe dandelion. 

Com mon Redpoll- These unwary and sodal lit-
tle birds can often be found in bushy, weedy areas 
in the winter , where they search for food. 

The Hummingbird - Tiny, colorful birds that 
hover at flowers to sip nectar with needlelike bills . 
Often identified by twittery calls OT chattering 
"chase notes" given when driving intruders away. 
Wings also make distinctive whistles. Males have 
iridescent throat feathers, called a gorgeL 

SOME COMMON WATER BIRDS OF 
THE WHITESHELL 

The Mallard - Tbis member of the anserine 
family of birds has a beak which is wider at its tip 
than at its base. !ts neck is short, it swims gracefully 
and expertly, but it walks wit h an odd and clumsy 

waddle. 
The Canada Goose - These birds belong to a 

world-wide family, they are aquatic, web-footed, 

gregarious birds. Although a water bird most feed 

on land. 
The Wood Duck - These wood land ducks, 

equipped with sharp c1aws, sometimes per.ch on 
snags, stumps, or branches. Nests are made lU tree 
cavities or nest boxes. When the young are less than 
a day old they literally fali from their nests and head ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCButsrponmlkjigedbaWVSROLIFEDCButsrponmljigedbaWSROLIFEDCButsrponmljigedbaWSROLIFEDCBtsrponmljigedbaWSROLIFEDCBtsrponmljigedbaSROLIFEDCB
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for the water, never to return to their nests again. 
The Teal - Belonging to the family of "puddle 

ducks", require no running start but take off by 

springing directly into flight. There are many mem-
bers of the teal family, which migrate through the 

Whiteshell every year. 

The Great Blue Heron - Wading birds, with long 

legs, neck, and bills for stalking food in shallow 
waters. Graceful crests and plumes adom some 

species in breeding season. One of these birds is seen 
along PR 30 I nearly every year, either near the gold-

beam ditch or near some other swampy stream. 

DATES WEST HAWK zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYUTSMLKJIHGFDCBywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSMLKIHGFDCBwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSLKIHFDCBwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSLKIHFDCBtrplihfdcbaUID& FALCON LAKE ARE FREE OF ICE & FROZE OVER 

West Hawk Lake Falcon Lake 

Year Clear or lee Froze Over Clear or lee Froze Over 

1952 April28 Dec. 14 April 27 Dec. I 
1953 May 5 Dec. 23 April30 Dec. 7 

1954 May 12 Dec. 28 May 14 Dec. 17 
1955 April20 Dec. 17 April13 Nov.24 

Record snowfall this winter 96.4 inches 

1956 May 11 Dec. 19 May 8 Dec. 4 

1957 May 1 Nov. 30 May 5 Nov. 30 

1958 April 17 Dec. 9 April 16 Dec. l 
1959 May 5 Nov. 26 May 2 Nov.13 
1960 May 14 Dec. 10 May 8 Dec. 1 
1961 May 11 Dec. 8 May 2 Nov. 18 
1962 May 12 Dec. 24 May 10 Dec. 7 
1963 May 6 Dec. 16 May 3 Dec. 10 
1964 May 3 Dec . 3 May 3 Nov. 28 
1965 May 6 Dec. 28 May 6 Nov. 29 
1966 May 15 Dec . 4 May 14 Nov. 24 
1967 May 12 Dec. 22 May 11 Nov.29 
1968 May 7 Dec. 13 May 1 Dec . l 
1969 April30 Nov. 30 April28 Nov.26 
1970 May 16 Dec. 6 May 9 Nov. 30 
1971 May 3 Dec. 10 April 30 Dec. 3 
1972 May 11 Dec. 4 May 6 Dec. l 
1973 May 1 Dec. 14 May 1 Dec. 4 
1974 May 10 Dec. 17 May 9 Dec. 2 
1975 May 9 Dec. 14 May 8 Nov. 28 
1976 April 26 Dec. 3 April 27 Nov . 29 
1977 April29 Dec. 10 April26 Nov. 27 
1978 May 14 Dec. 3. May 11 Nov. 25 
1979 May 17 Dec. 13 May 16 Dec. 8 
1980 May 2 Dec. 11 April27 Nov.30 
1981 April 28 Dec. 18 April 22 Dec. 9 
1982 May 5 Dec. 14 May 5 Nov. 25 
1983 May 5 Dec. 10 May 5 Dec. l 
1984 April28 Dec. 12 April27 Dec. l 
1985 April 28 Nov. 29 April 23 Nov.21 
1986 Apri126 April23 Nov. 18 
1987 April19 Dec. 23 April 25 Dec. 7 
1988 May 5 Dec. 11 April30 Nov. 29 
1989 May 11 Dec. 10 May 10 Nov.26 
1990 May 6 Dec . 18 April26 Dec. 2 

On. Saturday, April 27, 1991, our temperature was + 12° to + 15 °C and we had winds of 79 to 85 K.P.H. 
whlch c\eared bot h Fa\con and West Hawk Lake of ice. The records will show this is the first time in the 
40 years of records that the lakes have c\eared of ice on the sam d 
26 e ay. ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPNMLKJIHGDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCBywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCBwvutsrponmlihgedcaPJIGDC

Christmc 
Iheslem,wtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponlifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAF 
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The Sandpiper zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA- Then there are the members of 
the sandpiper family, these medium-sized, chunky, 
dark shore birds have long straight bills and distinct 
pale eyebrows. They feed in mud or shallow water, 
by probing with rapid jabbing motion. Although we 
don't see them in the winter there is very little differ-
ence in their plumage. 

The Loon - Loons ride low in the water. Legs 
set well back make travel on land difficult. These 
birds with their distinctive coloring and a call or cry 
that can be heard for long distances change their 
song several times. 

I have only mentioned a few of the many species 
of birds that are found at one time or another dur-
ing the year in the Whiteshell. There are some good 
books out with color photos that are a real asset for 
people who Iike to try and identify the less common 
ones. 

Christmas Day, 1954 Adolph Zimmerman sitting at 
the stern, Frank Reiehert lishing and Teddy, our dog 
at the helm. 

Spring break·up, iee piling on shore ol West Hawk 
as a north·west wind moves the iee aeross the lake. 

The following excerpts from the MeMunn, East 
Braintree, Olenn Pioneer History tell s of the first 
roads coming to the west end of Faleon Lake. Here 
old timers from that area talk about coming east 
from East Braintree toward Blueberry Hill. I quote 
- By this time we had visitors . Mr. Talbot and Mr. 
Affleck from the Legislature eame to see the new 
road to Falcon Lake and they were proud to see the 
roads so well done, as Oodfrey had done his own 
surveying work with pegs. 

In the fall of 1928 we had another visit by Mr. 
Affleck, Mr. Talbot and Oodfrey Nault. They got 
Mr. Yoeman as a road foreman. That time we all 

visited Falcon Lake by horses and wagon and Mr. 
Affleck told us where he was going to build a small 
cabin. 

When the Trans-Canada Highway was built, 
1952-54 to Falcon Lake it went right on the roads 
that were built by men and horses. Past Blueberry 
Hill they left one eurve on the south si de of the 
Trans-Canada which still remains as a souvenir of 
the road to Falcon Lake, built by Frank Shandroski 
and Harry Ditinyshyn. 
-Frank Shandroski 

Maude Pieloe tell s what the road meant to the 
people of Olenn: I quote - When the men finished 
building the school in Olenn in 1928, they worked 
on building a road. (Before that they drove their 
horses along the top of the pipeline, or their dog-
teams along the railway track.) The road ran from 
the Dawson Trail through East Braintree and Olenn 
to West Hawk Lake where it joined the No. 44. 
Sometimes it was quite passable. A tri p to Winni-
peg on it could be quite an adventure. In addition 
to the tools to service his car, a wise man carried 
a shovel, an axe and chains, and if he were very wise, 
a blanket and some sandwiches. Regardless of this, 
each settler eventually acquired a car or truck. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAtniIIt 

Iightened his load work and extended his social 
horizons, and the road gave some of the men work 
other than bush work. Carl Huss became road 
master. The Trans-Canada Highway superseded this 
road, but it is maintained as far as Olenn as an all-
weather road for the school buses. 

SURVEYING AND ROAD CONSTRUCTION 

Development of the newly-created Forest Reserve 
began immediately, as the southern and western 
boundaries were surveyed on the ground in order 
to allow enforcement of regulations. The first step 
in developing the area for recreational purposes was 

The air·eompressor used lor drilling the roeks on 
this jOb and No. 1. 
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'-zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLJIHFDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLJIHFDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLJIHFDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLJIHFDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA,;;":; ",,- . ... . 
Clearing the right-of-way for the Falcon Lake road 
started in 1930. This opening is near where It starts 
at the junction of No. 44 and No. 301. 

mak ing it accessible to the public, therefore road 
construction began immediately. By 1931 , Highway 
# l, now #44 had been completed as a gravel road 
to the Ontario boundary, thereby opening up Fal-
eon, West Hawk, Caddy, Star and Brereton Lakes. 
Access roads to the lakes from the highway were 
c1eared and graded between 1931 and 1933, and the 

forested areas surrounding cottage subdivisions were 
cleared to provide access to newly-surveyed lots. 

All the road clearing and road construction work 
done during the 1930s in the Whiteshell was ha n-
dled by the Single Unemployed Men's Relief Com-
mission, with the work outlined by the Forest 
Service. Semi-permanent camps were set up and 
shifted over the years to those areas requiring the 
greatest amount of work_ The twa or three camps, 
numbering up the 250 men in all were responsible 
for the construction of ranger stations, docks and 
lookout towers, and the setting up of the telephone 
line in the Whiteshell. 

By 1935, the relief camps had begun work on the 
road north from Highway #44 (no w 301) into the 
interior of the reserve. This road (#307) which was 
to provide access to severallakes within the forest 
reserve, continued to be expanded and improved un-
til the Second World War brought construction to 
a ha1t. By 1943 however, plans for post-war con-
struction were being drawn up and these included 
widening the existing 20-mile stretch, and then ex-
tending it some 50 miles to the Winnipeg River, and 
westerly along the riverbank to Seven Sisters Falls. 
The last stretch of this highway was completed in 
1952, SOon the Trans-Canada Highway (# l) was 
opened to facilitate east-west tra vel within the park. 
Over the years, branch roads were constructed to 
link newly opened campgrounds and cottage sub-
divisions as well. 

28 ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPNMLKJIHGDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCBywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCBwvutsrponmlihgedcaPJIGDC

Construction yvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAyvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAyvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAyvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAot wooden culvert near Junction ot 

Toniata Aoad and PA 301. 

The relief camp located at the Junction of PA 301 
and Toniata Aoad. 

CONSTRUCTION yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAOF THE FIRST 

TRANS-CANADA HIGHWAY (NOW NO. 44) 

THROUGH THE 

WHITESHELL PROVINCIAL PARK 

The opening of the Whiteshell really began with 

the construction of the first Trans-Canada Hlgh-
way, later changed to No. 4 Highway and is now 

known as Highway 44. . 
J.N. Pitts had the contract to build the portlon 

from Whitemouth to what we call the Lily Pond. 
(Same records show this as being called Mud Lake 

then.) k 
This was hard country to build roads in. Mus egs 

had to built up and rocks had to be blasted Ｎ｡ｾ＠
removed. At one place a small lake had to be dram 

into a larger one. k 
This contract started about 1930 and the war 

continued 12 months of the year. By 1931, work ｷｾｳ＠

being dane hetween Rennie and the Ontario br.l -
er, with J .N. Pitts having the contract to the ｾＺＮ＠
Pond and A.M. Duff from the Lily Pond to the 

tario horder. 
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Staking aft take ditch. 

Corduroy muskeg 
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There was little "big" equipment in those days 
but we know they used a dragline for ditching, and 

they had a gas-powered air compressor to operate 
drills in the rock s for blasting. Mid-West Construc_ 

tion Company had a 60 h.p. Holt caterpillar trac-
tor with a roof and lights but no blade because there 
was no such thing as hydraulic lifts in those days. 
The tractor would pull a grader to achieve the same 
results as a tractor with a blade naw. They would 
have a man on the grad er as well as on the tractor. 
There was also lots ofreal horse power. Horses were 
used on dum p wagans to move the blasted rock to 
other places for base, and for hauling logs for Cor-
duroying and dirt and gra vel for building up the 

road grade. Food and supplies had to be brought 
in from railway sidings and stations by team and 

wagans . In the area around West Hawk Lake, most 
supplies were shipped to Ingalf, Ont., freighted 
across Long Pine Lake, taken across the portage, 
by horse and wagon, to West Hawk Lake and loaded 

on barges for Penniac Bay, to be loaded on wagans 
again and taken to the construction sites where they 
were needed (each site was given a Station number 
for identification). yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

In the winter , blankets would be put on the horses 
under the harness to keep them warm. The men were 
housed in big square tents and pictures show stove 
pipes coming out through the roof sa we know they 
were heated. At Tel ford , even the engineer lived in 
a tent. 

Mid West Constructlon Dragline 
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Porcupine. 

J.N. Pitts had a big camp there. Much of his sup-
plies were unloaded at the train siding there. 

This was rough road-building country. The 
swamp had to be ditched and drained before any 
road base could be hauled in. A bridge had to be 
buiIt across Hanson's Creek, (at the beginning of 
the canoe route to Frances Lake). In those days 
bridges were buiIt of squared timbers. Much of the 
material was obtained from timber along the route. 

60 hp HOL T Caterpillar Mid West Construetion Co. 

Engineer's eamp Telford 

A.M. Duff had to blast a lot of rock. A dragline 
was brought in to trench a ditch from the grass f!ats 
at the bottom of McGiIlivray Falls to Caddy Lake, 
draining the area so a road base could be built. A 
wooden bridge was built here too. Blasting, dredg-
ing and hauling of base fili had to be done aII the 
way to the boundary. At Pen ni ac Bay, a big cut in 
the rock was made between the West Hawk Mar-
ina and the cottages on the opposite side of the high-
way, the rock from this cut was used to make the 
road base around Penniac Bay. The blasted rock 
was hand-loaded for removal to where it was 
needed. 

Roek eut and stone wall looking east (near Telford). 
Note work eontinued 12 months ol the year. 
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Housing for the workers was most often tents . 
The engineers often had wooden cabins. The Pen-
niac campsite had many wooden buildings and as 
late as the 1950s same were still usable. This site 
was in the area of Block 6 at West Hawk Lake. One 
building was moved to Blackwell's lot for a garage 
and is still in use. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBAzywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTPONMLJIHGDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTPNMLJIHGCB

G ravel ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPNMLKJIHGDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCBywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCBwvutsrponmlihgedcaPJIGDCcrusher 

Before construction could begin , the route had 
to be surveyed and the right of way cleared. 

After the :oad base ar ｧｲｾ､･＠ was built, it was 
gravelled. ThlS, too, was a major operation. Acan. 
veyer took gra vel to the crusher but to get the grav-
el to the conveyer they used men and shovels and 
wheelbarrows. In rows and rows of wheelbarrows 

Provincial Government 
camp in connection with 
gravel pi!. 

Gravel crusher in ｰｩ＠

showing 'pll drain'. 



Mid West Construction Co. camp nearTelford. Note 
horse power. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLIHGFEDBA

in the gra vel pit, each man would fili his wheel-
barrow, push it over to the conveyor and empty it 
on the belt. After it went through the crusher, the 
gravel was loaded into wagons and tak en to where 
it was needed. 

In som e places a crude train track was built. 

Blasting nearWest Hawk Marina, Penniac Bay, West 
Hawk Lake. 

Horses would pull a sort of trolley cart with rock 
or other material to start the new road ahead. 

One summer while Mr. Duff was building this sec-
tion of the road, it was very hot and many of the 

Contractor's wharf at Penniac Bay, West Hawk Lake. 

Clif! at Mud Lake (Lily 
Pond). 
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horses died of sleeping sickness. They were buried 
in a pit near Caddy Lake and it was all fen ced in. 
Years later, the fence was moved to surround the 
new garden of the ranger's wife. 

When this contract was finished to the boundary 
it connected with the highway from the east already 

built. I t was declared open in 1932. The day of the 

official opening it rained. Som e vehicles were not 
able to make it up same of the hills between West 
Hawk Lake and the Ontario boundary and never 
made it to the big ceremany . 

Construction of the highway was completed in zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBAzywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTPONMLJIHGDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTPONLJHGDCAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

The crude traeks laid to 
move rock and gravel for 
road base. 

Gravel borrow pit located 
near lormer Hydro sub sta· 
tion on PA 301. 

Contractor Du//'s camp at 
West Hawk Lake looking 
east loeated between 
present eampground olfiee 
and beaeh. 

WheO I 
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1932, but the black-topping or hard-surfacing wasn't 
completed until 1938, to the Manitoba-Ontario 
border. 

When the present No. l Highway or Trans-
Canada Highway was opened in the mid 1950s this 
highway was renumbered, first to No. 4, then to its 
present No. 44. 

Carter Construction of Winnipeg had the contract 
to build the part of the present highway through the 

Looking West, West Hawk Lake in distanee near 
Hunt, Lyons Lake area. 

Wheelbarrows were used to take gravel to erusher, 
these were alt hand loaded and moved to erusher by zyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzutsronmlkjihgfecaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzutsronmlkjihgfecaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzutronmlkjihgfecaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAztronmlkjihgfeaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBA
men. 

park and had a camp located near Star Lake, Block 
4, 5, 6 Road. They used the present 301 to get to 
and from jobs, and for payment, straightened and 

rebuilt much of the road. 

The following information re: names of lakes and 
places was received from Mr. Gera!d Holm, provin-
cial toponymist, Natura! Resources, Manitoba 
Government. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
Caddy Lake: 

(52 E/14) Loca!ity SE of Brereton Lake. A sum-
mer resort area on Caddy Lake, after whieh it was 
named and adopted in 1973 by the CPCGN. The 
lake was named in 1925 after J.S. Caddy, a eon-
struction engineer with the CPR, aecording to PNM, 
1933. A summer PO existed from 1934 to 1936 in 
NW 15-10-17-E. Russell, 1871, combined Caddy 
Lake and South Cross Lake as (Long Lake). 

Rock eut between West 
Hawk Lake and Ontario 
border. 
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Green Bay: 
(621/1) Locality SW of Lac du Bonnet. This was 

a former School District in 16-13-8-E and is still used 

as a locality name. 

Cross Lake: 
(52 E/ 14) Railway point SE of Brereton Lake. 

First noted on aDept. of Int. map , 1877, on the 
CPR line. Named after adjacent Cross Lake (North 
and South Cross Lake since 1962) which was shown 
as Long Lake, on Russell, 1871. Stovel, 1908, 
(Cross); Dept. of Mines, 1921, (Cross Lake Stal. 

Decimal: 
(52 E/14) Locality E of Brereton Lake. A form-

er PO that opened in 1925 in 36-0-15-E and closed 
in 1959. Also a former GTP (CN) railway point 
originally called Dat ar Dott as noted on a Stovel 
map, 1911, after nearby Dott Lake, according to 
the GBC, 1924. CNR requested a name change in 
1924 to avoid conflict and sa, as PNM, 1933, not-
ed it became Decimal, as suggested by the farmer 
name Dat, Le. somewhat of a synonym. GSC, 1921, 
(Dott Stal. 

Edgar Lake: zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDBA
(52 El li) SE ofBrereton Lake. CPCGN records 

stated that it was named by Manitoba in 1974 at 
the request of local residents around Falcon Lake, 
in honour of Edgar J. Thomas, QC, a long-time resi-
dent of the Whiteshell area. Edgar was chosen since 
Thomas was duplicated elsewhere. He had been 
Crown Prosecutor in St. Boniface for 42 years, retir-
ing at age 85 in 1966. He wrote a book in 1969 en-
titled "The Collected Poems of E.J. Thomas." A 
1911 township map referred to it as Lake Four. 

Hunt Lake: 

(52 Elli) SE of Brereton Lake. Noted on NTS 
map 52E, 1933. CPCGN records stated that the lake 
was named after Major W.H. Hunt, farmer Dis-
triet Engineer for the Highways Branch, Dept. of 
Public Works, who retired in 1950. 

Hansons Creek: 

(52 E/14) Flows E into South Cross Lake. GBC 
records, 1942, stated that Hanson Creek (changed 
in 1976 to Hansans) was named after a man who 
had resided in this area, worked on highway con-
struction and later moved to Ontario. 

Hansons Creek Dam: 

(52 E/14) Hansans Creek. Named after the creek. 

Winnitoba: 

(52 E/14) Railway point South East of Brereton 
Lake. CPCGN records, 1961, noted the name on 
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a Department of Interior map, 1913. The Post 
Offiee opened here in 1923, in NW 34-11-17-E, and 
closed in 1927. Place Names Manitoba, 1933, stat-
ed that the name was a combination of Winnipeg 
and Manitoba. 

FALCON LAKE 
What's in a Name? 

Christopher S. Niehol 
Block 4 Lot 6 
Falcon Lake 

On a map mountains may be titled for a politicaal 
figure, a mountain pass for the person who disco-
vered it, ar a body of water for the first explorer 
to navigate it. Occasionally, we name a piece of aur 
world in honour of sameone held in the highest 
esteem. 

The topie one day in my Coquitlam, B.C. , grade 
eight English class was a relative of the teacher. I 
cannot remem ber the exact relationship, but the rela-
tive's name immediately comes to mind. His name 
was Pierre Falcon, the only man considered from 
early Red River days to have put the life of the coun-
try into verse. 

Pierre was bom on June 4, 1793, at Elbow Fort, 
a North West Company post in the Swan River Dis-
trict. His father was a French-Canadian clerk in the 
service of the North West Company and his mother 
was a Cree Indian. In 1799 his father took him to 
La Prairie, in present-day Quebec, to be educated. 
Pierre returned home in 1808 at the age of lifteen 
and entered the North West Company as a clerk. 
In 1812 Pierre Falcon married Mary Grant, the 
daughter of Cuthbert Grant, Sr., Master of neigh-
bouring Fort Tremblant. Pierre and Mary had three 
sons and four daughters. Falcon worked for the 
Hudson's Bay Company beginning in 1821 after its 
union with the North West Company. He retired 
from the fur trade in 1825 to settle on a farm at zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTROLIHGFDCBA

Tourist Information Center, West Hawk Lake. 
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Grantown (now SI. Francois Xavier, Manitoba). A 
prominent and highly respected member of the com-
munity, he was in 1855 appointed a magistrate for 
the White Horse Plain district. Pierre made Gran-
town his home unti! his death on October 26, 1876. 

Margaret Arnett MacLeod described Pierre Fal-
eon as a wiry, fiery, little man, agi!e and quick of 
movement. He had the deeply tanned skin of the 
prairies and a sparse black beard. He wore his hair 
long to the base of his neck in Red River fashion. 
He had a feeling for words, a sense of rhythm, and 
a love of a rollicking tune. He was strongly dramatic 
and possessed a profound belief of the importance 
of the Metis nation. Falcon displayed a talent for 
composing ballads about contemporary events and 
people. His work was by no means trivia!. Although 
primitive, his songs mirrored the life about him. Un-
fortunately, only a fraction of his compositions has 
survived. It is considered to be an historicalloss that 
the lifelong works of Falcon were not preserved as 
no one else seems to have portrayed the Red River 
setting of the time. The earliest and most famous 
of his songs is a narrative of the Battle of Seven Oaks 
entitled "Chanson de la Grenouillere," or "The 
Frog Plain Song." He also composed the "Ballad 
of 'Genera!' Dickson" and "The Misfortunes of an 
Unwanted 'King' ", and is thought to have com-
posed "Lord Selkirk at Fort William" and "The 
Buffalo Hunter's Song." These songs, along wit h 
others that haven't survived, we re eagerly taken up 
by the voyageurs on their journeys to and from 
Montreal. Tasse, the historian, predicted that as long 
as the Canadian folk song was sung, the echoes of 
Falcon's would be heard from the SI. Lawrence to 

The plaque that was erected at the Manitoba·Ontario 
border in 1932. It is now on the wall ol the tourist inlo 
center at the border. 

the Mackenzie. 
As a result of his songs, Pierre Faleon came to 

be known as "The Bard of the Prairie Metis." In 
fact, he was held in such high esteem by his con-
temporaries that they gave his nam e to one of 
Manitoba's beautifullakes, Fa!con Lake. In Pierre's 
time, Faleon Lake lay near the Nor'westers' great 
cross-country canoe route. Today it is bordered by 

Point ol Interest· The Lily 
Pond. 
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another great cross-country route - Canada's No. 
I Highway. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTROLIHGFDCBAIt seems selfish of us to have almost 
forgotten the origin of the lake's name and the man 
for which it was designated. For today we only think 
of Fakon Lake as a popular year-round resort. 

Sources: 
MacLeod, M.A. 1956. Bard of the Prairies. In, The 
Beaver, Volume 286. Hudson's Bay Company, 
Winnipeg. 

___ o 1959. Songs of Old Manitoba. Ryerson 

Press, Toronto. 

. 1975. Pierre Falcon. In, Encyelopedia 
Canadiana, Volume IV. Grolier of Canada, 
Toronto. 

Editor's Note: 
Pierre Faleon was buried at Grand Pointe des 

Chenes (now Ste Anne, Manitoba). A portrait of 
Pierre Falcon and some of his work can be seen at 
SI. Boniface Museum, Winnipeg, Manitoba. 

Postscript: We do not have the date Falcon got its 
name, but the lake was shown on the Palliser expe-
dition May of 1865 and was named after Pierre 
Falcon. Whether the lake was named before or af-
ter the expedition wasn't stated. 

* * * '" '" 
From a memo to Col. H./. Stevenson Provincial 

Forester , in 1932, from S.E. McColl, Director of 
Surveys comes the following meaning to the nam es 
of som e of the beaches on Falcon lake. 

From Pele Lacombe's 'dictionaire de la Langue 
des Cris' 

Makahoma - (could be what we now cali Moka-
ha,) and it means 'the same thing that happened to 
me'. This is the area of the main beach at Falcon yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
townsite. 

Pakaska - means 'elear' this beach is located at 
the end of the road on Block 21. 

Potom a - means 'There you are!' this may be 
what we know now as Faloma beach. 

Toniata - no meaning was given for this word. 
A personnel note on the document says - It was 
the nam e my wife's unele gave to his summer cot-
tage on the SI. Lawrence. Could there be a con-
nection? 

Hamilton's Creek - after the Hamilton family 
who owned Penguin Camp from 1948 to 1971. 

It is not known whether it was the Saulteux, Cree 
or one of their predecessors who left the mysteri-
ous petroforms in the Whiteshell. Near Betula Lake, 
there are snake and turtle figures traced on the 
bedrock with lichen covered rocks. A recent sug-
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gestion is that they were part of the ceremonies con-
nected with the Grand Medicine Society 
(MlDE'WIWIN) of the Ojibwa Indians. 

One informant describes this society as follows: 
"The Midewiwin is not so much to worship any-
thing as to pressure the knowledge of herbs for use 
in prolonging life. The principal idea of the Midewi-
win is that life is prolonged by right living and by 
use or herb s which were intended for this purpose 
by the Mide manido. ". Initiation ceremonies were 
conducted in the fali, while all members were ex-
pected to attend the annual ceremony in summer 
to renew their "spirit power." 

The name "Whiteshell" appears to be related to 
this mysterious society, Migis, a white shell. 

'Densmore, Francis, Chippewa Customs, Bureau 
of American Ethnology, Bulletin 86, 1929, 
Washington. 

Falcon Beach: 

(52 E/II) Post Office SE of Brereton Lake. The 
PO was established in 1959, on 27-8-16-E and was 
named after Falcon Beach (formerly called Poto-
ma Beach) which in tum was named after Falcon 
Lake (See next entry). Also noted as a School Dis-
trict in NE 28-8-16-E. 

Falcon Lake (Falcon Beach PO): 

(52 E/II) Community SE of Brereton Lake. The 
CPCGN adopted this form in 1976. Faleon Beach 
PO serves the community and summer resort area 
of Falcon Lake which is located on and named 
after Falcon Lake. PNM, 1933, and Garland, 1975, 
stated that the lake was named after Pierre Falcon, 
a Metis singer, who wrote songs and composed one 
about the battle of Seven Oaks. Garland added a 
suggestion from G. Hamilton that it may have been 
named after an Indian tribe which chose to be zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDBAcalled 
after the falcon, a bird of prey which they used to 

tame, but not used for hunting. Hunters disliked 
them because they scared other game birds away and 
the Hudson's Bay Company used to give a bounty 
of one quart of brandy to hunters who brought in 
a dead bird. CPCGN records, 1966, noted the al-
ternate form of just Falcon for the community, and 
in 1976, noted that Potoma Beach, (from the Cree, 
meaning (there you are) ), in 27-8-16-E, was men-
tioned in 1953 records as a proposed beach and 
resort name. It appeared to be within the overall 
community of Faleon Lake. Falcon Lake was first 
noted on a Hind map 1860, although this and several 
subsequent maps appear to identify nearby West 
Hawk Lake to the North from the shape and loca-
tion. It appeared correctly on a Oepartment of In-
terior map, 1877, which ywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAyvutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAyutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAytsronljiaWTSQMLKJIHFECAytsronljiaWTSQMLKJIHFECAytsonliaWTQJIECsoliaIEshowed Falcon River: 
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(52 E draining the lake south in to the present 
Snake Lake. 

Falcon Creek: 
(52 E Flows southeast into Falcon Lake and 

was named in 1974. 

Falcon Lake Dam: 
(52 E Locality on Fa1con Lake, southeast of 

Brereton Lake. Located on and named in 1976, 
after Faloma Beach, a beach which CBGN records, 
1953, noted was "named over 20 years ago." lt is 
a summer resort area . 

Hamilton Creek: 
(52 E Flows southeast into Falcon Lake. 

CPCGN records, 1974, stated that the creek was 
locally named after a long-time Whiteshell area resi-
dent, Gordon Munroe Hamilton, who died in 1968, 
at the camp he operated on Falcon Lake for 20 
years. AIso called Faloma Creek and Barren Lake 
Creek. 

Toniata: 
(52 E Locality on Falcon Lake, southeast of 

Brereton Lake. CPCGN records, 1976, noted this 
as a local summer resort area, located along Toniata 
Beach. 

Toniata Beach: 
(52 E Adopted by the Canadian Board on 

Georgraphic Names in 1955. Toniata Beach was also 
an alternate name for the cottage area (see Toniata 
entry). Origin unknown. 

Laws Bay: 
(52 E In Falcon Lake. CPCGN records, 1974, 

noted that the bay was named after a former resi-
dent, Mr. Gili Laws, who had one of the first cabins 
here on the lake. 

McGillivray Lake: 
(52 E/14) southeast of Brereton Lake. CPCGN 

records, 1962, stated that the lake was named after 
Archibald McGillivray, Manitoba Highway Com-
rnissioner for the Good Roads Branch, in 1929,Iater 
Deputy Minister of Highways Branch, Manitoba 
Department of Public Works . He died in 1936. 

McGillivray Creek: 

(52 E/ 14) Flows east into Caddy Lake. 

McGillivray Falls: 
(52 E/14) Along the creek, and named after the 

lake in 1974. 

Star Lake: 
(52 E/14) Locality southeast of Brereton Lake. 

CPCGN records, 1973, noted this as a cottage and 
summer resort area on the east shore of Star Lake 
and named after it. 

Star Lake: 
(52 E/ 14) southeast of Brereton Lake. Noted on 

a SGO map, 1913; descriptive of its shape. 

North Cross Lake East Dam: 
(52 E/ 14) Whiteshell River, north of North Cross 

Lake. 

Telford: 
(52 E/ 14) Locality southeast of Brereton Lake. 

Noted on the Canadian Pacific Railway line, in 
18-IO-16-E, and shown on a Department of Inter-
ior map, 1877. Place Names of Manitoba, 1933, 
stated that it was named in 1876, after Thomas 
Telford, (1757-1834), a noted British civil engineer. 

Telford Lake: 
(52 E/ 14) Southeast of Brereton Lake. Named 

after Telford (see entry) in 1976. 

Telford Pond: 
(52 E/ 14) Southeast of Brereton Lake. Named 

after Telford (see entry) in 1975. 

Mantario Lake: 
(52 E/ 14) Northeast of Brereton Lake. GBC 

records, 1926, noted that the name was descriptive 
of its location on the Manitoba-Ontario boundary_ 

Natalie Lake: 
(52 E 14) Southeast of Lac du Bonnet. GBC cor-

respondence, 1931, from F.H. Martin, Chief 
Engineer, Northwestern Power Company, stated 
that it (as Lake Natalie) was named after his daugh-
ter. Field work recorded an alternate name of Round 
Lake. 

Natalie Pond: 
(52 E/ 14) North of Natalie Lake; 2-14-11-E. 

Named due to its c10se proximity to Natalie Lake. 

Ritchey Lake: 
(52 E/ 14) North of Brereton Lake. Named by 

Manitoba in 1973 in honour of Calvin J. Ritchey 
(1900-1966), a former Natural Resources employee 
and later Chief Forest Ranger, who worked in the 
Whiteshell Park area and around Birds Hill Park 
prior to retirement. Local names found inc1uded 
Finger Lake (descriptive of its shape) and Frying-
pan Lake (as one was found on the portage into the 
lake). 
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Skogman Lake: ywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAyvutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAyutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAytsronljiaWTSQMLKJIHFECAytsronljiaWTSQMLKJIHFECAytsonliaWTQJIECsoliaIEE
(52 E / 14) Northeast of Brereton Lake. CPCG N 

records, 1974, noted that the lake was named after 
an old trapper, Bill Skogman, bom in 1891, who 
has trapped around nearby Nasan Lake since 1931. 

West Hawk Lake: 
(52 E Community on West Hawk Lake, 

southeast of Brereton Lake. Originally named 
Westhawk Lake (Whiteshell Post Office) by the 
CPCGN in 1966. The Post Office here earlier was 
Whiteshell (see entry below). The form changed to 
West Hawk Lake, in 1976, to agree wit h the lake 
after which it was named. CPCGN correspondence 
from Whiteshell Provincial Park Staff, 1974, not-
ed that "at one time the West Hawk served all of 
the eastem Whiteshell area ... hence the name." 
CPCGN, 1973, also (Whitehawk Lake fWhiteshell 
Post Office] ). 

West Hawk Lake: 
(52 E Noted on a Thibaudeau map, 1908, and 

as Hawk Lake, on a Department of Interior map, 
1877. Garland, 1975 (from Manitoba records) stated 
that the lake was named after a surveyor named 
Hawk, who already had a Hawk Lake named after 
him in Ontario. It became East Hawk Lake and this 
one became West Hawk Lake. From its shape and 
position ar the name on several maps, from Dawson 
1858 on, this was identified as Falcon Lake, which 
should be the one just to the south. 

McDougalls Landing: 
(52 E/14) Locality southeast of Brereton Lake. 

Recorded during recent field wark as a name in use 
by area coltagers, in 35-9-17-E. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt is located on West 
Hawk Lake and named after a cottage owner, Mr. 
McDougall. 

McDougalls Bay: 
(52 E/14) [n West Hawk Lake, was similarly 

named in 1976. 

McKenzie Beach: 
(52 Along the south side of West Hawk 

Lake. Noted on a 1948 map as a beach and cottage 
area. Recent field work noted it as alocal beach 
apparently part of a smali resort which was starteJ 
by a Mr. McKenzie same years ago. 

Peanu! [sland: 

(52 E/14) [n West Hawk Lake. CPCGN records, 
1976, noted this as alocal nickname, descriptive of 
its smali size. 
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Penniac Bay: 
(52 E/14) [n West Hawk Lake. Noted on National 

Topographic System map, 52 E, 1933. Garland 
1975, (from Kirkness), stated that the name wa; 
from the Cree word (penniac) meaning shoreline of 
rushes and willows not passable by foot. 

Big Island Landing: 
(52 E/14) Locality southeast of Brereton Lake. 

CPCGN records, 1976, noted this as a lacal cottage 
and boat landing area at the north end of West 
Hawk Lake, around Big [sland. 

Whiteshell: 
(52 Post Office on West Hawk Lake, 

southeast of Brereton Lake. The Post Office opened 
as Westhawk in SE 16-9-17-E in 1934, and changed 
to Whiteshell from 1935 on. Presumably named af-
ter the Whiteshell Provincial Park, in which it is 
located, itself named after the river. 

ｗ｢ｩ＠ es heli Provincial Park: 
(52 E/ 14) South of the Winnipeg River, along the 

Manitoba-Ontario boundary. Officially named by 
the CPCGN in 1976, although the park was estab-
lished in 1962, according to the Manitoba "Vaca-
tion Guide", 1978-79, and was Manitoba's first 
provincial park. Garland, 1975, (from tourist liter-
ature) added that the area was inhabited centuries 
ago by Ojibway Indians, as a place for their 
ceremonial dances and to worship their gad, 
Manitou. Same traces of their life can be found in 
giant mosaics ar rock paintings along same lake 
shores. Many lakes here are also good for growing 
wild rice. National Topographic System map 52 E 
(1933), (Whiteshell Forest Reserve). 

OTHER LAKES AND LOCA TIONS AND THE 
ORIGIN OF THEIR NAMES 

Caddy Lake was first known as Cross Lake and 
later named Caddy after J .S. Caddy, a construc-
tion engineer with the Canadian National Railways 
when the rail line was being built. 

McGiIlivray Falls like McGillivray Boulevard in 
Winnipeg was named after Mr. Archie McGillivray 
who was deputy minister of Public Works, (naw 
known as Department of Highways) when the high-
way was built. 

Lyons Lake was named in honor of Mr. M.A. 
Lyons who was chief engineer al the time the high-
way was built. 

Hunt Lake was named after Major Hunt who sur-
veyed the first No. I Highway. His correct title was 
district engineer, Highways Branch, Department ar 
Public Works. 
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Star Lake notes on a Surveyor General's office 
map in 1913, descriptive of its shape. 

Camp Lake was originally named Clubb Lake 
(this we found on some of the early maps of the 
Whiteshell) after Mr. Clubb (W.R.) who was 
Minister of Public Works for a time in 1932. 

Mr. McClubb's daughter and two of his grand-
sons have cottages at Red Rock Lake. A third grand-
son Craig Christie and his wife and family live near 
Falcon Lake. 

Some of this information comes from Penny 
Ham's book, "Place Names of Manitoba", some 
from old maps and some from people who have su b-
mitted stories for the book. 

Hanson's Creek - Mrs. Yells, a widow who lived 
at mile 42 which is where the picnic site and park-
ing lot to Bear Lake is located, married a Mr. Han-
son, a shoemaker from PeUett, Ontario. From hence 
came the nam e Hanson's Creek . 

WEST HA WK LAKE AND NAMES 
CONNECTED WITH IT 

This lake was named by a prospector, Mr. Hawk, 
who had prospected in Ontario and named a lake 
there Hawk Lake. When he came further west and 
was working in this area he again named a lake 
Hawk. A very short time later the one in Ontario 
was known as East Hawk Lake and the one in 
Manitoba West Hawk Lake. Mr. Hawk was stillliv-
ing and working in the area around the lake he had 
named when he died and he was buried near the 
beach at West Hawk. When the highway was sur-
veyed his remains were dug up and buried on the 
Hawk claim in the vicinity of the C.B.C. cabins. 

In aCanadian book of the road - West Hawk 
is described as being formed by a meteor some 150 
million years ago. This 110 metre deep lake is 
Manitoba's deepest, and is well stocked with trouL 

The origin of the names of some of the beaches 
date back to the early 19OOs, for instance Penniac 
bay, was named after a similar shaped bay in New 
Brunswick. It was named by Mr. J.H. Hicks who 
came from there to work at the mine at Star Lake 
in 1910 or 1911. 

The road that runs parallei to Penniac Bay on the 
west side of the bay was known as Penniac Bay Road 
and the original business, now Major's Service, was 
known as Penniac Service or Penniac Garage. 

McDougall's Landing was named after or for Mr. 
McDougall, one of the first cottage owners at the 

north end of the lake. 
Star Beach, now known as Star Subdivision was 

probably named for its proximity to Star Lake when 
the mine was first operating and tra vel was by water 
from Ingolf, Ontario, across Long Pine Lake and 
West Hawk Lake. 

High Rock Beach, the first road into these lots 
for cottages was along a high rock cliff, and more 
than one accident occurred before the road was 
changed to the present location. 

McKenzie Beach was named after the first 
minister of Mines and Natural Resources (D.G. 
McKenzie) for the Manitoba Government, after the 
provincial government took over the parks. 

Mosquito Bay and Jack Fish Bay are believed to 
be like nick-names, and self explanatory, with the 
names becoming well-known from constant use. 

Who named Indian Bay I don't know, but, we 
do know that the Indians both stopped there when 
passing through on their migratory travels and that 
some lived there for long periods of time. 

Lily Pond 
Located on #44 Highway west of Caddy Lake, 

was first known as Mud Lake on the maps and on 
information on the building of the highway in 1932. 

This smali lake was created thousands of years 
ago by advancing glaciers, leaving hard rock on both 
shores. 

The lake flourishes with yellow and white water 
lilies that bloom from June till September from 
hence comes its name "The Lily Pond" 

MINING 

The Falcon-West Hawk Lake area figured most 
prominently in the mining development of the 
Whiteshell. Following the discovery of gold at the 
east end of Falcon Lake, several mining claims were 
staked in 1937. Two years later it was reported that 
a considerable amount of prospecting was done in 
the area as a result of promising developments on 
the Sunbeam-Kirkland Gold Mine Property. Con-
siderable prospecting continued through the 1940's 
as Goldbeam Mines acquired the former Sunbeam-
KirkIand Company's property. In 1941, silver was 
being extracted as well as gold, and during the next 
few years, tungstun, molybdenum and later, dia-
mond explorations and drilling took place. In the 
late 40's several claims for uranite were staked in 
the district and interest in this mining area continued 
as late as the 1960's. Today, there are no commer-
cial mines operat ing in the Whiteshell. 

Mine Prospecting and Development. The search 
for economically usefu! minera! deposits is called 
prospecting. Prior to the 20th cen tury , minera! 
deposits we re found by prospectors roving the sur-
face of the earth looking for visible evidence of 
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mineralization. Valuable mineraIs we re recognized 
by their various distinctive physical properties. Gold 
occurs in nature as a heavy, malleable, yellow me-
tal. The most important mineral of lead, galena, is 
dark grey, heavy and lustrous. The first ores of iron 
to be mined were deposits of magnetite, ablack, 
heavy mineral capable of magnetically attracting a 
piece of iron. Ali three of these mineraIs are eye-

catching. 
Igneous Rocks. The great bulk ofthe earth's crust 

is composed of generally massive aggregates of rock-
forming mineraIs termed igneous rocks. The most 
abundant and characteristic mineraIs (essential ones) 
are feldspars, quartz, micas, and amphiboles. Ig-
neous rock classifications are based largely upon the 
proportions of these miner aIs and upon the texture 
of the aggregate. 

The problem of the origin of igneous rock s is stil! 
far from settled. Volcanic rock can be observed to 
form by the crystallization of lava. Others believe 
that at least some plutonie rocks have formed by 
the transformation of pre-existing rocks without the 
agent magma, by a process akin to extreme 
metamorphism. 

Encyclopedia Britannica 

In the spring of 1942 officials of the Mines Branch 
and those of the federal Department of Mines and 
Resources discussed the change from widespread 
reconnaissance mapping programs to that of inves-
tigating strategie mineral occurrences. As a direct 
result, a joint Federal-Provincial program of inves-
tigation headed by Dr. J.D. Bateman and A.S. 
Dawson was conducted in the West Hawk, Falcon 
and High Lake area for tungsten and molybdenum. 

The Mines Branch of the Department of Mines 
and Natural Resources dates its official existance 
from May I, 1930. However, it actually came into 
existance with the creation of the Department on 
May 9, 1928. During this interval, the controI of 
mining operations and fostering of the industry came 
under the direction of Dr. R.C. Wallace, Com mis-
sioner of Mines. Dr. J .D. Lury succeeded Mr. 
Wallace. 

The above information is from a book published 
in 1990 in commemoration of the 60th anniversary 
of the Parks in Manitoba. 

At the tum of the century , the gold discovery near 
Keewatin sparked a great deal of activity in the 
Whiteshell. Some prospectors caught the newly com-
pleted C.P .R. to Ingolf and set out by canoe to strike 
it rich . Som e of Manitoba's earliest mineral claims 
were staked in the Falcon, Star and West Hawk 
Lake area. The first was the Mineral King, filed in 
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1901. 
In the early part of the cen tury , there was an at-

tempt to initiate farming in the Whiteshell and sever-
al ". section homesteads were granted in the area. 
Most of the land however, proved to be unsuitable 

for agriculture. 
Manitoba Department of Tourism yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

SOME OF THE MOST COM MON MINERALS 

FOUND IN THE WHITESHELL 

GOLD - a precious metal of a bright yellow color. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
lt is the only mineral to be extracted in the Bound-
ary area in any great amounts. 

IRON PYRITES - sediments of the mineral can 
be found in smali quantities in much of the rock 

formation throughout the Boundary Area. In places 
there is enough near the surface to affect the water 
quality . 

TUNGSTEN - this is a heavy metal of greyish-
white color. lt is used as the points on spark-plugs 
and the filaments on electric lights. lt stands up to 
very high temperatures. 

MOL YBDENITE - is the only prominent metal-
lic mineral in the pegnatides. lt occurs commonly 
as crude crystals up to three inches in width. The 
massive fine-grained variety is less abundant. Found 
in dykes in schists north of the west end of Faleon 
Lake and near the south shore of West Hawk Lake. 

URANIUM - a rare metal, colored like nickei or 
iron, used for making nuclear power. Rare traces 
of this metal was found near Hanson's Creek on 
#44 highway in the early 1950's. 

THE BOUNDARY AREA spoken of above in-
cludes that part of Manitoba which Iies along the 
Manitoba-Ontario boundary between the Canadi-
an Pacific and the Greater Winnipeg Water District 
railways. Mainly in townships 8 and 9, range 17 east 
of the principal meridian, the area contains West 
Hawk, Falcon and Star lakes, and may be reached 
by Canadian Pacific railway to Ingolf and thence 
southwesterly by winter road, a distance of 4 miles 
to West Hawk lake. The Manitoba section of the 
Trans-Canada highway passes between West Hawk 
and Star Lake, and is now used to reach many points 
in the area which forms part of the Whiteshell Forest 
Reserve. 

From the Pioneer History of Glenn, East Brain-
tree and McMunn comes this information on a 
mineral deposit just on the outside of the Whiteshell 
Park. In 1945 a Toronto based company caIled the 
Whiteshell Lithium Corporation bought shares from 
Joseph and Kathleen Wirth Sr. This claim was about 
a mile and a half northeast of the present Whiteshell 
Motel. 

Lithium became a much sought after mineral af-
ter the explosion of the first atomie bomb. 
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A STORY OF EARLY DAY 
MINING AT STAR LAKE 

By Olive Zimmerman 

A few years ago I had the privilege to meet ML 
James S. Hicks, whose father J.H. Hicks was the 
secretary of the Star Lake Gold Mines Ltd. in 1912. 
This was not the first mining done in this area as 
he gave me co pies of mining papers dated 1912, in 
which there was a picture of a cement foundation 
for one building that was put down in either 1910 
or II. This foundation and some part of a cordu-
roy road are still in evidence today if you know 
where to look as it is getting very overgrown. 

The only way of getting to this area then was by 
rai! to Ingolf, Ont. and crossing Long Pine Lake 
by boat and portaging across land about zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDBAV2 mile 
to West Hawk Lake, then paddling or rowing across 
West Hawk. ML Hicks SL, who was origina\ly from 
New Brunswick, was amazed at the similarity of the 
bay they came into to dock and the one back home 
called Penniac Bay. So he caJled it Penniac Bay and 
to this day the maps all show it as Penniac Bay. 

The whole family moved from Winnipeg to the 
mine and they brought chickens, a cow, horses and 
all their provisions with them. While the men 
worked the mine, the women put up the hay for the 
animaJs for the winter , planted a garden and picked 
and canned all the food the family would need for 
the winteL 

This was a good size mining operation with two 
bunkhouses, a cookhouse, the superintendent's 
office building, a root cellar and ML Hicks' cabin. 
Then inbetween the shaft and the mili was the black-
smith's shop. 

When the mine was in fuli production it was 
producing one gold brick every two weeks. 

ML Hicks' brother Tom los t the sight of one eye 
while working, but he had taken such a liking to 

the area that he took a homestead on Caddy Lake 
near the end of what is now Block 5 road. Poor 
health eventually forced him back to Winnipeg in 
1942. 

It was the Penniac Reef Gold Mines for which 
ML Hicks worked as secretary, and a son, James 
S. Hicks, who has recently retired as Director for 
the Department of Environment Planning for the 
City of Winnipeg, can remember coming in 1936 
to West Hawk and staying at what is now West 
Hawk Resort or in cabins where Keystone Cabins 
are located. In those days, Sam Yanich would pick 
up his father and some of the workers every mom-
ing and drive them to the mine and then bring them 
home at night. There was no road as we know roads 
and Sam would make his way in his vehicle along 
the beach and in and out among the trees on the 
sand ridge. 

Mining went on in this area until the early 1960s 
when the Parks Branch cemented over the main 
mine shaft as asafety precaution with so many vaca-
tioners around exploring the area for berries, or just 
to pass the time of day. 

Other names of mines that operated in this area 
were Sunbeam - Kirkiand, Moonbeam and 
Goldbeam. 

Other smaller outfits mined in the area. In the 
late 1930s there was some activity at Barren Lake. 
To get the equipment there they trucked it to Toniata 
Beach on Falcon and rented boats to tak e it to the 
spot on Falcon closest to Barren where it was por-
taged to Barren and again freighted across water to 
the sight closest to where the drilling was to be done. 

In the late 1950s there was drilling through the 
ice at the east end of FaJcon Lake. In the late 1960s 
and early 1 970s an exploration company spent a few 
years in that same area of FaJcon doing exploration 
drilling. 

1986 remains ol Penniac Reel Gold Mine. 
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Report of Treasu r er on 
Trip to Mines at Star Lake 

MAY 17th, 1912 

I 
ｾ･＠ h!ld ,a big property and the forma-
tlen lDd lcated a depth zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDBAoi at least l 000 
ｾ･･ｴＮ＠ lt wae lik,ely tbat a t deptb \hc 
\ a lues wau ld be l iche" though we wou ld 
get pRy ore all t he way down. 

ProgI"esa a.t the Camp ot the 
Penniae 

I f6uod the Pcnniac camp was in 
ｾｯｯ､＠ rUDoing order and wark progress-
mg ｾ｡｜Ｚｯｲ｡｢ ｬ ｹＮ＠ lt was, howe\"cr, tlili' 
a pp01Dtlng to find the machinery wa,a 

Dot ｾＧ･ｴ＠ in opn8tion. Tbe big mili 
Ha"ing h{'co instructed by t be ex·' maJ\C' tw th('l P,'nlliac. ] n addition to building was completed and the Tbur. 

et:uth'e ofJh'crs or tbis compally to makt' tbp ｰ｡ｲﾷｴｾﾷ＠ m('utiow'd abo\'c. wc fouDa ber maehinery set up hut Dot l'OnnecLetl. 
a ｲｩｰ＠ to thp mines. at Star L ake, for tbe Oll roulljlillg" ｾＧ｡ｲ＠ Lakc 3notber l'amp of o\\:ing to some misfits. This feature wae 
purpose of rcportlDg t o the board on prOl:'I't't tor". ｔｨｬＧｾＨＧ＠ WC'Te 3 ｰ｡ｲｴｾﾷ＠ of ｢ｾｬｉｊｧ＠ ｯ｜Ｂｾｲ｣ｯｭ･＠ by two ｭ･｣ｨｾｄｩｬﾷ｡ＮＱ＠ en· 
tbe pTogrE'SC: belDg made, l beg t o sub ' mllllll)::" ＨＬＱｬｾｩｮＨＬｴＢｔｾＮ＠ whu llad beell in the ｧｬｄｾ･ｲｳＬ＠ "ho expectejl to baye lt finlshcd 
UlLt the rollo\\Iug - I tlistri"1 fOl" ahuut 1(>11 days. The l,art\ . . up In a few. days. The foundation beJ 

Ｇ ｣ｯｵｾｩｳｬｬ＾､＠ uf L. )1. Tobin. E.lI., of Ne"' 1 for the englUc was damaged ｢ｾＧ＠ f Tost, 
Tnp t o ｉｮ ｧ ｏ ｬ ｾｲＺ＠ ｾｾｾｾＺｮｹ＠ of Mmmg I York: ,T. Ha rl>. E,lI ... of To ronto. ano ｾｯＨｬＮｷｯｵｊ､＠ ｨ｡ｹｾＬ＠ to be ｲ ｾｰｬ｡｣･､＠ ｷｩｾ｢＠ new 

p .Iohu :::t·OIl. WhO!,l' Illluing experience (OD,nete: ]t wIli requlre ｾｯｭ･＠ tlme to 
, On ｆ ｲ ｩｊ｡ｾﾷＮ＠ ＺＧ ｉ ｡ｾＧ＠ li, ] left fo r logolf ' was ｾ｡ｩｔｬＮＧＬｬ＠ iu ,hl' RaulI, South Africa. h.::ne thls ｾｬｬ＠ done. and lt ｣｡ｮｾｯｴ＠ b..: 
10 ｣ｯｭｰ｡ｄｾＧ＠ of Dr, F. E. Gibbo ns a nd J, ) lr. ｾｮｬＱｴ＠ ｨＺ ｴＺ＠ sj'ent a year in t he Por. ｳｴｾｴ･､＠ detinltely whcn the first mili run 
W. Flanagan. two mining prospcctoTs, ('Ul'illl' o"fJlIlJtry, ｡ｬｬｾＱ＠ ,,,'as the rc at tbe ｷｾＱｬ＠ takc place. l was well satis1ietI 
wlw ywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAyvutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAyutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAytsronljiaWTSQMLKJIHFECAytsronljiaWTSQMLKJIHFECAytsonliaWTQJIECtonlWTIC\\('TI' 00 tbf'ir WIt\" io to !ook O\'cr tiltlc n1" thp liT .... , i wlth tbe generaJ appea ranee of the milI 
Ihe ｴ｡ｲ＠ ｌ ｾｫ･＠ ?istrict with a "iew to .Both ot" tbese partics of prospectors, ] and ma('hincry, l!nd witb the progress 
10l'a tmg ｾｉ｡ｬｭｳ＠ If p r ospects were fouod ' wJth wbolJl 1 had thus the oppor tunity I made under the ｣ｬｔ｣ｾｭｳｴ｡ｯ｣ＨＧｳ Ｎ＠ J 53\\" :l 

to J..,(' satJsfactory. of ('oming in contal't, ente r taineu a Ｂ･ｲｾＧ＠ gang of men er eetlDg a !ong trestle 
l foun" men. work ing on the gasoline 1high opinioll. botb of t he l-'enniac mio'c ' f Tom thc_shaft to tbe mill ,house, ]t 

laulwh,es: maklllg sundr)" minor r epai r s and (lf thl' ",hole Jistrict. Each ex. must be \)00 fcet !oog and ]ust about 
:lIld {!I \'lnt! .. hem a complete o\·erbaul.' pTps.se,j ｨ ｩｾ＠ coo\'it'tiOll t hat tbis whol I ｲｦＧＮ｡､ｾﾷ＠ fOT t he- traeks to be lai,I. T bi:!l 
III;;. J ｷ｡ｾ＠ WfOTUH'J tba! ",i th in two OT l'('.("flOU ot" th(' '·OlllltT.'· is filled ｷｩｴｾ＠ I" II! be uscd .tor thc smali ＬＧ｡ｲｾ＠ tv h:1U1 
th n 'e. ｲｬ Ｚｾ ｾＧｳ＠ all t hE' boats wQul d Le in IJ lllll'ral dt>l'usits. and tbe ｜Ｂ｡ ｬ ｵｾｳ＠ showll I the Ort> to milI. 
ｴＧｏｭｬｬｬｬｾｾｬｯｮＬ＠ 011 ｴｨＬｾ＠ ｾｮ｝Ｂｬ｡ＢｬＧ＠ rx",'p,le,I au\"thing they )11". Thurber statl'<l tbat h" ｗＺＢ＠ sure 

1 ＱｾＺｪｊ＠ th,> },lt>;l!'ure of aceompa n.,·ing hn,] lrll't with l,('t"un'. . •  oi pro,ludng- th,> first har ot" ;:r,1,1 from 

ＡＬＧＺ［［ＢＬｻ Ｚ ＺＬｉＮＧｾｏｉｾｃＺ＠ llllol ＩｉＬｉＢＬＮｾｬＺｬｉＺＺｊｾ｡ｮ＠ on thf'ir Ｚ｜ｾｲＮ＠ ｾＱＢｴ＾ＱＱ＠ /.!<t\ ,.' ir.a!' his ｩ ｬ ｬｰｮＧｳｾｩｯｬｬ＠ ｨｩｾ＠ 11("" madJin('ry ＢＨＧｔｾＧ＠ so.no, and tol.j 
I .. )l IW ... tour. ｜Ｇｾｬｬｾｨ＠ lo\erell a eon· ＧｾＺＮｴＬ＠ thls wou).! In tlllH> be onc of the me Wt' must h3\' t' :,ome patll'UI"l', 
ＢＱＺＡｾＧｔＺｊｉＬｬｰＮ＠ ｬＧｾｩＨＧＱｉｉ＠ 01 couutry, fo r two I'l;.! milliH;,! t'lnU!' .. uf .:\IllC'l"ica. 

ｾｾＧｾＮｾ［ｴｩｬｬ［ｾ＠ ｾＧｴＱｾｾｾＱＺＱ｜Ａ＠ ［ｾ｡ｾＺｾｲ＠ ｾｬ｡Ｚ［ＬＺ＠ Ｚｴｾｨｾ･ｾ＠ Mr. J ohn Scott,. a M iner from South 
\\illl :<!,h'lIdid ｪｬｬＬｬｩＬＧ ｡ ｴｩｯｮｾ＠ o; mill('T.7i 111'" '1 E ａｦＮｮｾ｡＠ ｒ ｡ｾ ､＠ OP INION GIVEN BY W . .1. TRETHE· 
'\l";dtll. Thel"f' a!"c, howe\'cr ｧ ｲ ･ｾｲＧｬ＠ . ｾＬｉｉＮＧ＠ u;.! J.. ｾｊｬｾｴ＠ oJs of promot. WEY, E .M . 
1IIlutl'l·r .. (,t !'T(}l'Ipeds \"et to be stak. ｊ［ｾ＠ '.1, ｉｬｬｬｬＬＧ＠ '\l'!",' ＺｊｊＯｬＨＧｲ･ｾｴ＠ to ",hat hl' Torollto . . luh·lS.l!lIO_You han' in t il C' 
" d ;,)101 1·I,,·ór.]t".1 al most C','en'whcre ｾｬ＠ ＬＮｾＬＮｾ＠ \ ::01 h':I"'. \\ heli a l'OIIII':IJJ,Y O"CI' I'Plllli:H' Rt'pf PTO]II'Tt\· a lar{!",' tt:ld of 
ｉｨｾｯｾｬ［ＺＮ､ｬＨＧｉｬｉＮ＠ thl> (]i.::; t rid. Jt was t he ＬＱ［ＺＧｾｾｩｻＩｉＺｾｕｉＺ［ｾ＠ Ｎｾ＠ !'J:Ul't',":" ｷｾｴｨ＠ ＬＡＺ［ｵｾｨ＠ in, ' ｾＧ｡ｬｵ｡ｬｾｬＨＧ＠ mi!liug grouil 'l, so lOI'ateu tbat 
PI'J1llull vi Ih,' 1ll1'IllJ..,ens of tbl' part\" "I' '. : . t,ll L,lk(· 11Il'ltrl('t. ｴｨＨＧｾＧ＠ I lf ,1I'$IT('.1 lt ("liII be wor ke,l al),1 a']' 
Ihal ,hl' j:!c.I,I·J,,'urillg sec t ioll of tli". '.',01.:. Ij"!' l,h' :It ｏｉＱＨＢｴｾ＠ tht> fulI amOU!lt 11Ilinistl'Ted ｡ｾ＠ n \Illit. ThC' outlook is 
ＢｾｾｬｬｬｴｔｙＮ＠ :00· a li hoh'. Iws. !.lO far ｦ ｲ ｯｬｬｾ＠ ［ＧｾｬｾｕＬｉＧｾｉＨＺＧｉＧ＠ ｾＺｬｾＮＬＺＧｊｏｉｬＬｉｆｨＬＮｴｬＧ＠ ｉｉｬ｜ｾＨﾷｾｴｩｧ｡ｴｩｯｮＮ＠ lu Ulost pr omis,iug fOT the JC'\'C'!opm{"1I1 oC 
1'1 ｬｬｬｾ＠ t boToaghly J'l"os)Je<:tetl, IJcen on,," -I..OuO J"1'Pl U" III ;!ll.\ sunk lo a dC'pth of \'alllable ｉｬｬｬｬｬＧＺ＼Ｎ＠ fili,] tllc (':-q,C'ntliture 
TI'<J.",h"'l.ll<,r,' ｡ｾＺＬｬｬｨＨＧｴｲＮ＠ . la r ｯｬＧＧｲｮｴｩｱＺｉｾｕｔＧｬｴｾ･ＮＬＺ＠ ."OIll,I.Il(,lll·('d.ri.'gll' ｮ･ＨＧ･ｳｳＺｾｲＮＬＧ＠ to ｢ｲｾｯｧ＠ tbe ｬＧ［ｾｊＧｌＧｲｴＮ｜Ｂ＠ ｾｯ＠ a 

:-it\eral ｬＧ｡ＢｊｬＧｾ＠ uf p rospPctors ba\'C' "1"1'1 . '1 II S.IJ,] t\ltb sufhl"lcut pTo,hll'lUg" anfllll'itll'nu'p:(\"JOIT basls J.!I 

ＱＺｾＺＺｉＺｃＯｾｉｾＺｬｯＮＺｬＮ､＠ i II, ｬＨｾｾｫｩＬｮｧ＠ u/, ｮｲｩｯｬｬＮｾ＠ ［Ｑ［Ｂ［ＺｉＢｭ｡ｊＮＺｾｾＺＬＧＬＨｾ［ＺｉＺｬｾｬｴｬｾ＠ .. ＺＬﾷｾｲＺ＠ of Ｈｬ｣ｾＧＨＧＱＰｰﾷ＠ fully. \Hlrr:JlJt(',l. . to 

ｾＱＢｉｉｊｴｬＯｾＧｾ＠ lII" t lI(' 'll.l:'tTu·1 latel.'". ｾｮＬ＠ mUII"y had III h" rai ... ,Q_I tb.an ,If.fhc , ｔ ｵｳ＠ great propeTty shou l,l uC' tre:lIcJ 

, _J urT! l ('11 ｊＬｾ＠ ｴ ｊＨＧ＠ fine sholnllg ｾＱＧｃＧ｡［ｩｬｬＧＺ＠ ut" Ih l' Ｑ｜ＧｬｬｬｬｩＺｊＨＺＬｬｾｴ ｔ ｾ＠ ＮｾＡ ｉ ＮＱＨｴ｜＿ｊＮｳＭ trom t he outset as a mioc,. a ntl tlI" \\"tJrk 
Ott s,lId oC tlc\"(' loprnent p lannctl wlth tllat 
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May S ecure Stach 

N aw at 

50 cents p er 

Share 

ｓｔａｬＮ＠ zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAt.AXE zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAI4ININO NEWa 

THE STAR LAKE MINING DISTRICT 
Attracting attention of Miniog People from the Rand, South Africa, 

Nevada and Porcupine 

＠

$10 Buys 20 S hares 

ar 

$10 secures 100 

Shares and $ 10 per 

month pays balance 

C!aims taken up by experienced mining men from other e!istricts who pronounce the Star Lake Country al110ng the greate,t minera! 

be!ts in the ,,"orle!, 

The Penniac will be the first to produce ｇｯ､＠
I n fact, the hrst gold button has already been proclucee! by \1 r. Thurber's .-\ssa)' Plant, on the property. A MilI Run ",iII be the next 

announcement and then the opportunit)' of purchasing shares at less than par will be gone forc\·cr. 

KR. INVESTOR: Do you reaUze what it means to identify yourself with a producing mine before tbe big advances in tbe 

price of stock? There are mines to ·day selling shares at $20.00 per share which could be purcbased at ten cents at one time. 

Other mining companies- no farther advanced than the P enniac- have a ready sale of their stock at three times par value, ｷｨｩ･＠

it is possible to secure shares naw in this company for 50 CENTS PER SHARE. 

TO THE PENNlAC R:EEF OOLD MlNES, LTD. 

Mining CIaims: 
(Non·Penonal L1ability) 

Winnlpea, Manitoba, Canada. 

Naswaak, 
Enclosed pleue !ind S ,belna tbe tint paymeoton the purcbau ot 

ot the Trenul")' StoclF: ot tbe Peuolac Reet 0014 ｍｬｵｾＬ＠ Ltd., (noD,perlOna! Hability) at 50 centa per 

Moore, Camp, 
shan, amountlDato$ I hereby a,reetomakefunhtrpaymentaotS reaularly, 

uch month, until the .. bole amount Ul paid, at ..... hlch twe a cenificate for the nUlllber shues 

Denmark, 
is to W luned to me or to anyone I may nominate. 

Paymentl are dne on the day of uch month 

McKay & francis Wltnt$ll 

T e rms 
of Purehase 

cIIsh ,,·,th Bp!,h 

･ｾＧｉｏＢ＠ "",I ｾｬＧ＠ ｾＢ｣ｨ＠

,,,o,,th 'oll""",!l'. "mil 

i\lIl'''''''''''''_I",'1 

1"",1 ""lo tl", 
"l'I,I,e·"I'o" 

Mines at 

Star Lake, Man. 

200 Acres of 

Mining Property 

The PENNIAC REEF GOLD MINES, Ltd. 
(Non-Pe r.ona l L iab i l l ty) 

433-435 SOMERSET BUILDING GEORGE D. McKAY, Pr .. id,nt DUNCAN M. MACOONALO. Tr ... u ... WINNIPEG. MANITOBA 



THE "TORONTO WORLD'S" RE-

PRESENTATIVE REPORTS ON 

HIS INSPECTION OF THE PEN-

NIAC PRO PERTY. 

In refcrring to the ore body of 
the Penniac property , the zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUPOMJIHFEDCBywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWPOMJIHFEDCBII Toronto 
Vi orld 's" engineer stated as foliowa: 

"The Penniac ReV ｰ･ｯｰ･＠ state tbat 
t.hc\" have an ore bl..tly 200 feet wide, 
but from appearanees it IS at least 600 
fceL Assays ha\'e been made across 

STAR LAlu' MINING NEWa 

- b er 100 G M Thurber re-I ｩｮｾ＠ resourccs, other propositiollS as tbay 
ｾｵＬｾ＠ zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDBAt ｴｾｾ＠ ｡ｰｰｯｩＧｮｴｭｾｮｴ＠ -of tbc meet- anse wiJ] be ･ｮｴｾｲｴ｡ｩｄ･､Ｎ＠
ｾ･ｊ｜＠ e The board of dnectors contains tbese 
mg. k bas been influential nama.: Canadian-8ir E. B. 

ｾＢｯｲ＠ ' many ｾｾｏｌｨｳＮ＠ wor around Star Oster, Sir Edrlnlnd Walker, Sir Edward 
gOlllg ond at tb e tlgneS mining plants Clouston, Sir jm. Maekenzip; H. S. 
Lake, an as e ar e " bolt, Duncan ou1ston, D. Lotne Me. 
are getting under ｷ｡ｾ＠ ｡ｮｾ＠ beg,lnDlng to Gibbon Wallac Nesbitt KC, David 
show value the chum ｊｵｭｰ［ｾｧ｡ｴ＠ ｣ｾｾｾ Ｎ＠ ｆｲ｡ｳｫ･ｾＬ＠ K,C.. and j, 'p:' MeTn-
menc,es. ａｭｾｮｧｄ＠ tbo;e treGibbons of I tosh. 1Jnited States-William E. Corey, 
ｾ･･ｴｬｄｧ＠ ｷ･ｲｾ＠ T r. ME New ｙｾｲｫＧ＠ E. C. COll\'ersc, P. A. Rql'.kefeller 
1\ey adaj L. ｾ＠ . ,ones, .. ｊｾｨｮ＠ Scott ol I A. H. Wiggin, T. L. Cbadbourne, J1'., J: 
T, Hare, M_E" Toronto , P' I R Delamar Ambrose MonelI C H 

ｴｾｾ･ｾＰＧｩｩ｢＠ ｾｦｾＺＺ､ｾｮ｡｡ｾｾＬ＠ aj.d ｾｾ･ｔ｡ｾ［Ｇ｣ｾ Ｚ＠ ｓｾ｢ｩｄ Ｎ＠ R. M. Tbompson and C.' L. Deni: 

p\- 'FI " . Geo Th\.&rber and Geo. ! son. , , . 
ｾ｜Ｚｾｮ､ｳｾｾｬｧ｡ｾ･ｳｳｲｳﾷＮ＠ Jooes, ' Hare ｡ｾｲｬ Ａ＠ The ･Ｚｲ･｣ｵｴｬｶｾ＠ ･ｾｭｭｬｴｴ･ｾ＠ Will eODsiat 

l Sf'olt a;rh-e,l ,i n Winnipeg , to ｯｵｾ＠ ｾｾＨＺＧｴｾＺＧＺｾｾ［ｲｾｾｾｬｾ｢ＡｾｾＬ＠ ｾｾｳｮ｢ＺｎｾｾＥｓ｡･ｾｾＺｾ＠
: nI for prospc(' tJng ｡ｮｾＭ ｡Ｎｳ ｳ ｡ｾｬｮｾＬ＠ ani l Th(' president is ｴｾ＠ be )'Ir. Monen, 
1 will return to the castern MaD1to a go \ I wbo i!< <"Tctlitf>d with hal-ing proeured 

fichlg as SOOI1 as they are ready to gl"'J I t·, 500 000 for au "ent1o\\"ment fund ,. 
c\"cr tbe grounll thorougbly. 1"' - ' . . 

GQVERNMENT ACTIV/TY 

PREDICTED WILL FURNISH MONEY TO EX· 

PLOIT CANADIAN RESOURCES 
II ___. , Extension of Manitoba 's Boundaries 

I Canadian Knights and Umted States ｾｾｾｾｳ＠ i1aosr e ｂｾＡｾ･ｮｾｾｾ･＠ ｴｏｩｮｍｾ［ｾｾ［＠
Millionaircs in $5,000,000 Organiza- Columbia. 

Uou to Take Care ot ADY Fully 
Proved Proposition-Over Half the .1u!'t what ('811 lir dane in ｴｨＮｾ＠ ＧＬＬＢ｡ｾＧ＠ of 

Amount Subscribed I ｾﾷＺｾｬＺｉＨｾＡｾｩｾｾｽｬｲｾｾＧｾｩｬｬｾＺｴｲＺ｡［｜Ｎ［Ｌｾ［ｾｾｲＧｾｾｾｭｏｦｴＡｊｾ＠
! TE'('('ntly published r eport on !the Bri-

l :\'('\\- York. '.\(ay ｾｮＮＭｈ｡ｬｦ＠ adozen . tish Columbia mining situatio!l. The 
I knighls and king 's (·ounscllors appear gon::rnmenl or that pro\'ince has tak en 

--'-- " 'I Ｚｾ ｬＬｦｬｬｬｾｯｾｾ ｬＧ＠ ｾｾｾ｜ｾ Ｌ ｾ｡ＺｮＳｩＺｾ Ｈ ［ｾＺｲｓ｡ｾｴｯＺ＠ ｾＺＺＺ＠ ＺｾＧＺＺｾＧｩｾｾｾｾ＠ ｾｾｳ＠ ｦ［ｾｾｾｲ､ｾＺｩｾｓｾＡｾ｡ＺｧｴｾＺｴ［ｾＺ＠
ｾＱＮ ﾷ､ｩＢｊｴ＠ "r ＩｬｩｬｩｺＺｾＢｦｾ｡［ﾷｬｬＺＺＺｾｾＺﾷｙＮ＠ ｉＧｴＧｬｉｬｬｩ｡ｾ＠ Heef ｾｾ［［［ｬｴ｡［ｾｯ･ｾｾＧＺｾｾ･ｻＱｴｾｴｾＺｾｳ＠ ｩｾｾｦｵｾｾｾ｡ｾＺＺｲ［＠ ｾｾｬｾｴｲｾｾ｡ｯｴｦ＠ ｾｾｾｾｮｧ＠ forms the chief in· 

2M fcer. wbi{'h an' ragcs $&:00 per tOI,I. ! ｾｾ｡Ａｉ［ｾｩｾ［ｾ ﾷ ＬｉｐｊｾＡｲ＠ ｦｾｾＺｾｾ＠ ｏｲｾｾＺＵＰＶＮｾｧｾｩｮ｢ｾ｟Ａ＠ of ［ｬｾｬｬｾｩｾｾｾ｡ｾｘｾｾｾｾ｜ｾｾ＠ ｾｾ｡Ｚｨｾｬｏｾ［ｾｾ｡［ｴ｜ＧｩＺ＠
En'n to !'ny that tb(> Penmae bas tbJ5 ' l,\'(']l ｉＬｲＨｬ｜ ﾷｩ ､ｾ ＧＮｴ＠ tl) support a staff of eagl- \\',1\' J,,- ＩＡ｡ｬｬｩｴｯ｜Ｌ｡Ｇｾ＠ gOYf'nllllont, But 
eXteJlt or ｰＳｾＧｩｮｧ＠ orc is a ｲ｡ｴｬ･ｲ＠ big' Ａ ｈＧＬＧｉＧｾＮ＠ ThC' cxperts \\-ill ｴｩｲｾｴ＠ pass upon no"" that a large l'ortion of ＺＮｴ･ｔ ｲｩｴｯｲ ｾＧ＠
ｳｴ｡ｴ･ｬｬ｣ｮｴ＠ Bu d bound to exci tc incredul- lIlininj! an,l otber propositions. and if ha". I'PI'lI :l,ld\'d to irs l'xtent, .!In Il that 
ous eOJllIl\{'Ilt. Lut it is tbcre. Sampies ｩｉｬｈＮｾＬｱｩｩＡＧ＼ｴｩＨＩｬｬｩＧ＠ arp Cll('o\ll'aging. tlie l'0ni"lI ｬＬｲｦＧｾｵｭＺｬ｢ｬｹ＠ l'olltaillil.g ｬ｡ｲｾ｜Ｇ＠
taken horn the (lump m1l ,1f' by form er ' finan\'i('Ts ｮｓｾｏｪＧｩ｡ｴｰ｜ｬ＠ with thc eO lllpnlly ,,,,,,,,tioll" , .. IIOW illj! lIliJh'ral ｙ｡ ｩ ｵ ｜ＧｾＬ＠ W\' 
ｯＬ｜Ｂｮｐｦｾ＠ in si,llking tbe. shaft gi'-,e the will bc ,,:!'i H'11 thc )'riyilegl' ot' supplying ｭ［ＧｬｾＭ ｴＬＬｾＮｬＬ＠ shortly fQI' the ｊ ｊ ｲｯ｜Ｂｩｬｬｾｩ ＳＱ＠ g"O· 

bf>st "alue. pl<:ke,j SpI'CIIll('lIS runoIng to Ihl' r:lJ!ltal. TIH' l-aHa.lian ).tining a nd \','1'!IIIU'll1 lU tak(' li llW]' , ' a"tin' lll t('rl·>:t 

$275,00 a ton. Th\' sh:lft i!' 'lown abollt' EXl,luration l'ompany. L illlit(',l, is thc in lIliilIII):, ｟Ｇ｜ｉｬｾＭ !'u ... h adiull b," rh·,' ywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAwvutsroliedYUOLJBAOLJBOLJBOLJBOJBOLJBOJBOJBOJB
BO i('ct nnd the ynJues ha \"c h{'ld ,,"ell t:J tit h' ot" ｴｨｩｾ＠ ｬｬ･ＢＢｾＧｾｴ＠ furm oi rntcrprisc, :,!IP-,'lllllH II: \I'ill \lndoubtcdly ha \'t' a 
<h'plb. lt ha s ;J lH!lllinal C'apilfll of fh'c million. hi;.!hly l"'ll,.ii,·ial \.f1\'l't \IPOU ＩｬｩｬｬｬｩｴｯｬＧＺｉ Ｌ Ｇｾ＠

-'1'h\· Ｑ＾ｬＧｕｉＧｴＧｔｉｾＭ i5 BCl! a d\':l r ("ut \'l'in Iwlf l,ai>! up. 'fhe :lrr<llJgl-llll'nt, it i!'< ) '1" , ':,,111 !lI illin;.: fit'ld. tll\" :3-tar L:lk(· JI'" 

ＡＺｾｾｾｾｾｾ＠ t ｩＺｬｕＬｾ｜ｬ＠ ＧｾｾｾＬｾｵｦ［ｾ＠ ｫ｜ｉｾｾ｜Ｑ＠ ｾｾ Ｇｾ ｴＺ･＠ ｾＺｾ＠ ｲｾｬｾ＠ ｾｉｾＧ Ｈｾｾ＠ ｩｾｾＺＺｾ＠ ［ｬｾｾｾｉｾｉｾＬ＠ ｾＯＮＺｉｾ ｊＬｾ｜ Ｑ［ｩｬ Ｚ ｬ｜ｾｉｬＬｾＧｾｲｾﾷｬｩ｜｜＠ ＺｬｬｾＮｾ＠ ,\ ｾ＠ ｾＧ［Ｚ＠ ＧｩＬＧｾ｜Ｇ＠ \1::" ｾｬＧ｡＠ Ｚ［ｾ ｬＧ＠ ｦＺｾＬ＠ Ｚｾ＠ Ｚ［ｾ＠ ｾｬ＠ ＧＺＧｾＺ＠ ｩＬｾＺｊ｜ＧＡ＠ ＺｾｉｉｾＨＧｾｾ［ｾＺ＠
wilhin th,' Illmeral },('lt. Tbl' cndosillg ing, TllI,' 1\TOSj'('('t(lr :"Illtl ,lps('rdog pro· ;:aining: I 11 t' quietty cunductl'd ｊ｢ｴ＠ thor· 
ro(,1; I'ani('s gold in goo,] quantities. ln !!l(ltt'l' a:- ｡ｮｬｬＨＧｬｩＱ｜ｾＺｴＧＬＱ＠ .. n' 1(' ll:!.\·p a mar, lJll,c:h :l lt,-lllioll ot" miuiug' oprJ'aI OI:S 
th(' long rUI ; rb l' most lJrofitabJe mctho,} krt 1'(\1' ",hat wdl ｉＬ｡ Ｚ［ｾ＠ in<:pcr t ion h," t'rmn all part:' of th(' tontiu('llt: a ,; l" 
('l mi:liJl;.! \I'{,uleJ al,!'t-ar to be to work Imin",1 ＢＢｉＧｴＧｲｴｾＬ＠ Ｎ｜ｴｨｯｵｧｨ＠ the ＬｾｯｬｬＱｰ｡ｮ｜Ｇ＠ ,-,i.I,' Il('("d hl' thl' llumlJcrs ol' l,ro"-l't>d-
t III' \l" hoh' b{'lt witbout st'lee{ion," \':ill h:l\,' lin Ont:lrio r h:lI't cr. nud tb·c ｩｬｬｾ＠ I,al'til's. La(·ke,l bv \' apitalisb, whidl 

CLAIM JUMPING IN EASTERN 

MANITOBA 

Locators Adopt Protective Measures at 
Emergency Meettllg. 

G, M. Thurber Appointed Recorder for 
Star Lake District. 

),luch cxeitcment is prc\"alent aronnfl 
the goilI mines in tbe castern boundaries 
ot MHuitolJa_ It is 80 great that claims I 
arc beillg jumped and protective mea- ' 
surl's ｾ｡ ｜Ｂ･＠ becu lorced. Reecntly ! 
a mcetmg of 10cators ol claims was ' 
be]d in the offices of tbe Penniac I 

I,rilll:lr,\' ol',i l'.-r ,'.-ill bc tht' in"C's t iga t ioll ar,' Ullo;:t('ll!atil)ll.d\' 'I1lnkillg' a Ihorough 
a1\,l Ilh' \-x I,] ui l;,t iun ol' l.'.1l1adian min, ｾﾷＮｬｊＧ｜ＭｴＧＮＧＢ＠ (\1' th" ＢＮＭｨｯｬｾＮ＠ flel.l. 

Pcrml\ncllt CH.ltll) BUitdings, Penniac }lee! Oold Mines. 
ｾ｢Ｚｾ＠ ｾｮｏｉＺｭＺ［ｾｾｾｾｹ｡ｾｩｾｴｾｾ＠ ｾＺｾｾ､･ｾＺｾＧｾ＠ I 
ｾｾｾｾｬｾｮｾＺｾ ｾ ［ｾｲ＠ ｯｾ｢･･ｾｾｩｾｊｾ［･ｾｾｾｾｴＺｾＺｵｾｨｾｾｾ＠ l 
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ｉｾ＠ yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA,f zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
ol. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAwutsrpnmlkihgfecbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAwutsrpnmlkihgfecbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAtnhfYXWUTSRPONMLKIHGEDCBA
II .. zyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzutsronmlkjihgfecaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzutsronmlkjihgfecaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzutronmlkjihgfecaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAztronmlkjihgfeaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBA
Btj· 
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W R. MIL.. TON. P,.ESIOENT 

Dear Sir:-

J . W. ｈｾｒｉｓＮ＠ ｔｦｾａｉｕｒｉＺ＠ .. 

ＨｎｏｎＭｾｉＡＢｓｏｎａｌ＠ LIABILITY) 

509 MERCHANTS BANK BU/LD/NG 

W/NN/PEG 

AUTHo"lzaD CAPITAL 1,000,000 8HAII." PAR VALUE 81.00 aACH. 

SECRETARY'S EXPLANATORY LETTER 

J. H. HICKS, SkC ... ｙａｦｙ＠

As you know it is just two years since this Company was organized for the purpose of pur-
chasing and operating The Penniac Reef Gold Mines Ltd. For the information zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLHFDBAot al! stock-
holders I wish to describe briefly, the ell'orts made to finance this Company during the past two 
years, also to oll'er a suggestion which, if put into ell'ect will make this Company a concern the 
country will be proud of. 

The partie s who held a Fifty Thousand dol!ar Mortgage on the Mine property, agreed to, 
and did accept stock in lieu ot the money. This Company now has Crown Patents on each ot 
the six Mineral Claims known as the "Camp" "Francis," "Denmark," "MeKay," "Moore" and 
"Naswaak." The shareholders of The Penniac Reef had preferential rights to take stock in 
the Star Lake, and those who exercised those rights became bona-fide shareholders, and entitled 
to an exchange of stock when their contract is paid in ful!. 

At the time of organization money was very scarce in Canada, so Mr. G. J. Lovel! and my-
self went to Boston in an ell'ort to secure working capi tal. We tried every known legitimate 
method of stock-sel!ing, but to no avail. The Yankees considered the price of stock too high, 
and the commission which was then limited to 15 7< was no inducement to the Boston Broker's, 
while the Mine, so far away and not operating failed to arouse interest. It was a discouraging 
experience, for at the end of twe Iv e months we had accomplished nothing more than the 
spending of a lot of our own money. During this time I personal!y had spent more than three 
thousand dollars on account ot advertising, literature, advancing money to Agents, maintaining 
an office and living expenses. 

Still wishing to make go od I myself moved to Sprlngfleld, Mass., a very prosperous City 
half-way between New York ｡ｾ､＠ Boston. Here I made new connections, opened an office and 
started a new campaign. Within a week I made my first saJe for 500 shares, and prospects were 
plentiful, but the U.S. Government were talking War, and the people became over cautious, and 
when the break did come, nearly al! speculation stopped. I then confined my ell'orts to. the 
wealthy, my idea being to form a syndicate of ten who would advance al! the money reqUlred. 
I was successful in getting interviews and many ot them were interested but would have to see 
the property first to satisfy ｴｨ･ｭｳ･ｬｶｾｳ＠ as to the quant!ty and quality of the Ore. It was im-
possible for them to spare the time this year to make an inspectlon, besides it would be to the 
Company's interest to have them com e at su ch time as the Mine is being developed. If I had gone 
to SpringfIeld six months earller I would have been successful, as it was the six months I spent 
there cost me a turther Twenty-f1ve hundred dollars. 

During the 18 months I remalned ia the East, I met Olany Mlning men who operate on a 
large scale, and I never falled to let them know of the posslbllltles ot our prope;ty, wlth the 
result that there has been many enquiries and so far, twa inspectlons. I also submltted our pro-
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T t th Geologlcal Survey of the U.S. Government, but It seems as though they are not 
ｾｾｾｾｾｾ＠ ｴｾ＠ repeort on Minerais outside of their dominions. However, they admitted they were 
much interested with the informati0I!- I gave them and advlsed me to lay the matter before the 
Department of Mines at Ottawa, wblch I already had done. 

During the past four months, the Treasurer, Mr: J. W. Harris and myself have canvassed 
Winnipeg and some country towns, ｾｮ､＠ we are satJsfied there IS smali hope of getting new 
money at this time. The general pubhc thlnk well of our property, and quite a num ber ol busi-
ness men principally Grain Dealers have promlsed to purchase stock ｡ｾ＠ soon as they are saUs-
fied that the end of the War is in sight. Let us hope that when that tJme com es we won't need 

any help. 

A few weeks ago some New York and Boston people visited the ｰｲｯｰｾｲｴｹ＠ and they had se-
cured lor the occasion the services ol one of America's best Mining Engineers. I had made them 
an olfer which involved the control of the Mine. The following is a copy ol their last letter to me. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

Boston, Mass., Sept. 21, 1917. 

Mr. zyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzutsronmlkjihgfecaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzutsronmlkjihgfecaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzutronmlkjihgfecaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAztronmlkjihgfeaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAJ. H. Hicks. 
336 Church Ave. 

Winnipeg, Maniloba. 

Oear Mr. Hieka: 

I bave delayed writtng yau regarding our negotiaUons tor becoming interested witb ｹｃｊｾＱ＠ in the Star Lake 
mines. as we have these other propositlons pending wbich bas mad e it imposslble to arrlve at any declsion in 
the matter. 

The terms YOll would be able lo give zyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronlecSPJCtor the controlling interes yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQOMLKJIHGFECBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZWVSRQOMLKJIHGFEBAl in the Star Lake makes it necessary for us 
lo give tbe maller se!"ious thougbt, because we do not want to tak e on anything tbat might interfere witb our 
present ｰ｡ｮｳ＠ for tak Ing over twa other propertles for our Syndicate. which we have had under option for same 
I1ttle tiroe. Under the right conditions, we would certalnly like to have a chance at the Star Lake rolnes. and 
Mr. Chase tbinks tbat you have even a bigger ore body wait1ng development on tbe big vein , and in his report 
to us he strongly urged us to do sometbing on th is vein should we be successful tn making a satisfactory deaJ 
witb you for taking OTer tbe mln es. 

]t is certainJy an idea! spot for a mine. and it you can plck up the extens ion of tbe ricb sboo1 wblch tbe 
shaft has, it shouJd prove a big thing . Of course. high values make It excep1iooally attractive. and we will be 
much disappointed if 11 does not prove to be a big producer. You, of course, appreciate tbe taet tbat on ae
count of the grent showing in tbe REX, tbat our Syndicate members would be very favorab!e to other proper
tles In that same district, and for that reason we feel tbat it would be to aur best Interests to concentrate our 
etforts in that dislrict, aod as l to!d you wheo we examined tbe Star Lake that we migbt not be able la joln 
you even though the mine was sat!sfactory to us and you were abJe to make better terms 1han you otrered us, 
00 account of the advlsability of concentrating au r etforts in tbe HERB LAKE d!strict. 

Ir YOll do not make any other arrangements in the near tuture bowever we would be glad lO take tbe 
matter up furtber wlth you. . . 

Sincerely yours. 

MAKEEVER BRQS. 

Tbese people have been very successlul in developing and operating Mines in aJJ parts ol tbe 
ｷｯｲｬｾ＠ 50 thelT advlCe should prove valuable. Alter making an examination ol the property, 
tbey mtJmated to me two ways ol proving tbe Mine to be a producer. The first plan would be on 
a large scale and would cost Irom One Hundred, to One Hundred and Filty Tbousand doJJars. 
T.he other plan was on a smaJJ scale and would cost zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLHFDBAtrom Twenty to Tbirty Thousand doJJars. In 
elthe: case It IS essentJal that the Cyanide, or OiJ Flotation process be used to ensure a good ex-
tractlOn of the metals trom the Ore. 

ｗｩｴｾ＠ the equipment that we already have, Twenty-five Thousand doJJars will start tbe Mine 
ｦｾ＠ a basls ol ten tons per day, and on that basis we don't need to touch Ore that contains less 
h an one ounce ol Gold per ton, so that the miminum profit would be $150.00 per day. Just tblOk 
･ｾｾｾｾｾｉｾｹｷＱ･＠ ｯｾｯｯｵｾｾｾｵｹ＠ ･ｮｾｕｧｨ＠ machine;y to operate 100 tons per day, then 200, then ＵＰｾ＠ ［ｾｾ＠
Lake Gold ":lOuld b: ｾＧ［［｡ｬｴｾＮ＠ Then thmk of the profits. Anyone owning 1,000 shares o 
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We have a good organization, Clear Title to a Million dollar Mlne, the best markp.t in the 
rld for our products, no taxes to pay, and what is more, Canada needs the Gold. yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQOMLKJIHGFECBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZWVSRQOMLKJIHGFEBAIt is as much 

ｾｦｏ＠ a patriotic duty to develop our resources as it is to lend money to our Government. 

Enlistments, deaths, bankruptcy, . etc., .has dwindled our membership down to 110, 90 '7< zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLHFDBAot 
whom are financially sound, and thelr ratmg would be bett.er still It Star Lake was operating. 
Alittle effort now would mean that we could buy, and Shlp m on the lee those parts ywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAwvutsroliedYUOLJBAmachin-
ery still needed, and by early Spring we could be moulding Gold rngots. 

Here is a way that we can attain the above without any help from outsiders ; Each ot the 
stockholders to pay balance due on contract signed two years ago, that will give us at least 
$10000. Then each one to buy $150 worth of the new issue (which is really a loan) see para-
ra' h 7 in Booklet. That gives us enough to start on the small scale. Then if we want more 
ｾｯｾ･ｹ＠ I will arrange tor a party ot New England people to visit the Mine (while in operation) 
and I will assure you that if we ask for $100,000 we will get it. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

STAR LAKE MlNE TO OPEN AGA IN 

By Hugh R. Currie, President 

I first became aware of the "Old Sunbeam Kirk-
land Mine" at Star Lake, Mb., through a prospec-

tor acquaintance in 1972. 

Therninehad been dormant since 1946. Dr. J.F. 
Wright, a prominent geologist, had spent the pre-
viuos 10 years exploring and developing the 
property. Under his direction they had sunk an in-
clined shaft on the "Sunbeam Pipe" to a depth of 
438 ft., in addition approximately 46,000 f t. of di-
amond driIJing had been completed. With the sink-
ing of the shafts, trenching and diamond drilling, 
some 550,000 tons of proven and drill indicated ore, 
with a grade of .293 oz. of gol d per ton, had been 
established. 

1985-86 working Star Lake mine again. 

Yours very truly, 

J. H. HICKS, Secretary. 

, 
Adoiph Zimmerman diamond drilling at Goi d 8eam 

Mine, 1947, Star Lake. 

49 



In 1944 the decision was made to sink a three com-

partment production shaft on the Waverly claim, 
which was completed in 1946, but due to war con-

ditions steel and men to work the mine were both 

hard ｴｾ＠ come by. That and the ongoing problems 

of raising funds to develop the mine, when gold was 

only $35.00 an ounce, the com pan y was forced to 

cease operations. Therefore the mine was never 
brought to production. l acquired a partner, A.C. 
Arndt of Edmonton and we negotiated the purchase 

of the property from "Homestake Explorations 

Ltd." of Toronto . 
Between 1973 and 1976 we hired Chester Kuryliw, 

P . Geo1. to do a detailed mapping and prospecting 
program. Thereafter a geophysical survey, further 

diamond drilIing, and sampIing of known trenches 

was conducted. A1so by 1976 we had formed a pri-

vate com pan y "WhiteshelI Ventures Ltd." In 1980 

the parent company "Goldbeam Resources Ltd." 
of Edmonton took control of "WhiteshelI" and will 

be the company to go public. 
Our company signed a production agreement with 

the Gov't. of Manitoba March 5, 1984, and with 
"Goldbeam" having assumed control, sufficient 

funds were raised to provide continued exploration 

and development of the property . At this time we 
employed Dr. John D. Godfrey P. Geo1. The old 
roads were reconstructed and gravelIed; a surface 

grid sampling with removal of overburden was done 
on the "Sunbeam Pipe" . 

The 1985-86 work program included the build-
ing of a headframe and hoist to enable the dewater-
ing and resampIing of both shafts together with 

surface and underground diamond drilling, which 
was handled by "Independent Exploration Services 
Ltd." of Winnipeg, and supervised by our Project 
Manager Barry Dugal. 

Presently a production evaluation is underway, 
which will enable the company to make a produc-
tion decision by the end of the year. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

WHITESHELL MINING zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLHFDBA

(Based on recollections oj Adolph Zimmerman 
- as relaled lO Doreen Sleeves.) 

The Penniac mine just west of Star Lake, which 
operated umil about 1914, was one of the earIiest 

in the WhiteshelI area. There was a milI on the 
property which refined the ore. AlI the necessary 
mining and refining equipment was brought in by 
rail to Ingolf, Ontario and barged across Long Lake 

and West Hawk Lake to its final location at the 
mine. The two long portages were accompIished with 
the aid of a manpowered rail trolIey system. 

During World War I and through the Depression 

no exploration was conducted and it wasn't umil 

about 1936 that the Black Hawk Mine at the east 
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end of Falcon Lake came imo existence. The gold 

ore was agam hauled by barge to Toniata, then by 

truck over primitive roads to Telford, a rail depot 

between West Hawk and Rennie, finalIy arrivingat 
Trail B.C. for smelting. 

From 1936 to 1943 sporadic work was done at 

Star Lake, the Sunbeam-Kirkland mine was found 

to be feasible through diamond drilling, and resulted 

in an inclined shaft being sunk. A1though some 

twenty men worked the area no gold was taken out 
and it folded. A rene wed effort was made at this 

site in 1944 when the company was reorganized and 

was calIed the Goldbeam mine. Extensive drilling 

was conducted and a modern three compartment 

shaft was sunk . In about 1946 a smali townsite came 

into existence at this site, alI that is left today is a 

water welI. Power was brought in from the Kenora 

power line and run ten miles into this remote area. 

The drilling crews lived in tents or log bunk houses 

heated by a woodstove. They worked twelve·hour 

days, seven days a week; their pay was between 

$1.25-$2.00 per hour (at this time the basic wage 

was 50 cents per hour). Some of the jobs lasted a 

year but some only went for a month. Typical or 

a11 mining camps, food had to be of the highest qual-

ity, a miner's life consisted of work, food and sleep. 

In those days the price of gold was pegged at 

$35.00 (U.S .) per ounce and wit h lower grade ore 
running at $8 .00-$9.00 per ton the mines were 

marginal. 
In 1937 a $200 per ton high grade gold vein was 

found at Barren Lake which gave rise to a milling 

plant being built. The process to extract the miner-

al from the rock was done by a stamp mill . It con· 
sisted of a series of rods pounding at the rock to 

free the ore. The deposit unfortunately proved to 

be a very smalI pocket and thus the demise of the 

mine. 
Not alI the drilIing was done for gold, in 1947 or 

1948 the dam at Seven Sisters required the course 
of the river to be changed for a distance of 10 miles. 

This required the granite rock to be driiled and blast-

ed. The construction of the power plant folIowed, 

this is still serving the area with electricity. 
In 1950, a smalI pocket of uranium was found 

at Hanson' s Creek close to the trail to Frances 
Lake, right beside Highway #44. Prospecting was 

done but nothing else was found. . 
February and March of 1961 saw diarnond dn\l-

ing through the ice on Falcon Lake. AIthough they 

went down about 800 feet and found titanium ore, 

it was not economicalIy feasible to pursue. This ･ｾﾭ
ploratory drilling only lasted about six weeks. T.tant; 
um ore has been mined in the High Lake area o 

Ontario adjacem to the Whiteshell. It is just recently 

that activity has been renewed for this mmera\. 
Over the years in the Whiteshelllicensed prospec-



tors have staked claims . Their limit is held to seven 

claims at any one time, each claim comprising forty 

acres has to be duly registered. A time limit is set 

whereby the prospector has one year in which to 

work the daim to prove its value. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIGFECBAvtsronmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONIFEAtsronmlihfecbaWTSONIFEAtsronmlihfecbaWSIFEtonlifbaWSItlfIIf the work is not 

done, it reverts back to the government. Before 1930 

if a certain amount of assessment of the c1aim was 
done, the prospector was given a c1ean title to the 

mining claim and a Torren's Title to the land. 

• • •  zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLHFDBA

Adolph Zimmerman came to Toniata in 1937 and 

worked at the Toniata Lodge. One of his many 

duties was to transport jishing parties to High Lake 

via boat to the end of Faleon Lake. These Ameri-

ean tourists were fishing for trout in High Lake. 

During the thirtiesjishing was plentiful off the dock 

at Toniata where one could land adozen pickerel 
ranging from three to ten pounds in one ho ur. 

Adolph spent three summers at Toniata, then 

worked for the Forestry Department constructing 

roads, etc. Following his army career he turned to 

drillingfor many winters. As well as being a driller 

and a trapper he has built houses and worked for 

the government in many capacities, retiring in 1983. 

Adolph, his wife Olive and their chi/dren Wayne and 

Audrey are a true pioneer fami/y with their resource-

fulness. They are endowed with the old western at-

titude of always being willing and capable of helping 

others. Adolph and Olive can recount many tales 

of the life and development of the Whiteshell. 

MIN ING ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAIN SHOAL LAKE, 

WEST HAWK LAKE, FALCON LAKE 

AND STAR LAKE 

By John Norris Tod 

The first prospecting was done in 1894. There 

were about thirty rnines operating in the fifteen mile 

radius of Falcon Lake and Shoa1 Lake. 

In the beginning there was a steam barge on the 

lake in the summer , as well as canoes up the Fal-

eon River from Shoal Lake to Falcon Lake. A1so, 

as the railway was completed, a route was mad e 

from Ingolf, Ontario across Long Pine Lake with 

a portage into West Hawk Lake, to the end of Pen-

niac Bay, and another portage to Star Lake. Su p-

plies were delivered by horse and wagon to the rnines 

at Star Lake and Barren Lake. 

In 1952, when we first came to West Hawk Lake, 

there were sunken relics of barges at the end of Pen-

niac Bay. In the winter, roads we re made across the 

lakes with horses and sleighs. 

Due to the early prospecting before 1913, when 

the Federa1 Government owned the Natural 
Resources, they gave a Torren's Title to each Claim 

(40 acres) when you had done your assessment work. 

!here are still a number of these patented claims 
ｬｾ＠ our area today, held privately, as is the one we 
hve on at West Hawk Lake. 

On Star Lake, now known as Block 4, 5 and 6, 
there was a farmer named Charlie Letaine, who 

cleared the land, had cows, chickens, horses, and 

grew vegetables which he sold to the mines. His wife 

and daughter did the work. lf you look up from the 

public beach at the south end of Star Lake, you can 
still see the furrows from the ploughing. 

The first rnine operating was the Penniac Bay Reef 

Mine. It must have opened in the 1890's and closed 

in 1914 when the first World War broke out and 

the men went to war. This mine shipped its ore 

across Star Lake, West Hawk Lake, to Long Pine 

Lake and on to Ingolf where it was loaded on the 
train. 

Gus ｌｩｮ､ｵｩｳｴ＠ was a prospector and guide in the 

early days. His son was a well known hockey play-

er. His cabin was on the road allowance at Cres-
cent Beach. 

Sam Yanick worked on the barges and built the 
first service station at the junction of what is now 

Highway 44 and 301. Today, this is still appropri-

ately known as "Sam's Corner" . 

A second rnine, called Sunbearn Mine was opened 

and operated from 1928 to 1945 in the Star Lake 
Area. It had a smali test mili and town sight locat-

ed where Pete Dyke lives today. Adele and Frank 

Reichert took over the Trans Canada Restaurant at 
West Hawk Lake in 1943 from Katie Budzinski. They 

cooked the meals for the Sunbeam Mine. Frank first 

came to the area as a cook at the mine. After he 

stopped cook ing for the mine, Mr. Copper's (the 

manager at the mine) daughter carried on until it 

closed in 1945. Everything was intact in this mine 

when we arrived in this area but due to vandalism, 

everything was destroyed and stolen over the years. 

There was a power line built from the Caddy 

Lake, Kenora Line and parts are still in use today. 

In 1925, Major W.H . Hunt rode a horse through 

the bush and swamp from Rennie when he was the 

engineer for the Manitoba Government. He was in 

charge of road construction of the original High-

way #1, which is now known as Highway 44. He 
built this highway from Whitemouth to the Ontario 

Border with horses, scrapers and wagons. The drill-
ing was done with hand steel at one one/ hundredth 

of today's costs. During this period, the sleeping 

sickness struck the horses and 28 horses died at Pen-

niac Bay. They were buried in the land just above 
where our present beach is today, being the only area 

where there was clay type soil where anything could 

be buried . While Major Hunt was working here, he 

homesteaded on the west end of Star Lake. He 

proved up on his homestead and got a title to the 
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property. His daughter and her husband still live 
in the original log cabin to this day. Major Hunt 
was very interested in prospecting and had hoped 
to make his fortune on gold. He drilled and blast-
ed many test pits but never realized his dreams. 

There was a mine operating on the east end of 
Falcon Lake . !t was a very high grade vein at to-
day's prices of $115.00 a ton. The operators high 
graded to a depth of 40 feet. This was called the 
Thompson elaim and was patented. In 1982 the 
Manitoba Government put it back on the market. 
l went over to re-stake it only to find l was ten days 
late. The operator worked it for a year. He brought 
an old tow truck across the lake on the ice and 
dragged it up the hill to his workings, and used it 
as a hoist to lift the ore from the pit. He shipped 
some ore out in barrels on the ski slopes road, and 
it is now, from all appearances, elosed. 

Northwest of Barren Lake, there were several 
mines. They shipped their ore to the Lake of the 
Woods to the Kemicia Mili on Kemicia Road for 
refining. They mostly elosed down around 1919. 

There is one mine operating today west of Star 
Lake. They have opened a seven mile road to their 
property . The area is fuli of old mine workings, even 
two shafts are in my front yard. 

I prospected and traced a high grade iron ore ap-
proximately half a mile wide and six miles long cir-
eling Penniac Bay, Star Lake and Lyons Lake. !t 
runs zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYUTSMLKJIHGFDCBywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSMLKIHGFDCBwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSLKIHFDCBwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSLKIHFDCB50"70 iron, but has a high content of sulphur, 
making it expensive to mill. There was a good show-
ing of uranium on Highway 44 near Bear Creek, 
but the Govemment has removed it from any fur-
ther work. There was a govemment report of tin 
on the east shore of West Hawk Lake, though I 
prospected for it and could not find any. 

This general area has a long history of mining ex-
plorations and I still believe there could be a profita-
ble mine in the area. At one time we had two 
quarries operating in this area, one for white mar-
ble, just west of Penniac Bay, and one for black 
marble behind Pete Dyke's place at Star Lake. 

If you walk down Broadway Avenue in Winni-
peg today, you can see the beautiful polished veneer 
of West Hawk Lake stone. 

As you can see, mining has played an important 
part in the history and development of our area, and 
there are some who still believe "There's Gold in 
Them Thar Hills" . 

This is a copy of a letter that was left in a bottle 
from one prospector to another on the shores of Star 
Lake in 1931. 
Dear Bill, 

I have to leave for home. My knee got bad so I 
am leaving this at the old spot for you to get in case 
you come back from the States. lf you get here be-
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fore me you can stake the ground. l got free gold 
over the whole width 12 11 feet and I traced her near-
ly 11 a mile. She will average at least 10 feet all 
mineralized pyrite, a little galena and fine stuff all 
along. l will swear she will analyze over $20.00. l 
will write you to Califomia in case you get this. I'm 
afeard l can't get back this winter with this knee. 
lam making a rough sketch. You know the old lay-
out so should easily find it. 

Now Bill 1 trust you to do the square thing. Your 
people should pay $100,000. for this. !t's the best 
bet 1 have ever seen, another Comstock or I am beat, 
better than anything east of the boundary. Hope you 
are well. 

Tomy 
Good luck, Bill. Ileft my gol d pan buried under 

the broken pine on the second little lake. After you 
stake, you had better try to hide the trail in until 
we get her cinched. 

This letter was found by W.R. Clubb, minister 
of highways, and two engineers while they were sur-
veying. There was a rough hand-drawn map at the 
bottom of the letter to show the area referred to. 

Bev File, alias Ciem Kiddlehopper, a miner who 
worked at High Lake. 

/ 



Clalms map Star Laka araa. zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAtrJtrnJ

-r::?" • •  --J zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAonecUTSPNMIGDCP.;,C ywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAwvutsroliedYUOLJBAOLJBLOLJBLLLOLJBOLJBLLLLL,;'. r,..,., 5rt+J/t L ... 

'To ｃｉＮａｉｉｊＧ＠

L... 'S"b •  'S .. c: .;-9 - 171i 

ｾｯ｣Ｎ＠ 1>u.. e.,. .... t ""'I·n; .. ｾ＠
D."' ....... ｾ＠ ,..., ...... !"T ...... 

::D'" ....... ｾＮＮＮ＠ ｓｾ＠ .... ｊＮＨＢＧｉｃＺｾＢｏｯｪＮｯｇＮｾＮ＠

M,NIU UD . ＢＧｾ＠ ';D. S.G.. Po , ... . ｾＬ＠ . 
53 



Adolph Zimmerman and helpers lilting bloeks ol iee 
Irom the water at Lakeside Cabins. From here they 
were taken by truek to the iee-house, staeked tightly 
together, then eovered with many loads ol sawdust, 
where it would last all summer. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

PUITING UP leE 
By Olive Zimmerman 

Before eleetricity eame to our area, people de-
pended on iee for food keeping . Putting up iee was 
a big job and was dane in January and February. 
The men liked the iee to be between 20-30 inehes 
thiek and elear, where no flooding had taken place 
from the weight of snow. 

The biggest operation for putting up iee in aur 
area was at Creseent beaeh on West Hawk Lake. 
Mr. Bill Blaekwell would keep a eheek on the depth 
of the iee and the weather. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYUTSMLKJIHGFDCBywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSMLKIHGFDCBwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSLKIHFDCBwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSLKIHFDCBIt eouldn 't be too eold 
because ance they opened the hole in the ice, they 
didn't want it to freeze too much at nighL The first 
thing that had to be dane was to shovel roads to 
the site. Also, the area where the ice was to be cut 

The biggest iee eutting operation in the area. Here 
Mr. Blaekwell is marking olf the lee in large squares ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPNMLKJIHGDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCBywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCB
with a circular iee-saw . 
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A truekload ol iee on its way to an ice house in the 
area. Sometimes the iee was taken Irom here to liII 
iee houses at Toniata and Penguin Camps as well as 
to iee houses belonging to private eottage owners and 
businesses around West Hawk. 

had to be eleared plus an area a good distance al! 
around the exeavation site sa the men and equip-
ment had space to moye. 

Then the ice was marked off in squares. The depth 
of the ice determined the size of the blocks. Mr. 
Blackwel! had an ice cutter that he had made with 
a circular saw blade and powered with a 10 horse-
power gasoline motor. This saw blade would be set 
sa as not to cut al! the way through the ice, but deep 
enough sa that when it was hit with a sharp ice chisel 
it would break straighL One ar twa men would do 
the cutting and break ing of the bloeks. The morn-
ing the hole was opened, there were usual!y quite 
a few men and trueks on hand. A conyeyer powered 
by a fiye horsepower motor lifted the bloeks from 
the water on to trucks and they were then hauled 
to ice houses at Sam's Garage, Blackwood Cabins 
(naw Keystone Resort), Lakeside Cabins, Green Bay 
Cabins, Caddy Lake Camp, C .B.C. cabins and the 
Trans-Canada Restaurant (naw West Hawk Inn). 
Mr. Blackwel! also stored ice in a big ice house near 
where the United Church naw stands. He would fili 
this iee house and sel! it to people in private cottages 

in the summer. 
After this was all dane, sawdust had to be hauled 

and paeked al! around the ice and on top. This 
would keep the ice unti! fal! if neeessary. 

When the ice was al! stored at West Hawk, the 
equipment was moyed to Falcon, where the ice was 
cut and stored for Penquin and Toniata camps. 
Same years, Falcon Lake would flood from the 
weight of the snow and they would haul their iee 
from West Hawk. 

This tradition came to an end 5hortly after hydro 
came to the area in the late 19505. 



Cs!. Regina Marini, Cs!. John Roskam, CS!. Jim 
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HISTORY OF R.C.M.P. 
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Falcon Beach Detachment is a relatively new 
detachment and we do not have a great deal of in-

formation . 
The Province of Manitoba developed Falcon Lake 

Beach as a summer resort area. A shopping centre 
and golf course were completed by 1960. The Deputy 
Minister of Mines and NaturaI Resources request-
ed that the Force assume the policing of the area. 
The Deputy Attorney-General asked Assistant Com-
missioner Bullard, the Commanding Officer of "D" 
Division, to look into the matter. The Falcon Beach 
area had been policed by the detachment at 
Whitemouth, but, as the population in Falcon Beach 
had grown so rapidly, it was felt that a summer 
detachment should be opened at Falcon Beach. As-
sistant Commissioner Bullard proposed that one of 
the men at Whitemouth be sent to Falcon Beach for 
the summer with an additional member. Accommo-
dation for the member could be obtained in the Ad-
ministration Building of the Department of Mines 
and Resources. On May 19, 1960, a summer detach-
ment was established at Fa1con Beach with Consta-
ble E.J . Cutts, Regimental Number 16042, in 
charge, and Constable W.R. Fuller, Regimental 
Number 20264. On April 1, 1961, Falcon Beach 
Detachment became a permanent detachment. 

A new Public Building was completed in 1962 and 
the detachment moved into this building. These 
quarters did not prove totally satisfactory and, in 
1967, the Force entered into an agreement with Mag-
nacca Agencies for the construction and lease of a 
new building. The office was completed August 2, 
1967, and the Married Quarters were completed in 
July. This building was later purchased by the Force. 

Since the detachment's establishment in 1960 until 

the end of 1985, approximately 70 RCMP officers 
have been stationed at Fa1con Beach Detachment. 
What started as a 2-man Constable detachment has 
now grown to a 6-member detachment with a Ser-
geant as the Detachment Commander. 

The detachment polices the area from the Ontario-
Manitoba border to a location 2 miles west of 
Hadashville with the north boundary ending approx-
imately 6 miles north of Hadashville on the west end 
and at the Telford Tower on PTH 44 on the east 
end. The south boundary end s approximately 25 
miles south of East Braintree and includes a por-
tion of Shoal Lake on the Manitoba si de of the 
Ontario-Manitoba border. The Winnipeg Water 
Works Intake is also included . 

By (L.R. Stright), Sgt. 
Detachmeot Commander 

As part of our ongoing police community rela-
tions program, Detachment members have been par-
ticipating in a number of activities . 

During National Police Week, May 1988, Falcon 
Beach members attended at the Fa1con Beach and 
Reynolds Schools, which are the two schools locat-
ed in the detachrnent's jurisd.iction. The purpose was 
to select the winner of a new mountain bicycle for 
each schoo!. The bicycles were purchased from 
profits raised during the annual R.C.M.P. Falcon 
Beach Golf Tournament in which approxirnately 120 
officers and friends of the Force participate annu-
ally. Following a draw from the hat, Sarah 
McNichol, Grade VI, Falcon Beach School and 
Adam Dmytrow, Grade IV, Reynolds School, were 
the lucky winners. The bicycles were presented to 

the winners in June at the R.C.M.P. Open House 
along with a copy of Petro Canada's "Right Riders" 
video dealing with bicycle safety. I suspect many of 
you have seen the T. V. advertisement on this safe-
ty program. 

In July 1987, the Falcon Beach R.C.M.P. held 
its 2nd annual 5 km. Fun Run. Rain and cool 
weather did not dampen the spirits. One hundred 
and twenty people participated and a pancake break-
fast served by the Winfal Seniors folIowed the event. 
The profits of the run were used to purchase a ca-
ble ride unit for the Falcon Beach Schoo!. The con-
struction of the platform was made possible thanks 
to the joint effort of the Department of Natural 
Resources from Falcon as well as Manitoba Hydro. 

Cost for the cable ride unit and structure amount-
ed to over $1,000.00. On the 10th of July 1988, the 
3rd annual Falcon Beach R.C.M.P. Fun Run was 
once again, a great success. Over 165 people par-
ticipated and a course record of 15:59 was estab-
lished. Once again, the weather d.id not co-operate 
but participants and spectators enjoyed themselves. 
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Over $1,300.00 was raised and a microwave oven 
and fridge were purchased for the Falcon Beach 
Schoo!. A big thank-you to all the volunteers who 
helped out. 

R.C.M.P. Open House - Sunday, June 12, 1988 

- An estimated 700 people attended the Open 
House hosted by the detachment. This gave the pub-
lic an opportunity to tour the detachment, examine 
the breathalyzer, Alert, radar, police vehic1es, police 
boat, drug display, police dog and underwater recov-
ery equipment. AlI detachment members were 
dressed in red serge. Two members were wearing 
period uniforms. One was the uniform of 1873 when 
the North West Mounted Police came into existence, 
the other was a uniform worn during the late 1800's. 
The public expressed their appreciation in seeing 
representatives from the Kenora Detachment of the 
Ontario Provincial Police, Winnipeg City Police, 
Park Ranger, Manitoba Police Crime Prevention 
Unit, Whiteshell Volunteer Fire Department and the 
Falcon Lake Ambulance Service. Complimentary 
food and refreshments were made available through 
the kind donation of the local citizens. The assistance 
by a handful of the local ladies in serving the snacks 
was greatly appreciated . 

Open bouse at Faleon Beach detachment ... 
KIDS DISCOVER 
COPS ARE TOPS 

Last week was Police Week. To mark the occa-
sion the Falcon Beach detachment of the RCMP 
hosted an open house and invited area schools and 
other interested vi si tors to tour their facilities and 
see for themselves wbat law enforcement is zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAalI about. 

Vintage uniforms were worn as well as the modern 
serge. Little bits of history filtered through as well 
as a lot of explanation about modern day 
procedures . 

Each child who visited had a chance to be fin-
gerprinted , locked in the cell, try on handcuffs, sit 
in a police car, tum on the siren and talk on the 
radio. Anybody with enough breath was encouraged 
to try the ALERT and had the mechanics of the 
breathalyzer explained. 

Other park personnel such as Doug Ursel, am-
bul ance supervisor and Marilyn Demjanew, park 
ranger, were also on hand to explain their jobs. 

Constable John Roskam explained one of the 
reasons for the special day was to help people, es-
pecially kids, understand what law enforcement is 
all about. He feels too many kids have the wrong 
idea by either watching "cop shows" on television 
or hearing their parents say things like, "Be good 
or the police will get you." 

Constables made a hot dog lunch for the SO-plus 
school children who came from Reynolds School 
and Falcon Beach Schoo!. 
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ｗｨｩ･＠ the hot dogs and buns were supplied by the 
detachment, Old Dutch donated potato chips, Fal-
con ｂｵｩ､ｩｮｧ＠ Supplies supplied sof t drinks and 
Dominion Stores in Kenora donated cookies and 
other treats. A take-home packet of material geared 
for ｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮ＠ included safety tips from St. Johns 
Ambulance and gift certificates from McDonalds 
of Kenora . 

EARLY DAYS SCHOOLING 
AT WEST HAWK LAKE 1938-40 

By Olive Zimmerman 

The first school in the area was at the home of 
the Nellises who had three children of school-age 
and the ranger's daughter was also ready for 
schooling. 

The Nellises owned what is now known as the 
West Hawk Lake Resort. This was the first store 
and resort in the area. 

The first three teachers, consecutively, were Alex 
Gibb, Edith Hodgkinson and Charlotte Green . 

The exact dates they taught are not known, but 
Miss Hodgkinson took over from Mr. Alex Gibb 
in mi d-term in the winter of 1938-39 and taught till 
the end of that school year at least, then Miss Green 
taught after that. 

These teachers boarded with the parents of a 
student. 

SCHOOLlNG AND SCHOOLS 1952-90 

By Ella Schindler 

The next school in the area opened in 1952. Up 
till then , there were not the required seven students 
to open a schoo!. Taking a correspondence course 
at home or being sent away were the a1ternatives. 
However, by 1952 several families had bought bus-
inesses and moved into our area and we had the re-
quired seven. 

A meeting was hel d with the Minister of Educa-
tion (at that time Mr. Miller) to discuss having a 

1952 first class ol students at school on PR 301 . 
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Falcon Beach school zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

school. AlI agreed that a school was needed, but the 
Board of Education was not prepared to build us 

one at this time, suggesting if we could su ppl y our 
own building, a school could be organized. Harry 
and Margaret Ealing, who had the concession at Star 

Lake (now Keswick BibIe Carnp), volunteered to let 
us have a room in their new home. Dur seven pupils 

were: Beginner elass - Donnie Good, Johnnie 

Polkowski and Edna Schindler. Grades 3 and 4 -
David and Bob Ealing. Grade 5 - Mae Ealing and 
Myrna Schindler. Dur first teacher, Miss EIsie 

Prokopski, was from the Prawda district. Because 
we were in unorganized territory, our school was 

classed as a special school and came under the su-

pervision of Mr. Graf ton, at that time inspector of 

special schools. 
In the spring of 1953, the Ealings needed the elass-

room for their store business and the school was then 
held in a log bunkhouse. This little log building 

served the purpose - but left much to be desired. 

lt was very cold in the winter. Much of the caulk-
ing was gone from between the logs, and one could 
see outside in places. The wooden floor had many 
knotholes, one of which the teacher, Miss Drew, 

caught her heel in and tripped. The pupils found 

this quite funny. I t was hard to sweep this floor and 
keep things elean. This work was all don e by the 

teacher and the pupils. In the fall of 1953, we had 
two more children, Carol and Hugh Gannon, who 

attended for about six weeks while their father 
worked in the area. 

Our teacher for the following term was Mr. 

Walter Matyshynee and during the year the Forest-
ry let us use their new bunkhouse as our school-
house. This was in the same area at West Hawk and 

was quite an improvement. Classes carried on here 

for the rest of 1954 and for the 1955 term. Due to 

more families steadily moving into the area, enroll-

ment was steadily growing. The Department began 

making plans to build a school. 

In 1956, a schoolhouse was built across the road 

from the Hydro substation on P . R. 30 l. One of the 

Park Officer's houses is now located on the same 
site. Our teacher in 1956 was Miss Shirley Senchuk 

from East Braintree and enrollment had increased 

to 26 pupils. Miss Senchuk worked hard to organize 

our school into mixing in sports with other schools . 
The. pupils ｴｨｯｾｯｵｧｨｬｹ＠ enjoyed their first game 
｡ｧ｡ｬｾｳｴ＠ an outslde school, namely Rennie, to say 
nothmg of all the parents in the cheering section. 
She also organized Field Day, taking her students 
on their first field trip to Bemidji, Minn. This was 
a real highlight for the children. 

Mr. Graf ten visited the school periodically. 
By 1959, the Department of Education in Win-

nipeg felt a larger permanent school with more fa-
cilities was a necessity. Better and larger playgrounds 
and equipment for same were also needed. 

At this time, the Townsite at Falcon was being 
developed. The government was building an 18-hole 
golf course and a shopping mali to house a drug 

store, grocer store, laundromat, hardware, restaur-
ant, hairdressing shop and later the Falcon Beach 
Post Office (the only post office in the area was the 
Whiteshell P.O. at West Hawk Lake). With this in 
mind, it was felt the most suitable place would be 
where the present school is located. 

When the school was first built, the summer doc-
tor's office was located there till a space was ready 
in the shopping malI, and the first curling banquets 
were served in the c1assrooms before the elubrooms 

were built in the Cornrnunity Club. 
In 1958, a fully modern school was opened with 

two elassrooms, a science room and a teacher's 
office. When the 1958-59 school term opened, there 
was an enrollment of 24. The teacher was Mr. 
Walter Malnyk from Winnipeg. The following term 

Mrs. C. Feilberg from East Braintree was the 
teacher, then Mrs. Elspeth Fitzmaurice taught for 
the term 1960-61. During these years there were chil-

dren in every grade from 1 to 8 and one teacher. 
The highest enrollments were 34 in 1962-63, 38 in 

1963-64 and 39 in 1964-65. 
Mrs. A. Burdeny very capably taught every grade 

School bus 
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for several years, but as attendance grew it was plain 
another teacher was required. 

For the first time during the 1969-70 term the 

school had two teachers. Enrollment was 53. Mrs. 
Burdeny was the principal and the second teacher 
was Mrs. Martha Ratushniak. The following year zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

FaJeon Beach SchooJ, grades 4-8, 1967 

Top row: Colin MOflat, Alan SchaJdemose, Wayne Zimmerman, Billy Hamilton, BObby Hamilton, Barry Senkaw, 
Gary Niniverta. Second raw: Debby ?, Donna TOd, Barbara Hamilton, Jenni!er Fitzmaurice, Susan Loeppky, Kath. 
leen Stem, Lori Ziemanski, Sherry Kumhyr. Third raw: Lea Pretsell, Audrey Zimmerman, Cathy Major, Christine Podal. ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPNMLKJIHGDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCBywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZWTPMLKJIHGDCB
chuk, Donna Krysko, Barbara Zimmerman, Larna Winslow. Teacher, Mrs. Burdeny. 

FaJeon Beach SChooJ, grades 1-3, 1967 

. Back row: Tim Lerch, Randy Pen ner, Eric Pretsell, Brian Zimmerman, Rabin Tod, Greg Ziemanski, Terry Petrow, 
David. Penner, D,,:vld Tod. Center ｾｯｷ Ｚ＠ Dale Mayers! Donald Zimmerman, DarrylI Niniverta, Sharon Krysko, Kim Stem, 
Deslne Lerch, Mlcheal Petrow, Jlmmey Bueck, Gilbert Mauchaud. Front row: Susan Schaledemose, one missing, 
ｇｾ･ｮ＠ ｂｾｲ｡ｧ･ｲＬ＠ Collette Wallace, Lynn Pretsell , Wendy Major, Cindy Sen kaw, one missing, Cathy Wallace. Teacher, 
LOIs Rarn. 
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there was an enrollment of 57 and for many years 

the enrollment remained high. But there has been 

a slow decline to the present 20 to 25 students . 
This is the same school that operates today. There 

have been additions and many improvements. The 
school is adequately equipped with a multi-purpose 

room, a well stocked library and a nursery school 
classroom. Many extra pieces of equipment, both 

in the playgrounds and in the classrooms, were do-
nated by Trans-Canada Pipelines who for years had 

several families residing in the area with ｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮ＠
going to the school. 

The school has always been serviced by a bus. 
Some of the drivers have been Martin Bucek who 

owned the Falcon Motel, Gordon Hamilton who 
owned Penguin Camp, Mike Gagawchuk who oper-
ated the lumber yard at Falcon and did carpentry 

work in the area, and the present driver Bob Par-

tridge, who has spare drivers when needed. They 
are Robbie Robinson, and Murray Imrie. 

After Grade 8 the children have to leave the area 
for high school. For many years they were bused 
to Whitemouth for grade 9 to 12. Now they are 

bused to Steinbach for their high schooling. 
Some of the high school bus drivers have been 

Jock Tod, Bert Vinet, Eddie Smorong, Gene Baze-
lo and the present driver is Moe McNichol1. 

The present staff at the school are principal 
Mike Vlasman and Jan Kaspick is the second teacher 
with Heather McDonald as the nursery and Shan-

non Tod a hel per. Vicki McNicholl is the secretary 

librarian and Vera Mayers is custodian. 

Other teachers have been LA. Mayers, Linda 
Scott, Lois Rain, Dave Dueck, Kathleen Matwee, 
Joey WinchelI, R.K. Chalmers, Maurice Kustiak, 

Barbara Linklator , Linda Reynolds, Doris Yaremke-
wick, Brenda Davies, Mrs. Jane MacKenzie, W. Ya-

worsky, Sheena Hall, Bill and Kerry Kinley, ｇ｡ｩ＠
Kress and Mrs. Marian ｍｩ､ｲ･ｷ＠ as a part time kin-
dergarten teacher. A former secretary was Edna 

Smorong. 
Students started going to Whitemouth for their 

high schooling about 1963. For a while an older stu-
dent drove, picking up the rest of the children along 
the way or at convenient locations for other par-
ents to meet him. Then, Jack Tod did the driving. 
For some time, the school bus that picked up the 

Rennie children started its run at Falcon, then picked 
up the West Hawk ｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮＬ＠ then went on to Ren-

nie and picked up the rest of the bus load and went 

on to Whitemouth, returning the same way in the 
evening. This was about a zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA10 hour trip for the first 
ones on the bus. 

John Molinski drove the school bus from West 
Hawk to Whitemouth from September 1963 till he 

retired in June 1976. (This information was gathered 
from the Whitemouth history book.) 

The last year students from this area graduated 

from Whitemouth school was in 1989. or these 
graduates from this area there are - teachers, nurses, 
engineers, electricians, R.C.M.P. officers, dental 

hygenists, secretaries and others who have gone on 

to jobs that have led to good professions. 

Falcon Beach ｓ｣ｨｯｾＱ＠ 1990· 1991. Front row: Aqulla Down, Meagan Imrie, Julie Abut, Burton Duncan, Emily 
Hamllton, Kelll Roach, Enc Young, Nell Surowich, Megan Maxwell, Tanya Woroniuk, Jenna Moore, Paul Sawka, Alex 
Greenaway .. Second row: Jen.na Benson, Lyndsay Shewlelt, Steven Sawka, Sandi Roach, Andrew Greenaway, Jen. 
nller SurowIch, CUrtlS Procevlat, Cara Lovell, lan Young, Dusty Maxwell, Devin Imrie, Amanda Shewlelt, Sayer Down, 
Jonathon Sheddon: Thlrd row: Cameron Duncan, Adam Greenaway, Kevin Zimmerman, Corley Lovell, Jon Bilen. 
duke, Kevl.n SurowIch, Greg Persoage, Trevor Proclviat, Patrick Howle, Jon Moore, Mali Boutilier, Bryan Howie. 
Back row. Shannon Tod, Janet Kasplck, Mlke Vlasman (princlpal), Vlckl McNicholl , Heather McDonald. 
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HAP l ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

TRANSCANADA PIPELlNES zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

- PROPOSED FALCON LAKE LOOP 

o :3 PERMANENT RESlDENCES 



MANITOBA NATURAL RESOURCES 1930-1990 
TIMBER SALES 

Under provincial adrninistration the amount of 
saw timber sales gradually increased whi!e the cut 
on timber berths decreased. The great bulk of rail-
way ties and transmission line poles also came from 
timber sales. As for pulpwood, about 60 percent of 
the quantity cut outside the pulpwood berth came 
from sales, the balance mainly from timber permits. 

At Falcon Lake Mike Manchulenko cut timber 
in the mid 1930s in the area where the fire break 
road is on the south shore. Before the golf course 
was developed there was a sawmill operation set up 
there. Mr. Iwacha, who operated a small store on 
Mo-Ka-Han beach, also had a sawmill operation. 
This operation was in business in the late 1940s and 
the early 1950s when the first lots on the south shore 
of Falcon were opening up and construction of cot-
tages there was starting. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

• •  * • •  

There were quite a few smalI sawmills in this area 
over the years. On the north shore of Falcon Lake 
E.J. Thomas had one which Dick Good operated 
for many years in the late 1930s till the early 1960s. 

At West Hawk Lake, Jock Tod operated a mill 
from the mid 1950s till sometime in the early 1970s. 
These are only two operations by local residents. 
There have been people from neighboring areas who 
have cut and milled and also have had pulp permits 
and delivered the pulp to the mill at Kenora. 

• • •  * •  

From the book zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBATriais to Rails to Highways 
(Whitemouth, Man.) we learn that when the rai!-
way went through in the 1870s the spruce was 20 
to 30 inches in diameter and records show one as 
large as 42 inches in diameter. 

FALCON LAKE 
By Carole Krysko 

In 1938, when Henry Krysko (my husband) was 
10 years old, he worked with his father, Michael 
Krysko, cutting firewood for Bailey Fuel of Win-
nipeg for 75e a cord. The areas they cut were the 
golf course, where the "Rehab Camp" was locat-
ed, as well as part of the area which is now the staff 
trai!er village. The tools and machinery they used 
were axes, buck saws and a team of horses. 

In 1953, Henry bought his first timber permit in 
the Whiteshell, northeast of Blueberry Hill. The 
price of pulpwood was $20 a cord delivered to the 
mili in Kenora. In the years following, he cut near 

an area called Mile 94 on the Greater Winnipeg 
Water District railway !ine, he also had a permit near 
Rennie. (Mr. Penner cut pulp and timber in the area 
around the trailer village at Falcon, but he was closer 
to the Trans Canada Highway.) 

As a matter of interest, Henry was the first pulp-
wood producer in 1951 to implement "gyppo" as 
a method of pulp production. A brie f explanation 
- cut trees down, use a tractor to pull tree lengths 
to the landing, (pile) push them together with the 
tractor, and cut into eight-foot lengths. The other 
producers were skeptical and laughed at hirn, claim-
ing that his method would never replace strip cut-
ting. It has come to pass that almost everybody uses 
Henry's method, but they are all highly advanced ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA
with their "nippers, " "slashers," etc. 

Henry was the first producer in the area to have 
a cable winch on his John Deere crawler, to use to 
winch one full cord at a time from the strip. This 
put an end to "hand bombing" the strip cutters 
cords on the sleighs to bring them to truck -access 
roads. 

When timber quotas were introduced in 1960. 
Henry was designated to cut in the area southeast 
of the ski run, off the fire guard road. He cut in 
that location for 25 years (1985). In 1971, he pur-
chased an additional timber quota designated to be 
cut at Be'lIla Lake. He was now cutting in two areas 
of the Whiteshell, Falcon Lake and Betula Lake. 

In May 1989 he was allocated an area near Big 
Whiteshell Lake to continue to cut the same quota 
he purchased at Betula in 1971, and Falcon in 1960. 

In November 1990, Ward Perchuk, Head Forest-
er , and Henry cruised the area to be cut at Big 
Whiteshell Lake. Henry hopes to continue produc-
ing pulpwood for another 20 years. 

Incidentally, the price of one cord of spruce is 
$84 (delivered to the mill) and $76 for a cord of pine 
(delivered to the mili) is the 1990 rate. 

SOME OF THE MORE COMMON TREES 
AND SHRUBS IN THE WHlTESHELL 

Our forests and the lumbering industry, along 
with the fur trade and mining are the oldest indus-
tri es in the Whiteshell, dating back to before the 
tourist trade started, and to before the area was 
proclaimed a park. 

A tree is defined as a woody perennial, usually 
20 feet tall or more, other smaller species are com-
monly known as shrubs, but there is a very fine line 
drawn between the two. 

The White Birch 

The bark or outer layers of this tree was what the 
native people of this country used to build canoes 
to navigate the waterways of this country. They were 
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strong and light in weight. The inner wood is hard 
enough to make lumber, some of whieh is used in 

furniture. 

The PopI ar 
There are two predominate members of this fa-

Ｇ ｭｩｹ＠ in the Whiteshell, the blaek popI ar , whieh 
grows around low, swampy areas and is one of the 
first trees to produee bud s and pussy willows in the 
spring. The white popI ar is the favorite food of the 
beaver and also some animals like the rabbit, and 
the deer will feed on the outer bark of downed trees 
in the winter when their natura! food is hard to find. 

The Oak 
This hard wood tree is widely looked upon for 

furniture and years ago was used for a high grade 
tlooring. The one in the WhitesheU is rea!ly the serub 
oak. 

The Manitoba MapIe 

This tree is rea!ly classed as a shrub and is renown 
for its autumn foliage. 

The WilIow 

The fresh shoots of this shrub are a favorite food 
of the moose. Lamps, table legs, handles for draw-
ers and eupboards and other things have been 
fashioned from these shrubs. They are known as 
"Diamond Willow" furnishings. 

The Spruce 

This eonifer tree is one of the most harvested trees 
in the Whiteshell both for its value in the pulp in-
dustry and also for lumber. The large first growth 
trees have all been harvested, but younger trees are 
big enough now for bot h lumber and pulp. 

The Jack Pine 

This hardy conifer can often be found growing 
out of eraeks in rocks where the seeds have dropped 
or been stored for food by birds or !ittle animals. 
This tree is used for both pulp and lumber. 

The Tamarac 

This conifer grows around the edge of ponds and 
in swamps. Unlike most other eonifer this tree's nee-
dles tum a brilliant orange in the fali and drop to 
the ground, growing new ones every spring. These 

new needles are a sort of yellow-green in color and 
contrast greatly to the other conifer around them. 

The Cedar 

This large coniferous tree has a form of leaves 
not needles, that it does not shed. When ｴｨ･ｳｾ＠
branches are brought into the house in the winter 
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they give off a pleasant ararna. Lumber from (hese 
trees is used in making chests and lining cupboards 
among other things. 

The Balsam Fir 

This tree, a lthough not as popular as the spruce 
and pine for pulp and timber, is used in the indus-
try. An oily aromatic substance from these trees 
makes a soothing ointment. 

From a booklet 

SOME EDlBLE AND POISONOUS BERRIES 
By Dianne Beaven 

POISONOUS BERRIES 

At same time ar another all of us have been 
warned of the danger of eating unfamiliar wild ber-

ries, because they might be poisonous. Strawberries, 
blueberries, and sa forth are, of course, known to 
be safe and easily recognized. There are many 
others, however, of which we are uncertain. 

There are same berries, while nOl really danger-
ous, that are very unpleasant, bitter, and often in-

edible. Others cause severe discomfort and sickness. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

"Poisonous", when used to refer to berries, can 
have several connotations. Firstly, it can mean "dan-
gerous" in the sense af causing sickness or disease, 
but seldom death, and secondly, "unpleasant", so 

as to be inedible. 
AlI the plants listed here do not necessarily have 

poisonous fruit: same definitely do; same are doubt-
ful; and still others have some poisonous parl zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAto 

their formation. AlI, however, are to be particularly 

noted. 
The following are same of the most common ones 

found in the Whiteshell. 

Dogwood ,,\ 
Several species of shrubs. They ｾ＠ ｾ ｉ＠

ｾ＠range from twa to three feet high to ' wtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAjl. 
smali trees. The grayish-white berries, 
ripe in August, are acid and bitter, but "& 

not actually poisonous. .=. 

Juniper 

A law spreading shrub, often in spa-
cious circular patches. Dry soil; com-
mon. Bluish berries from July to 

winter. The ｯｩ＠ from the berries is said 
to be poisonous, but in same Europe-
an countries it is used extensively for 
cooking and preserving. 
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Poison Ivy 
A shrub, one or more feet high, in 

open thickets and woods. White or 
cream berries, August to October. 
Common. The plant is well known to 
be poisonous, but nobody appears to 
have tested the edibility of the berries, 
though birds eat them freely. Best left 
alone. 

Virginia Creeper 
A climbing shrub, several feet high. 

Purple berries, September and Oc-
tober. Not pleasant enough to eat and 
regarded by some as poisonous. They 
are often mistaken for wild grapes and 
the two plants occasionally grow side 
by side. 

Water Arum 
Low herb, wit h a long acrid root-

stock. Cold bogs. Seeds surrounded by 
jelly. Bright red, in September. The 
rootstock and leaves are not who le-
some, and this probably applies to the 
berries also. 

EDIBLE BERRIES 

The edible berries listed here are 
ones common to the Whiteshell 
Provincial Park. Many of them can be 
successfully and economically used in 
home cooking, as soon as one is cer-
tain that they are safe to consume. 
These lists and illustrations are 
designed to help in determining this 
with a degree of certainty. 

Blueberry 
Huckleberry, whortleberry. Low 

shrub, one or two feet high, in open 
places. Across all Canada. Purplish-
blue berries. 1 uly and August. One of 
the best known and most widely dis-
tributed of our fruit. Ali species are 
edible and delicious. Can be used in 
various ways in home cooking. 

Hawthorn 
Shrub, or small, thorny tree, up to 

15 feet high. Throughout Canada. 
Scarlet, yellow, and even black fruit. 
September and October. Make very 
good jelly. Care should be taken to 
strain out the seeds. 

Gooseberry ｾ＠Shrub, about three feet high, some- " 

times prickly. ｾ｣ｲｯｳｳ＠ C.ana?a. Yellow ｾ＠
to crimson frul!, npemng ID August. 
Fruits can remain ripe on bush afler 
ripening. Some species produce 
smooth-skinned fruits. p' 

Bunchberry 
A low plant, to 9 inches tall, woody 

at base, herbaceous at top, growing 
from slender underground rootstock. 
Damp, cold woods. Scarlet fruit, 
about zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAV." in diameter, with smooth 
globul ar pit. luly and August. Plant 
is attractive and finds a place in some 
wild gardens. Berries not very att rac-
tive, being somewhat tasteless. 

Cherry 
Tall shrub of smali tree. Choke and 

Pin Cherries. Across Canada. luly to 
September. Red to purplish-black 
fruit. The genus PRUNUS includes 
both the cherries and the plums. A bit-
terness in the fruit is caused by prus-
sic acid, a poison, and the kerneis in 
the seeds should not be eaten in quan-
tity. They make good jelly, jam, wine, 
syrup, vinegar, and choke cherry 
butter. 

Cranberry 

Creeping evergreen shrub with stems ｾ＠
four to ten feet long, forming dense ""'........ . 
mats. Bogs and swamps. Red fruit, 
September to October. Not very palat- (\, ＭｾＮ＠
able rawo 

Saskatoon 

Usually a shrub eight to nine feet ｾ ＧＩ＠
high, but may grow into a smali tree. .' .. ' ｾＧ＠ . 
luneberry or Shadbush. Over most of \ 
Canada, except the north. lune to Au-
gust. Red to purplish or blue-black ＭｾＧ＠

fruit. May be eaten raw. The large ' '. 
seeds are somewhat objectionable. ,.' 

Rose 
Prickly bush, three or four feet 

high. Ali across Canada. Red fruits, ｾＮ Ｌ＠ Ｌ ｾＨＮ＠
July or into winter. The bristly seeds (Co, , . > 
in most species must be removed or "' . 
they may cause serious irritation of the wtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljifdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAoJ ' ｾ＠
throat. Some are fit to eat raw; others ｾ ｦＧ＠
make excellent jellies and jams. The =. 
various garden kinds are also edible. 
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Rich in vitamin C, as are most wild 

fruits. 

Plum 
Smali trees, 8 to 10 feet high, with 

white ar creamy fragrant flowers. Red 
to purple fruit. August and Septem-

ber. Seldom good to eat raw. 

Rowan ｾ＠Mountain Ash. Smali tree, up to . _ 
twenty feet. Bright red fruit in clusters. ｟Ｎｾ＠

September to October. Also in cultiva-
ton. Berries are unpleasant to same. ' 

Our fruit bearing native shrubs and plants play 

a most important part in providing bot h food and 
shelter for insectivorous birds and upland game 
birds. They a1so hel p to promate the healthy growth 
of native trees throughout the parkI and belt of the 
prairies and for the same reason are of value for 
use in the development of shelter belts. Many of 

them make excellent ornamentaIs when transplant-
ed to the home grounds. 

Early settlers depended on su ch wild berries for 
jams, jellies and preserves and they still provide the 

｢ｾｳ･＠ for many favourite home recipes, including 
Wilie. The staple food of the fur trade days "pem-
mican" was dried buffalo mea t pounded and com-

ｰｲ･ｳｳ･ｾ＠ into cakes by adding native berries. Today 
the frun of many wlld plants still provide a source 

of food which could be of great importance to a per-
son lost in the woods. 

WHfTESHELL TRAPPERS ASSOCIATION 
By Olive Zimmerman 

There has always been an abundance of w'ld\"f 

in the Whiteshell Park. From stories handed ｾｯｾｾ＠
from years ｧｯｾ･＠ we know that Indians travelled 
ｴｨｲｯｵｾｨ＠ the reglan many years ago, trapped, fished 

and Plcked wlld nce both for their Own surviv I 
and for sale ar trade. Before registered traplina , 

eame into being in the early 1940s same homestea:' 

ers and other people living in the area trapped in 
the wmter to supplement their ineome. The Saren. 

sons, who Iived north of the traek in the Caddy Lake 

area, we re one of these families and they got the 
line when it was registered and same of the family 
trapped it till the late 1980s. 

Registration of traplines was put forward and de-
veloped under the aegis of Harold E. Wells who zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAwas 
ance a member of the Manitoba Provincial Police. 

He lived in the north where there was a big problem 
with trappers eneroaching on one another's so-ca\led 
trapping areas. He drew up a map dividing areas 
into portions, giving trappers, where possible, areas 

near where they Iived. These were a11 registered with 
the Manitoba Government and given a number, and 

were known as registered trapIines. Atrapper kept 
the line as long as he was able to trap it. Ihe first 
registered traplines were in the Summerberry region 
of northern Manitoba. 

Mr. Gerald Malaher who was with the Game 
Braneh of the Manitoba Government was another 

person who helped to implement this program. 
Same of the men that we know who were trap-

ping in the Whiteshell before there were registered 
lines were George Carlsan, A1ex Henschell and the 
Sorensons. 

Trapping is like farming, fishing and many other 
jobs. It's sort of a family business. In many cases 

it was also used to supplement the family income 
in the winter months. 
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In later years when there was more work to be 
had in the winter in the Whiteshell, som e of these 
men continued trapping, often going out in zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAalI kinds' 

of weather to check the traps. 
Some of the first registered traplines in the 

Whiteshell went to people who had already been 
trapping, like Alex Henschell, who started in 1929. 
Henry Henschell also got his line when they we re 
first registered. Holger and Rudi Sorenson, who had 
been trapping around their homestead for years, 
each got their trapline in 1946. Ed McInnes and Al-
len Rodgers also got their lines in 1946. Bernard 
French got his in 1947 and Ed Schindler in 1948. 
These are some of the first lines that were let in the 
Whiteshell. The Bartleys, zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAlim, Harvey and lohn-
ny, all started trapping when they were growing up 
at Colver, Man. They all have traplines in the 
Whiteshell, some as long as 35 years. Adolph, Rudi, 
August and Philip Zimmerman all started trapping 
as boys growing up near Darwin, Manitoba and they 
all have had traplines in the Whiteshell, some be-
tween 35 to 40 years. 

Some of the older trappers can tell how much the 
coming of power toboggans has helped them get-
ting to the more remote areas and back. The con-
nabear traps have stopped the loss of many animals. 
They also tell stories about being on their traplines 
and listening to the loon in the early morning when 
there isn't another thing around to disturb the peace 
and quiet. Or drifting down rivers and streams in 
the spring and watching a moose feeding in the 
elders at the edge of the water, unaware of anyone 
around. Or coming across a family of otters slid-
ing down a rock into the water having a little play 
with one another and then doing it all over again. 
The other si de of the picture is destruction caused 
by overpopulation in many cases. You are all 
familiar with the loss of trees around your cottages. 
This is caused by beaver having to come near where 
people are living looking for some food. That's one 
reason why the trappers hel p keep the balance of yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
nature. 

Some of the older trappers can also tell of how 
the price of fur can change. In the 30s fur was a 
good price, then it dropped to where it wasn 't worth 
trapping. In the late 60s it started to pick up again 
and stayed that way till the late 1980s. Here are a 
few comparisons. A fox sold for $7.50 when the 
prices were low would bring $150. when the prices 
were at their peak. A Iynx would bring $3.00 to $6.00 

when the prices were down and would sell for $600. 
when the prices were up. Another thing with sell-
ing furs, the price reflected what was popular that 
season in the fashion world, sometimes it was long 
haired animals and other times it was the short 
haired ones the buyers were bidding on. 

The Whiteshell Park is divided into 25 separate 
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registered trapIines. They range in size from 110 

square miles down to 20 square miles. Boundaries 
are a combination of Section, Range and Township 
lines plus the Provincial Park Boundary. 

The main species of animaI caught in the 
Whiteshell is the beaver folIowed by muskrat, ot-
ter, mink and the long hair which include timber 
wolf, bear, red and cross fox, Iynx and most recently 
fisher and marten. 

The purpose of trapping in the WhiteshelI is 
twofold . The first is the stabilization of the animaI 
population so it may be maintained at the highest 
capacity (largest numbers) that the food supply will 
sustain. The second, of course, is the monetary re-
ward for the sale of the pelts folIowed very closely 
by the trappers' "Iove" of the outdoors. 

Most of the registered trappers in the WhiteshelI 
trap to supplement their income. Many of the 
traplines have been in the trappers' families for 
several generations and providing the interest and 
qualifications are met, they have been passed on to 
sons and daughters. 

Trapping seasons vary for each species of animaI. 
Beaver, for example, opens October 15. This ena-
bIes the trapper to take nuisance beaver from along 
the railway traeks, highways and to concentrate on 
beaver which may be causing problems to the 
cottager. 

Other seasons open progressively as the fur on 
the animals become "prime." For example, the long 
hair species (wolves and fox) open in mid-November 
and close in mid-February at which time the fur is 
"off" or rubbed. 

Registered trappers in the WhitesheIl are a very 
progressive group. They have participated in new 
trapping techniques and constantly work to improve 
trapping methods in the Park. 

TRAPPERS OF THE PAST 

By Pat Kozak 

It was in the winters of 1935-40 that Ed McIn-
nis, a local trapper to this day, did most of his visit-
ing and delivery of goods to five pioneer trappers 
of days gon e by. He has more stories to tell than 

I have space to report in. 
He would deliver groceries that were sent to trap-

pers by train to the whistle stop known as DecimaI. 
From there Ed wouId chuck them into the sleigh and 
off he would go with his dog team to visit the 

traplines of the Whiteshell, owned by Scott y ｈ｡ｭｾｬﾭ
ton, Frank Hardisty, brothers Bill and Tom Reld 
and lim Finley. They were all trappers located at 
Mallard Falls and Lone Island. Scott Y was on the 
outlet of Lone Island while Tom was on lessie. 
Lake. 

Ed's trapline was right through the area at Red 
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Rock, Rice Lake and Brereton. He'd sometimes stay 
away for days at the forks of Lone Island and the 
Little Whiteshell. Ed also knew the already famous 
trap per known as Alex Kolansky very well . 

Ed's late brother Bill Mclnnis and his father 
Hugh also had a trapline up at the narrows on Lit-
tle and Big Whiteshell. 

Frank Hardisty was one fellow who stayed in the 
bush year round. He never really trapped himself 
but belonged to the old Hudson Bay Trading Post 
Company and acted as a buyer while he lived up 
north in the 'Olden Days'. 

Frank was a jolly person who lived for today. 
He'd have a lump sum of money, like in the thou-
sands, but it was gone shortly after. 

He was a married man with a son Pete, but his 
family preferred to remain in civilization instead of 
the bush, so he lived alone. 

Ed chuckled as he told me a story about how he 
would bring Frank some "Ogden's" tobacco and 
papers and he'd dig right in, not quitting to smoke 
until the can ran dry. Then he'd just have to wait 
it out until Mclnnis would visit again. At this time 
Hardisty was about 70 years of age. 

His brother Bill Haristy had his own cabin on the 
south end of Lone Island. He passed away in his 
later years at a cabin owned by Bill Scarfe on lessi-
ca Lake. 

Tobogganists of today have renovated this trap-
per's cabin to use a shelter and place to warm up 
for aspell. This cabin is now about 40 years old. 

lim Finley was yet another pioneer trapper who 
lived in Mallard Falls. He was also an engineer and 
surveyor. His brother Allan also worked for the 
governrnent and a problem arose as a result. As a 
rule, in those days they were told that no two mem-
bers of one family could hold the same government 
department job, so lim, who was a bachelor, chose 
to quit his job, since Allan had a family to support. 
That's when he headed for the bush and a life in 
the wilderness. He homesteaded there right after the 
First World War had ended way back in 1918. 

Ed laughed as he told me that every time he visited 
lim, his first job was to chop himself some firewood 
before water could be boiled for his cup of tea. 
Although we are told those days were hard, no one 
rushed around as we do today leading themselves 
to an early grave. 

Ed McInnis' dog team numbered eight. The lead 
being "Old Plug," an Alaskan Husky. 

He remembered well when my dad (John PodoI-
chuk) was a trap per who remained in the bush aU 
winter long. His cabin was situated along the 
southeastern trail about three miles east of Rennie 
near Pit Lake. When he married, mom went along. 
Dad also had a large dog team. In those days there 
were many bushmen a)ong with their wives or im-

mediate family cutting cordwood near Rennie. Some 
lived on1y a mile or so away from one another. 

Mom always comments "they were happy times, 
you appreciated your nearest neighbor and became 
very close friends" . She'd even tell how they (the 
ladies) would run from one place to another too 
scared to look back in case that "big, bad wolf" 
was close behind. 

Such were the days of yester-year, although one 
had to work very hard for their dolIar, the pioneers 
always say folks were happier, healthier and even 
more friendly. Nowadays people seem to feel less 
need to depend on their fellow man. 

SOME OF THE MORE COMMON 
WILD ANIMALS OF THE WIDTESHELL 

The Lynx 
This carnivore's cry, heard on almost every con-

tinent, resembles that of the wolf. A bloodthirsty 
creature, it follows its prey into the highest branches 
of the tallest trees. 

The Red Fox 
A native of Europe, Asia and Africa, is often seen 

in the Whiteshell and is easily tamed. This carni-
vore plans its raids with intelligence and then car-
ries out with cunning and cruelty. It will eat almost 
anything, eggs, fish, chickens, etc. but it most cher-
ishes tid-bits such as grapes and honey. 

Thls Ilttle lox would carry moulhluls ol lood down 
PR 301 lo Ihe den where Ihe young pups were. II was 
very Ilmld when II sensed a dlfferenl smeli around. 
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The Bat 
The wings of this chiropteran are made of resis-

tant membranes . This noctural mam maI flies 
through the darkness and guides himself by the high 
pitched noises which it constantIy emits. These 
sounds bounce back when they strike an object and 
the ears pi ck them up. 

The Mouse 
About the only spot on the earth where this ro-

dent is not found is upon certain islands (unimpor-
tant). zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAvtqpnmlkifecbaUPOJICAvtqpnmlkifecbaUPOJICAIt would be more likable if it didn't do so 
much damage. It swims, dimbs, burrows and will 
eat al most anything. Even though it is timid, it is 
curious and will go almost anywhere. (Ed note: there 
are several species of this mammaI in the 
ｗｨｩｴ･ｳｨ･ｬＮＩ＠

The Red Squirrel 
This agile rodent uses its tail as a stabilizer dur-

ing its amazing leaps. lt is a dean and vivacious fel-
low. An unappealing trait to many people is its 
canny ability to find and rob bird nests. 

The Flying Squirrel 
A bushy tail and folds of membranous skin 

stretched between the legs allow this rodent to leap 
distances of 100 feet. It lives in trees. 

The Ermine (WeaseI) 
This curious carnivore hunts mice and attacks 

bear and moose ｷｨｩ･＠ they sleep, dawing into their 
ears. lt will also attack an eagle and will not release 
its grip upon the bird even though it is carried into 
the aiL It has valuable fUL 

The Otter 
The energy displayed by this savage little creature 

is amazing. lt lives near lakes and rivers, swimming 
wit h great rapidity and killing more fish than it can 
possibly eat. It has valuable fUL 

The Black Bear 
This North American bear becomes very fat and 

heavy in the late fali. It hibernates during the winter 
and when it awakens in the spring it is as "hungry 
as a bear". It is then that it causes great damage 
in its search for food. It loves honey and berries and 
often digs up ant hills to get at the ants for a ｭ･｡Ｎ＠
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The Beaver 

Hunted for its fur, this animaI brought Ihe Hud-
son's Bay Com pan y to Canada over 300 years ago. 
They are excellent swimmers and can cul down trees 
with their chisel-like teeth. The male helps the fe-
male ｢ｵｩ､＠ the dams they fashion in the creeks, as 
well as their homes. 

The Rabbit 
A swi f t runner owing to the strength of its hind 

legs, this rodent is timid and found everywhere. The 
female lines the nest before the young are born with 
fur she pulls from her body. The snowshoe rabbit 
that is brown in the summer and white in the winter 
is the one seen most in the Whiteshell. 

The Timber Wolf 
Known over most of the regions of the world, lhis 

carnivore is more or less cowardly. lt travels in 
groups (packs) and then will attack almost any beasl, 
even man. lts ears are sharp and pointed and it has 
a long, bushy ｴ｡ｩＮ＠

The Coyote 
These animals have become quite plentifuJ in Ihe 

Jast few years in this part of the country. lt hunts 
over the countryside looking for rabbits, chickens 
and other smali animals. When it finds no meat, 
it will eat green com and fruits. It yelps and howls 
when the moon is fuli . 

The Moose 
This ruminant runs head-on through thickets and 

over the ice. The male, armed with huge, branched 
horns, does not fear to rush in to attack wolves and 
man. It lives in and around swampy forests. 

The Oeer 
This herbivorous creature lives in all parts of Ihe 

Whiteshell. Its branched horns are shed each fali 
and grow again in the spring. It is timid, slender 
and runs rapidJy through the forests and over the 
rocks when pursued. 

Ａ｢＼ｲｾ＠
ｴｩｯｯ｡Ｑｾ＠
ｾｦｵ［ｳ｡ｊｈｬ＠
ｾｾ＠ .. 



After the Province of Manitoba was formed in 
1870 there folIowed a long and acrimonious dispute 
with Ontario over the location of the boundary be-
tween the two provinces. The question was finally 
settled by a decision of the Privy Council in England 
in 1889. Survey parties were sent out in 1897 to mark 
the boundary from Lake of the Woods to the Win-
nipeg River, a distance of 58 ｭｩ･ｳＮ＠ Ontario offi-
cially accepted this surveyed portion of the boundary 
in 1899, Manitoba did not do so until 1929. 

Ed note: The above information was given to me 
with other material source unknown. 

The following are excerpts taken from a promo-
tional booklet published by the Oepartment of 
Mines and Natural Resources in 1939 named "The 
Whiteshell" Manitoba. 

Boundaries ol !he Whiteshell 
F orest Reserve 

The Whiteshell ｆｯｲ･ｳ＠ Reserve has an area af over 
1.000 square miles and is ｳｩｴｵ｡･､＠ in eastern Manitoba.. 
ｉ＠ is bounded by the Ontario boundary on the east; 

ｾＺ･ｾＺｮＡｫｧ＠ ｮｾ［ｴｵｨ･ｾｾｾｾ＠ ｾｨ･＠ ｴｾＺｳｾ［［［ｾｾｴｴｾｾｾ［ｩｮｯｦｩｾｾ＠
Pre-Cambrian Shield on the west. 

This playground, ｣ｯｮｴ｡ｩｮｩｮＭ same 200 lakes and 
numerous streams, was set aSlde by the Manitoba 
Government in 1931, and is dedicated to the zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAUJe and 
en;oyment of woodsmen and nature lovers. 

THE WHITESHELL 
"Where the North comes down to meet you" 

A land of lakes and streams, of granite cliffs and 
shady valleys, of turbulent waterfalls and placid 
pools ... the Whiteshell Forest Reserve beckons the 
tourist and sportsman to eastern Manitoba. 

For generations this area was known only to ln-
dians and to occasional prospectors and trappers. 
During the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries the 
North-West and Hudson's Bay Companies used the 
Winnipeg River as a main artery for travel and trade 
east and west. After the advent of railways to the 
Red River settlement, the Winnipeg River route to 
Lake Winnipeg fell into disuse and the country, in-
hospitable to settlers, reverted to its natural state. 

Jn 1932 the link of the Trans-Canada Highway 
between Winnipeg and Kenora was completed, and 
by the end of 1938 was hard-surfaced throughout. 

Province ol Maniloba 

"The WHITESHELL" 
Nowbere ｩ＠ Canada', «reat NorthLand ., c.a.aily .a::euibk .. 

in tbe Whiteabell Foreat R_rve in eutem Manitob&.. 

AD encbanted land ywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAyvutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAyutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAytsronljiaWTSQMLKJIHFECAytsronljiaWTSQMLKJIHFECAytsonliaWTQJIECoC ＮＦ･ｾｬ､＠ ITwt-breezy promontori_ 
cool ｾ､ｳ＠ and aunk.iued waten.. 

A land iili,reed by uysW laka-waaderinl Itreamku-
ｲｾｰｩ､＠ ""ate", and the mi,bty tumbl.io, lloodI oC. ,reat induatrial 

HOIt to tbe lum.mU .dvutuf'er OD pleuure brot-to thc 
lporllman and the. &.hennan-to tbe student or n-ature and tbe 
wildinp-or to tbe uc:ationi.t ｡･､ｲＮｩｊｬ＠ ｱｮＱｹ［ｾｴｋｭ＠ and the 
re.c;:rcatloD or mind and body. 

Reacbed C!Onvenieotly and plUMDtJy onr beautifw ｾ＠
hi,bw.y.. roadw.,.. and woodland traiU - aD invi,oratio.a: 
Dortbem. refup wbuc ｎＮｵｮＡ＠ .till bolda .w.,.. 

HOLIDA y IN ··THE WHITESHELL" zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBA
"lf/luN. ｴｊｲｾ＠ NorM comu down ID mul yQJ.l" 

Deparlment ol Mine. and Natural Resource. 
ｗｩｄｄｩｾｏ Ｌ＠ MnUoba 

HON. J. S. McDu,RMID, ｾＱｬｎｉｓｔｅｒ＠
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This important route runs for twenty-five miles 
through the Whiteshell Forest Reserve, past som e 
of its most beautifullakes, and is today one of the 

most scenie .highways of the North. 
The Whitesh';.1I Forest Reserve is easily reached 

from Winnipeg by No. I Highway over eighty-four 
miles or hard-surfaced road. 

The road follows the historic Red River Trail for 
twenty miles and crosses the Red River at Lockport. 
From there it traverses a fertile farming country and 

passes the limestone quarries at Garson, from which 
the beautifully mouled building stone known as 
Tyndall stone is obtained. After passing the thriv-
ing town of Beausejour the highway crosses the 
Brokenhead River, a charming little stream much 
frequented by pienickers and campers. From here 
the road elimbs steadily, crossing a height of land 
into the watershed of the Winnipeg River, and winds 
through the pine forests of eastern Manitoba. 

After passing the village of Whitemouth in the 
valley of the Whitemouth River, the first granite out-
croppings occur. Gradually the country becomes 
more broken, the road more winding, until near the 
village of Rennie at the western boundary of the 
Reserve, the scen ery becomes typical of the great 
Pre-Cambrian areas of northern Canada. 

The Whiteshell Forest Reserve is also easily ac-
cessible from Kenora, over thirty-two miles of 
rugged scenie country, along the Trans-Canada 
Highway. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

HISTORY 

The roving existence of the Indians, preeluding 
the construction of buildings whieh could survive 
more than a few years, hampered the archaeologist 

in search of Indian history in this locality. Until re-
cently only occasional Indian camp sites, trails and 
graves bore evidence of the earlier presence of this 
roving race in "The Whiteshell." 

In 1935, atrapper brought out word of peculiar 
designs laid out with boulders on smooth granite 
outcroppings a10ng the Whiteshell River. A smali 
party from the Manitoba Historie Society investigat-
ed and found a number of Ojibway ceremonia l 
mosaics, perfect examples of Neolithic art. As far 
as is known this is the only occurrence of these 
ceremonial sites in forested country, and these are 
also thought to be some of the most perfectly 
preserved on the North American continent. Snakes, 

tortoises and other shapes are c\early laid out. The 
largest of these designs covers nine acres of ground 
and awakens awesome men tal pictures of the 
ceremonies which took place here, with hundreds 
of solem n Indians stamping out the rhythm of the 

tomtom. The great variety of fish, ineluding the roy-
al sturgeon, an abundance or big game and fowl, 
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together with the wild riee found in this vicinity 

made the concourse of such large num bers of Indi-
ans possible. 

Sieur de la Verendrye was the first white man to 
see the Winnipeg River. In 1734, while searching for 

the Western Sea, this intrepid Frenchman penetrated 
far into central North America. His maps show the 
Winnipeg river and also a short passage which must 
be the Whiteshell River route through the heart or 
the Whiteshell Forest Reserve. 

In 1870 the Red River Expedition under Colone\ 
Wolseley, a force of over 1,200 men, with fuli sup-
plies and equipment, hurried down the Winnipeg 
River in boats and canoes to relieve the Red River 
settlement, harassed by the ill-fated Riel Rebellion. 
In spite of the hardships and dangers of the trip, 
the officers, writing of the descent down the Win-
nipeg River, found liule room for describing the 
difficulties of the trip as the mighty grandeur of the 
river overshadowed all other impressions. 

In 1884 the Canadian Pacific Railway was built 
through this land of rock and water and was soon 
folIowed by what is now the Canadian National 
Railways. These raiIways had practically no effect 
on the Whiteshell area. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAII was not until the Trans-
Canada Highway was opened in 1932 that the beau· 
ties of this naturai playground came to be general· 
ly known. 

RECREATIONAL FACILlTIES 

This playground is not for the pampered tourist. 
Only such improvements are provided as are neces-
sary for protection from fire and water pollution. 
Camping grounds, equipped with wells, camp cook 
stoves and other facilities are established at lakes 
accessible by motor car. Private enterprise has sup-
plied tourist camps, stores and restaurants at West 
Hawk, Falcon and Brereton Lakes. 

Access to most of the Reserve is by canoe only. 
The country will provide an ample supply of fish 
and game in season, and fir and spruce assure a com· 
fortable bed. 

In "The Whiteshell" the motorist can pause for 
an hour or a week, refresh himself in any or the 
numerous cool elear lakes, and inhale the pure scent 
of spruce and pine. 

The canoeist, in a rew minutes time, can enter the 
great hinterland of northern Manitoba from differ-
ent starting points and wander for weeks through 

practically unknown and unexploited forests by way 
of an ever-changing route of lakes and streams. Here 
on a portage, beside a waterfall, the canoeist may 
pitch his camp secure in the fastness of the primeval 
forest-unchanged since the precipitous cliffs echoes 
and re-echoes the rollicking song of the coureur de 
bois. 
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FISHING 

Several of the lakes in the Whiteshell Forest 
Reserve harbor lake trout, while all these cold elear 
lakes teem with pickerel and northern pike. It is easy 
to experience the thrill of angling in many of the 
waters of "The Whiteshell" where fish are not star-
tled by the splash of a paddle from one year to 
another. 

Commercial and net fishing are not allowed with-
in this Reserve. The Manitoba Government eloses 
the fishing during spawning time and enforces bag 
and length limits. Millions of fish fry have been 
released in the more frequented lakes to assure good 
fishing indefinitely. In spite of the few years this 
area has been known to fishermen it attracts an ever-
growing num ber of arden t anglers, many of whom 
tra vel several hundred miles to enjoy this excellent 
sport. 

DUCK HUNTING 

The duck hunter's only worry is to decide from 
which of many lakes to shoot. Lakes filled with wild 
rice in the vicinity of One Island and Mallard Lake 
offer perfect shooting grounds, especially after the 
northern ducks arrive just before freeze-up. Often 
hunters, too fascinated by watching flocks of thou-
sands of ducks whist1e overhead, stop shooting to 
fully enjoy this unforgettable sight, knowing that 
their bag limits can be easily filled alittle later. Prac-
tically all species of ducks are found here, and all 
are the finest of rice-fed birds. 

Many hunters bag partridge, prairie chicken and 
geese, but these birds, although fairly common, are 
overshadowed by the thousands upon thousands of 
ducks. 

BIG GAME HUNTING 

In order to assure a continuance of good big game 
hunting, that portion of the Reserve lying south of 
the Canadian National Railways has been set aside 
as a game preserve and elosed to trapping and big 
game hunting. This leaves over 700 square miles of 
the Reserve open for this sport. Red and mule deer, 
moose and woodland caribou are found in abun-
dance, and most hunters are successful in securing 
the quota allowed for any of the above species. 

The accessibility of the area and the variety of 
the gam e found attract a number of hunters every 

winter. There are no hunting lodges in the area but, 
by writing to the Tourist and Convention Bureau, 
Legislative Building, Winnipeg, arrangements can 
be made for guides and accommodation for a limit-
ed num ber of sportsmen. 

MOTOR ROADS IN "THE WHITESHELL" 

Two miles east of Rennie an all-weather road 
branches off the Trans-Canada Highway to allow 
the motorist to enter the heart of the wilderness com-
prising "The Whiteshell." Scarcely two hours af-
ter leaving the streets of Winnipeg the tourist can 
drive along the Brereton Lake road, and may often 
see deer or, if he is particularly fortunate, bear, 
wolves or moose, which are hardly aware of man 
intruding their domain. 

The road leads past beautiful Lake Brereton 
seventeen miles north to the Whiteshell River. Won-
derful vistas, through the trees across Brereton, 
Redrock, Jessica and White Lakes are broken by 
stretches of contrasting forests of pine, spruce and 
popI ar. 

Many motorists make Lake Brereton their head-
quarters, and from there make trips to lakes found 
north along the road or reached by canoe and por-
tage to the west. Brereton Lake offers sand beaches, 
tenting grounds, and bungalow camps, while the 
lakes to the north afford fine sites for picnics and 
camping. Pickerel, northern pike and perch lure the 
fisherman to these waters. 

Today the road does not extend much beyond the 
Whiteshell River, which it crosses immediately be-
low one of Ihe many smalI waterfalls. Eventually 
it willlead to Whiteshell and Crow Duck Lakes, and 
a branch road is projected to Slave Falls on the Win-
nipeg River. 

SCENIC SPOTS 
CADDY LAKE 

Caddy Lake, at Mile 99, is the first lake easily 
accessible along No. l Highway. A quarter mile of 
road leads to the canoe dock at the southern end 
of the lake. Many fishermen pitch camp here, as 
Caddy Lake offers excellent fishing for pickerel, 
northern pike and perch. Caddy lake is also im por-
tant as the principal starting place for canoeists 
travelling north into the Reserve or to the Winni-
peg River. 

Past Caddy Lake the country becomes more 
rugged, the timber larger and a greater variety of 
forest growth can be observed along this highway 
than elsewhere in Manitoba. An occasional white 
pine towers above the profuse growth of jack pine, 
spruce and fir . Mountain ash, the belle of northern 
forests, blend s beautifully with the delicate foliage 
of cedar and larch (tamarac) . 

WEST HA WK LAKE 

Suddenly, after gaining a crest in the road, the 
magnificence of West Hawk Lake appears. The sight 
of miles of water bounded by precipitous shores, 

71 



often rising a hundred feet, and many coloured eliffs 
is unforgettably etched on the minds of all who see 
it. Reluctantly the traveller proceeds past the first 
inlet, named Penniac Bay, to the camping grounds 
one mile farther along the route. The first impres-
sion of this lake is enhanced by further investiga-
tion. The water of this spring-fed lake is wonderfully 
elear. The lak e occupies a veritable chasm, and has 
been sounded to 400 feet. With elear waters, tower-
ing, vari-coloured eliffs, wide sand beaches, and 
softly wooded points, West Hawk Lake is indeed 
a lake of many charms. 

West Hawk is the most frequented lak e in "The 
Whiteshell." The tourist is invited to register at a 
picturesque log office, and has a choice of acres of 
wooded area on which to set up camp. Stores, fill-
ing stations and restaurants cater to the needs of 
campers, and a number of tourist camps afford 
shelter to those not tenting or travelling with trail-
ers. Bath houses at the highway allow the passerby 
a chance to change into bathing suit for a refresh-
ing dip at Sandy Beach, a crescent of pure, white 
sand which gradually shelves into the lake. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

In addition to the fish common to all these lakes, 
small-mouthed bass are caught in the northern end 
of West Hawk Lake, and its deep waters are the 
home of large lake trout. 

FALCON LAKE 

One mile west of West Hawk Lake a road 
branches off to the south and leads for four miles 
through an ever-changing forest to Faleon Lake. 
Toniata Beach is the most frequented spal. A colo-
ny of summer homes is set well back from a beau-
tiful shoreline and overlooks a narrow strip of water. 
Tenting grounds lie immediately behind a fine san-
dy beach, and the usual accomrnodations are provid-
ed, ineluding a large bungalow camp and store. 
Faleon Lake is seven miles long and one mile wideo 
Not as deep as West Hawk Lake, its waters are, 

nevertheless, elear and refreshing. The shoreline 
varies from stark, precipitous cliffs to sandy plains 
running to the water. Here one finds fishermen from 
many parts of Canada and the United States, drawn 
by the excellent pickerel and northern pike fishing 
common in the lake. A half-mile portage leads to 
High Lake, bisected by the Ontario boundary and 
famous for its large lake troul. Boats and canoes 
can be bired on botb tbese lakes. Many people will 
find Faleon Lake to be even more enjoyable than 
the better known West Hawk Lake. 

STAR LAKE 

From Penniac Bay on the highway, or a branch 
road off the Falcon Lake road, Star Lake can be zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUPOMJIHFEDCB
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reached in a few minutes by automobile. Star Lake 
is well supplied with islands and wooded points. 
Northern pike are the only fish found here. To the 
traveller who prefers absolute quiet Star Lake will 
have a marked appeal. An area has been set aside 
for camping with a minimum of improvements. A 
sandy beach lies in front of this well-shaded camp 
site. 

CANOE ROUTES 

The Whiteshell River is a series of startlingly 
different lakes joined by short stretches of quiet 
winding river. Portages past rapids and waterfalls 
are not frequent enougb to make tra vel difficult, 
but they afford marvellous views of waters rushing 
through narrow canyons ar across series of smooth 
worn rock, to add still further charm to a perfect zyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzutsronmlkjihgfecaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzutsronmlkjihgfecaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzutronmlkjihgfecaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBA
canoe route. 

Except where wild rice fills Mallard, One Island 
and Little Whiteshell Lakes, as well as a few short 
stretches of the river itself, the entire route can be 
travelled with an outboard motor. It is not within 
the scope of this bulletin to describe the entire chain 
of canoe routes through " The Whiteshell." The at-
tached map will show the principal waterways with 
their connecting portages. 

The most frequently travelled canoe route starts 
at the canoe dock at the southern end of Caddy 
Lake. From here one can follow the Whiteshell River 
into alrnost every corner of the Whiteshell Reserve 
north of the Trans-Canada Highway. 

Caddy Lake is actually two lakes joined by a tun-
nel under the Canadian Pacific Railway embank-
ment. The water is elear and the shores are rugged 
until the approach to the tunnel under the Canadi-
an National Railways track. Here the shore becomes 
very low and the first wild rice beds are encountered. 
The canoeist will disturb muskrats sunning them-
selves on their houses, and often a frightened snort 
will reveal a moose or deer along the shore. 

The first portage is found some eight miles from 
the starting point where one passes a new beaver 
dam and asparkling waterfall. The watercourse then 
twists among towering granite outcrops into Sail-
ing Lake, an excellent lake on which to camp as 
many attractive sites lie behind fine sand beaches. 
The river runs through steep rock walls out of this 
lake, then suddenly into the rice beds of Mallard 
Lake, the firsl of several splendid lakes for duck 
hunting. The outlet of Mallard Lake is a turbulent 
series of rapids and falls, some three hundred yards 
in extent, around which leads an easy portage. 

Soon the traveller must decide on whether to reach 
the Winnipeg River near the Ontario boundary by 
way of the Whiteshell and Crow Duck Lakes or at 
Jessie Lake through Lone Island, Jessica, Wbite and 
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Betula Lakes. 
The first-mentioned route through Little 

Whiteshell Lake, another duck hunter's paradise, 
leads into Whiteshell Lake, one of the most scenic 
in the Reserve. A double portage gives access to 
Crow Duck Lake, the largest in "The Whiteshell." 

No lake in the entire Reserve can compare wit h 
Crow Duck Lake. The shoreline of this large body 
of water is pleasingly broken by many wooded 
points, while a number of beautiful islands lend stil! 
further interest. Its elear water is inviting to the 
swimmer and angler. Numerous sheltered sand 
beaches border this well-wooded lake. Crow Duck 
Lake is indeed a fine example of rugged northern 
scenery. 

Twin portages lead from Crow Ouck to Eagle 
Nest Lake, a bay of the Winnipeg River. 

The alternative main route through "The 
Whiteshell" is by way of One Island Lake (another 
wonderful duck hunting spot) and ten miles of the 
Whiteshell River into J essica Lake on the Brereton 
road. White Lake is reached by canoe through two 
miles of the river in which three portages are made. 
From White Lake the river flows into Betula, near 
which are found the famous Ojibway mosaics. A 
num ber of falls and rapids occur between Betula 
Lake and Jessie Lake on the Winnipeg River. 
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HUNTING AND FISHING REGULATIONS 

ANGLING 
OPEN SEASON 

(Subject to Change) 
Pickerel, Perch, Pike, Goldeye, Saugers, 

Maskinonge, Mooneye, Arctic Grayling-May 
16th to October 3 I st. 

Whitefish, Lake Trout, Speckled Trout-April 15th 
to October 10th. 

Large or Smali Mouth Black Bass-July 1st to Oc-
tober 31st. 

BAG LIMIT 
Black Bass ........ Not more than 6 fish a day. 
Troul. .......... . .... . .... . .... 10 fish a day. 
Other varieties .... ..... ......... 15 fish a day. 
Numbers doubled for family license holders. 

SIZE LIMIT 
Lake Troul. . . ......... Not less than 16 inches. 
Speckled Trout ........ Not less than 11 inches. 
Saugers ............... Not less than 11 inches. 

Pickerel (Dore) ... . .... Not less than 15 inches. 
Yellow Perch ........... Not less than 8 inches . 
Goldeye or Mooneye .... Not less than 9 inches. 
Black Bass ..... . ...... Not less than 10 inches. 

Not required. 

LICENSE FEES zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBA
Resident 

Non-Resident 
Three days or less ...................... $1.25 
Seasonal. .............................. $5 .50 
Family, three days or less (Two adults and two chil-

dren under 16) ....................... $2.25 
Family-seasonal .............. ...... .. . $7 .50 

No one shall buy, sell or offer for sale any fish 
caught by angling. 

Applications for three-day licenses must state ex-
act dates for which required. 

A licensee must carry his permit with him when 
engaged in angling and produce it upon request of 
any Law Enforcement Officer. 

Such permit is not transferabie and shall be used 
only by the person named therein. 

"One day" shall mean from sunrise to sunset. 
Licenses may be secured from the Game and Fish-

eries Branch, Legislative Building, Winnipeg, 
Manitoba; Customs Officers along the International 
Boundary; or Tourist and Convention Bureau, 
Legislative Building, Winnipeg, Manitoba; and 
stores on the Whiteshell Forest Reserve. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

BIG GAME 

OPEN SEASON 
(In Whiteshell Forest Reserve) 

Male Moose, Caribou, Deer-The ten-day period 
immediately following the fourth Monday in 
November in each year, both days included, and 
in computing the said period of ten days Sundays 
will be excluded. 

BAG LIMIT 
One mai e animal only, during the open season. 

LICENSE FEES 
Resident 

Moose or Caribou .. . ................... $5.00 
Deer .................................. $2.50 

Non-Resident British Subject 
Big Game License .................... . $25.00 

Other Non-Residents 
Big Game License ..................... $40.00 

GAME BIRDS 

OPEN SEASON 
(In Whiteshell Forest Reserve) 

Wild Geese, Wild Ducks of any kind, Coots, 
Rails-September 20th to November 15th. 

Wilson or Jack Snipe-September 15th to Novem-
ber 30th. 
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Ptarmigan-October 1st to October 20th. . 
Upland Game Birds such as: Grouse (Sharp-talled, 

Pinnated and Ruffed) ; Hungarian and Spruce 
Partridge-Set by Provincial Order-in-Council. 

BAG LIMIT 
Geese ...... 5 a day; possession, 15; season, 50. 
Ducks .... 12 a day; possession, 40; season, 100. 
Coots and Rails ...... . ............ 25 a day . 
Wilson or Jack Snipe .......... ...... 25 a day. 
Ptarmigan .. ... .... ... ... 15 a day; season, 50. 
Grouse and Partridge-Set by ProvinciaJ Order-i n-

Council. 
Open seasons, bag limits, etc., for migratory birds 

are subject to change by Dominion Order-i n-

Council. 

LlCENSE FEES 

Resident .. 
Non-Resident British Subject ... 
Other Non-Residents ..... 

..... $2.25 
.. $10.00 

...... $25.00 yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

THE WHITESHELL D1STRICT ASSOCIATlON 

1951-1971 

A history of the Whiteshell wouldn't be complete 
without a story of the association . 

When this organization was formed in 1951, there 
was only one access road to the Whiteshell by the 
Trans-Canada highway, now Highway 44, from 
Winnipeg through Lockport, Whitemouth, Rennie 
and West Hawk Lake on to Kenora, Ontario. Just 
east of Rennie there was a road to Brereton Lake. 
Further east another short road took you into Caddy 
Lake, another into Star, and another to Faleon 
Lake. These roads were dusty and washboard when 
dry and fuli of mud-holes and washouts after heavy 
rains. The only electricity in the area was from del-
co or diesel generators that som e of the concession 
owners had. The telephone system was primative but 
worked for emergencies and other occasions. 
. The Manitoba Power Commission had just 

fmlshed a scheme of rural electrification through-
out Manitoba. Art Ans, Harold Brett, Sid Martin 
Henry Milbrant, Bill Morrow and Ken Hillier ｫｮ･ｾ＠
this, and thought why not the same for the 
Whiteshell. With this thought a meeting was held 
at Brereton Lake on September 2, 1951. A letter was 
sent to all cottage owners and camp-operators in the 
Park notifying everyone of the meeting. About 60 

ｰｾｯｰｬ･＠ turned up to discuss the extension of elec-
tnc power to the Whiteshell . As the meeting 
progressed it was evident that there were other needs 
that had to be addressed, like roads, water levels 
and wells. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAwutsrpnmlkihgfecbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAwutsrpnmlkihgfecbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAIt was also recognized that there had to 
be an organization to speak for everyone. 
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So the Whiteshell District Association was 
formed. H. Milbrandt was president, W.H. Mor-

row, lnverness Falls vice-president, A. Ans, Ren-
nie secretary-treasurer, with representatives to be 

named at an early date from all the lake areas to 
form the Executive-Committee. 

To get some operat ing money a $1.00 yearly fee 
was set. At this lime there were approximately 700 
summer residents in the Whiteshell. (lt was interest-
ing to note the following from their minutes. - In 
10 years there may be 2,000 or more. 'Was Presi-

den t Milbrandt an optimist?' ... In 1962 there were 
2870 cottage owners in the Park.) 

The second annual meeting was held in Dixieland 
Hall, Rennie, on August 2, 1953 with A.H. Brett 
president. One of the main concerns of his at that 
time was to work toward fair achievements for all 

areas of the Whiteshell. lt is also noted here that 
Mr. Brett opened the services of his office to han-
dle the mailing, without charge, and they also used 
his secretarial staff until 1961, from then till 1965 
a monthly fee was paid to his employer's company. 

At this time ill health forced him to resign. 
During these years the association had compiled 

a cottage owners list of each lake and had them 
mailed to aJl residents. Then they had to keep it up 
to date, so they could keep everyone informed of 
events that we re happening . 

In 1951 the W.D.A. started workingon bringing 
electricity to the Whiteshell. This involved meeting 
with both Manitoba Government (Forest Service) 
and the Manitoba Power Commission (now Manito-
ba Hydro) to convince them that it was a feasable 
project. Then they had to notify all the members 

of their progress. The first power was turned on at 
West Hawk Lake, Caddy, Star and Falcon in the 
early summer of 1956. By May 1964 the job was 

finally finished with power to most populated lakes 

in the Whiteshell. In some cases it took four ar five 
forms of communications before people would sign 
up and sent in their deposit. Then there was the 
clearing of the right-of-ways for the lines to be 
strung. At one point deposits had to be returned as 
there were not enough cottagers interested. This was 

only one project that was going ｾｮＮ＠ . d 
For the first few years the orgamzatlOn operate 

without a constitution. In 1961 one was drawn up 
and approved with the object to be, to encourage 
the development of the Whiteshell Forest Reserve 

as a vacatio n and recreational area. d 
Another committee was set up to deaJ with 'roa s, 

wells and water-Ievels'. They had to collect infor-
mation and report on (1) location and maintenance 

. k' water 
of the roads, (2) any need for good dnn mg d 
at camps, resorts and developed areas, (3) the nee 
to maintain and control the water level in the lak es, 
particularly on the Winnipeg River, and report to 
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the appropriate government departments . 
Evidences of the courteous cooperation of the re-

organized Parks Branch are shown in reports for 
1968 to 1971. Here are some of the things that were 
accomplished; buoys marked reefs and rocks where 
necessary, log booms and depth markers were in-
sta!led, shower baths were installed at West Hawk 
and Pointe du Bois, yellow guidance signs were put 
on Whiteshell roads. 

In May 1969 a brief was sent to the Provincial 
Government dealing with the pollution in the rivers 
and lakes in the Whiteshell as mercury pollution had 
been reported in the Winnipeg River to the east that 
was severe enough to cause health problems. Dr. 
Barager was appointed to do a study of the whole 
problem of pollution in the Whiteshell. 

The Swimming and Water Safety Program that 
was started in 1952 still operates. The enrollment 
show s how successful this project was . Here are a 
few examples. In 1966 the central area comprising 
of Brereton, Jessica, White and Big Whiteshell 
Lakes had an enrollment of 257. The north area, 
Betula, Nutimik, Dorothy and Otter Falls had an 
enrollment of 248. The south area comprised of Fal-
con townsite and Toniata Beach, West Hawk and 
Caddy Lake had two weeks of lessons, the first week 
the enrollment was 354, the second week the enroll-
ment was 231, for atotal of 1090 students. 

The enrollment continued high for the next ten 
years, as high as 1,295, then gradua!ly started to 
drop. 

The fee started out at $2.00 a person and $3.00 
for a family. This came no where near covering the 
expenses at the time, but the program was carried 
on. 

The program offered the Red Cross Society and 
the Royal Life Saving Society Awards in all 
categories, and had a high passing rate, which says 
a great deal for the instructors and those involved, 
as it was often the worst weather of the summer. 

K.G. Hillier was the first director. He was suc-
ceeded by Blair Dowling in 1959. He served in this 
capacity for the next II years when George Wilson 
took over the post. 

Some of the instructors were J. Goodridge, R. 
PolIock, M. Skinner, B. Eastveld and Ed Kowol-
chuk. These instructors had many qualified people 
working over them to make the program the suc-
cess it iso 

The Safe Boating Program came over this pro-
gram and operated as a joint project of the 

Whiteshell District Association and certain commer-
cial enterprises from 1959 to 1966. 

The great influx of people coming to the 
Whiteshell with bigger boats and motors became a 
concern to many members, as there was evidence 
of inexperienced boaters and a substantial increase 

in loss of life due to boating accidents. 
Harold Brett, then secretary of the Whiteshell 

District Association took the initiative to organize 
this program. lt was designed for both children and 
adults, to teach the basic fundamentais and opera-
tion of watercraft. Three qualified instructors were 
hi red and for three weeks in July they travelled 
throughout the Whiteshell giving individual instruc-
tions as well as genera! demonstrations in the proper 
handling of canoes, row boats, motors and motor-
boats . In addition to instructions in safe boating 
practices, the Safe Boating Clinie was the first to 
give instructions in rescue breathing-mouth to 
mouth artificial respiration. 

Ed McManus of Labatt's Brewery Lirnited was 
very involved in this program and because of its suc-
cess, over 30,000 had watched or partieipated in the 
Safe Boating Clinic demonstrations, it was extend-
ed to other areas of the province. 

The following direct quote from the Association's 
records say a lot for Mr. Brett (who never asked 
for any help from other executive membersl, and 
for the association for seeing the need for the pro-
gram and doing something about it. "As soon as 
preliminary plans were established for the Safe Boat-
ing Clinie, marine corporations were approached to 
offer assistance to the program. The reponse was 
overwhelming. The Outboard Marine Corporation 
donated an outboard motor; Cadillac Boats donated 
a boat; Canasco Products Lirnited donated a Teenee 
trailer; and the Peterborough Canoe Company do-
nated a canoe. In 1960, General Motors of Cana-
da, rea!izing the contribution the Safe Boating Clinic 
was making to the people of Manitoba, offered to 
provide a station wagon to the clinic as part of their 
contribution to the worthwhile public service pro-
gram. In order to obtain the maximum results in 
personnel instructions, this station wagon was 
equipped wit h a mobile PA system." 

This was a partnership program and didn't cost 
the association anything except a lot of 
'Ioving-Iabor' . 

I n the first 20 years of operation there were otber 
problem s and projects that as yet haven't even been 
mentioned; (al The Loca! Government Distriet of 
Reynolds; (bl The Whiteshell Echo; (cl Socia! Ac-
tivities . 

The first 'Ioca!' problem presented to the new or-
ganization was related to the Local District of Rey-
nolds and the residents of Blocks l, 2, 3,4,5,7 and 
part of Block 8, at Brereton Lake. 

This land was both in the Whiteshell Park and 
the Local District of Reynolds and these residents 
were being charged extra for taxes to cover such 
things as Administration and Hospital Services. 

Many residents, on lega! advice, had failed to pay 
these taxes, so a lot of arrears had piled up. 
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The association had been asked to have this area 
taken out of the District of Reynolds and left in the 
Park like the rest of the cottage owners. 

This was a lengthy problem and went on continu-
ously from September 3, 1954 till March l, 1960, 
when the Whiteshell District Association paid off 
the finalowing taxes just to elear up the file. The 
result was that these residents were removed from 
the Loca! District of Reynolds and also from the 
School District of Rennie No. 2032. 

Another project that started in the early life of 
the organization was the birth of the Whiteshell 
Echo in 1956. Arrangements were made with Lance 
Publishing Company, owned and operated by Lome 
Leech, a farmer Director from Fa!con Lake, to pub-
lish the Whiteshell Echo to be circulated through-
out the Whiteshell to all residents ten times a year. 
The first issue came off the press in February of that 
year. There was no forma! contract as to what any-
one was to do, except the W.D.A. was to supply 
a list of alllessees and owners in the Whiteshell and yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
everyone was to contribute ｭ｡ｴ･ｲｩ｡＠ re, lake news, 

etc. if possible. This was more ar less the working 
agreement over the next 15 years and sometimes it 
showed serious, a!most fatal, weaknesses . 
ｂ｡ｭ･＠ could probably be lai d at the feet of all 

concemed as to what was wrong . yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQOMLKJIHGFECBAIt was costing the 
publishers money for mailing Echos that were deli-
vered to wrong addresses, and this also brought in 
angry phone calls from the pub lic. Finally in 1960 
it published the entire lists of owners and lessees for 
each lake in the Whiteshell, thereby giving each own-
er in the Park a complete list of owners at every lake. 
It is estimated that this publication saved the 
W.D.A. severa! hundred dollars, and brought in one 
hundred new members. 

To try and keep the mailing list up to date the 
secretary Mr. Brett sent one of his staff to the Fores-
try Office in Winnipeg every November to scan their 
files and thus revive the lists for aur use and the 
Echo. 

Confronted with a deelining membership since 
1965 the Board of Directors were searching for ways 
to renew interest in the Whiteshell District Associ-
ation, when and I quote "one bright member of the 
board looked at the word 'recreation' ... Till this time 
the Whiteshell District Association had just been a 
service body devoted to the development of the 
Whiteshell Forest Reserve as a vacation and recrea-
tional area; thus the social recreation was started, 
not for gain, but to entice cottage owners of the 
Whiteshell into the organization. The BulI and Bush 
Group provided excellent entertainment, suitable 
musie and good food and drink. Everyone had a 
good time and a profit was realized and a dem and 
was made for a repeat the following year. The next 
social event was the Whiteshell pienie held at Soren-

76 

son's farm located off Highway 44 between Ren-
nie and Caddy Lake. The picturesque landscape 
leant itself admirably to the even!. The pienie was 
hel d here for severa! years. 

Gate receipts show that more than 800 people 
showed up between 8:30 a.m. and 8:30 p.m. to take 
part in the tug-o-war, races, grocer scramble, horse-
shoe games, and darts. The fresh roast com and the 
food were hot, but unfortunately the weather on that 
Saturday had tumed cool with a few showers, that 
didn 't dam pen the spirits of those there and a profit 
was shown after all expenses were paid. 

The winter social held Friday, February 12, 1971, 
at the International Inn far exceeded the original 
estimates sa far as a social event was concerned. It 
was called a Hawaiian Beach Party. 

HAlL AND FAREWELL 

A summ ary of the history of the major and same 
of the minor achievements of the Whiteshell Dis· 
trict Association in its first 20 years has naw been 
written. 

Harold Brett was the instigator of the naw famous 
first meeting at the lake where he had his summer 
home. He was president of the association for five 
successive years, and its executive secretary for the 
next eleven years , until ill health forced him to re-
sign from active participation. During all those years 
he was "Mr. Whiteshell," spending unaccounted 
hours in planning and working for "the develop-
ment of the Whiteshell Forest Reserve as a vaca-
tion and recreational area," sacrificing time, 

comfort and money in the furtherance of his ob· 
jective. When he passed away, after a brief but se-
vere and painful illness, on February I, 1966, those 
present at the Annual Meeting on April 22, stood 
for a minute's si lence in honor of Mr. Bret!. Mr. 
W.F. South , who had been associated with him for 
years as a Director of the Association, read a eulo-
gy of the departed secretary. 

A1though the summary of the first 20 years of the 
association doesn't have all the members of the ex-
ecutive and lake representatives, it does have all the 
names of the presidents and the years they held the 
office . 
1951 . . .. . .. . .. . ........ H.P. Milbrant, Rennie 
1952-56. .. . . . . . A.H. Brett, Brereton 
1957 .. . . . . . .. . . . ..... . ... K.G. Hillier, Betula 
1958-60 ... .. . .... . ..... .. . . A. Beaven, Faleon 
1961 . .. .. . . ..... Mrs. G. Whitlock, Battier Bay 
1962-63 . .... . . . .... .. . .. . S. Black, Otter Falls 
1964 """"""""" J.E. Ridd, West Hawk 
1965 . .. . . . . • ... . .. Wrn. Murdock, White Lake 
1966 .. . .. . ..... . .. .... Mrs. I. Hill, Otter Falls 
1967 .. .... .. .... M.D. Hemeschen, Star Lake 
1968 . . ... .. . . . . ... J . J . Thomas, Dorothy Lake 
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1969 ..........• ...... F. Reichert, West Hawk 
1970-72 ..... . ..• ... . V. Palmer, Nutimik Lake 
1972-73 ........• .......... H. Meneer, Faleon 
1973-74 .. . ....• ...... K. Reading , Caddy Lake 
1974-75 ................. J. Ernst, West Hawk 
1975-76 .................... S. Con, Star Lake 
1977-80 ............. R.L. Birdsell, West Hawk 
1983-85 .....• ....... John Biglow, West Hawk 
1986-87 ............ Hart Schmidt, White Lake 
1988-89 .............. Warren Barnard, Falcon 
1990-91 ............ Bruce Samson, West Hawk 

With hydro power connected to all the cottages 
in the Whiteshell, there we re new problems to deal 
with and ongoing ones that had to have continuing 
attention. Over the years there has been a com mit-
tee keeping a c10se watchful eye on the water level 
of lakes and rivers. In the north, where many of 
the lakes are connected, or are part of the Winni-
peg River system, this presents one problem. In the 
south end of the park the problem arises with rain-
fali or the lack of it. These problem s are brought 
to the attention of the W.D.A. by fellow cottage 
owners or by people using the water ways, like the 
canoe route from Caddy Lake through the tunnels. 
Sometimes the water is so high and swift that the 
tunnels aren't usable. At other times there isn't 
enough water to get a boat through the tunnels. Now 
log dams help eleviate some of these problems. 

This is the Park's problem to solve, but the strong 
voice of the association has resulted in many issues 
being kept on the front burner and being attended 
to when they arise. 

A big issue for the W.D.A. after the electrie power 
was completed was getting telephones into the area. 
Another segment of this problem should be solved 
by the summer of 1991 when cottages in the south 
part of the Whiteshell all have private phone lines. 

Wit h cottagers' changing lifestyle, the W.D.A. 
has worked hard wit h the Parks to come up with 
workable standards in the septie tanks, holding tanks 
and septic fields. Something that wouldn't harm the 
environment, yet could be applied to the varied ter-
rain of the WhiteshelL 

Roads have been an ongoing problem to deal 
with. Dust problem s and speed controI to snow 
removal in the winter. Again some areas have paved 
streets while their neighbors don 't. Some roads are 
plowed in the winter while others, the side roads, 
are only plowed if requested, and then the cottage 
owners are billed. 

Working with the Parks on a Master Plan has en-
tailed many hours of meetings to come up with 
something that is enforceable and acceptable for cot-
tage owners on leased land and those on private land 
within the Park. Some of these problems have not 
been dealt with for many years and when the likes 
of hefty rent increases were enforced by the Parks 

the W.D.A. were there to speak for the cottage own-
ers, and hel p keep things in perspective. 

The above is only an idea of what this organiza-
tion has been involved with. Some of these problems 
are dealt wit h at one meeting or phone cali, while 
others take years, for example Hydro and phones 
were longtime projects. Whereas, when the Seniors 
wanted an extra voice when they wanted green fees 
brought more in line with other golf courses, the 
president was there for the W.D.A. and that 
problem was soon solved. 

Briefly here are some of the other items of con-
cern that a member or committee have dealt with: 
the problem of firearms in the Whiteshell; helped 
define who is a year-round resident and who is a 
cottage owner; the problem of noise level on the 
beaches; M.T.S. c1earance lights on their towers and 
if something could be done about them; and the 
president represented cottage owners of West Hawk 
Lake when there was talk of a hostel going in at that 
lake. 

There have been two major changes in the last 
20 years. The first one - there is no longer a 
Whiteshell pienie and secondly, now the Whiteshell 
Echo comes out regularly four times a year and has 
increased in the number of pages. 

So ends the story of an organization that started 
40 years a20 to talk for the cottage owners and is 
still a major voice in many decisions made today. ywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsronmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsronmlkihgfedcbaWTSRPONMLIHECBA

THE WHITESHELL ECHO 

Thie Whiteshell Echo published by the Whiteshell 
Distriet Association was first published in 1956, and 
has continued ever since, sometimes monthly, some-
times quarterly. It was mailed to al! cottage own-
ers, till the summer of 1991, when the practice 
changed, and from then on only paid up members 
of the Association will receive it. 

Editors of the Echo have been Lorne Leach, 
Richard Shaw, Don Lobb, Wes Rowson, Bud Sher-
man, MI. Boychuk, June Phillips, Annalee Green-
berg, and the present editor Cheryl Arnold. 
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Lake History 
'Along the C.N.R.' 

Winnitoba 

Early History, Pioneers and Name Origins zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFDCBA
by Mary Louise Baragar 

Did you know that Winnitoba -

is probably one of the oldest cottage sites in the 
Whiteshell 
is still train accessible only (save air) 

is the last east-bound train stop in Manitoba 
has no Hydro power 

was a logging camp 

is where the Arctic Ice Co. did not cut ice 
had post-office service before campers 
kept a Jersey cow 

had a 25 foot long motor launch in early 1920's 
a piano crossed the lake in 1932 

a boxcar load of Chef-Boyardee in lake 
cottagers sat in boats in 1929 fire 
Iightning strikes the same spot twice 
lake water still drinkable 
three mysterious stone igloos near boundary 

Winnitoba? How does one get tbere? 

By train, of course! There are no roads! Simply 

board the eastbound Via train, (a Campers' Special 
ran unti! recently) unfold your newspaper (hasti!y 
purchased in the Union Station), open your bag of 
sandwiches and relax for an hour and forty minutes. 

By this time, you will notice a change in sound from 

the hypnotic rhythm and sway of the coach as you 
cross the C.P.R.line, folIowed shortly by the ｢､ｧ･＠

dividing North and South Cross Lakes. Those tlash-

ing red lights about ten miles back, signalled the last 
road at Brereton Lake. How quickly (in only 88 

miles) the landscape changed from tlat fields of grain 

and grazing cattle to Precambrian Shield terrain, 
through rock-cuts of pink and grey granite, and 
dense forests of jack pine, spruce and balsam. Pass 
four cottages along the tracks at Ophir; (another 

nine are down the hill on Nora Lake, barely visible 

from the train), then don your pack (remem ber the 

eggs on top!) for it is only three miles to the "next 
stop, Winnitoba!" zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIGFECBAvtsronmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONIFEAtsronmlihfecbaWTSONIFEAtsronmlihfecbaWSIFEtonlifbaWSI

Winnitoba Station 
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Florence Lake is situated on the north side of the 
tracks and has 31 cottages mostly along its sandy 
east shore. Nora Lake, south of the tracks, has II 
cottages at this eastern end using the Winnitoba Sta-
tion which is about 1 % miles west of the Ontario 
boundary. 

Same campers have been able to gain access to 
their cottages at Ophir from South Cross Lake 
through a long portage of about 13/. miles. But, ac-
cess to the shore has been seriously hampered by 
huge beaver dams and f100ding on South Cross 
Lake. 

Origins 
In the faU of 1875, William Pearce emerged from 

the forest on the shore of a smalllake in the Precam-
brian Shield region with a surveyor's telescope - the 
first recorded visitor to Florence Lake. Although 
the Winnitoba area is bounded on twa sides by ca-
noe routes that the Ojibwas must have travelled: the 
Caddy Lake-Whiteshell River route to the west 
(about twa miles west of Ophir station) and the Rice 
Lake-Scott River route to the east, no evidence of 
Indian occupation is known to have been found in 
the Winnitoba area. 

Winnitoba had its origins in a logging operation 
that was started not too long after the Grand Trunk 
Pacific, not the C.N.R., opened the line in 1913. 
In 1917, a spur track was installed at Mile 41.0 of 
the Minaki Subdivision under a private siding agree-
ment signed by W. J. Holmes of Winnipeg. The ywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsronmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsronmlkihgfedcbaWTSRPONMLIHECBA
name "Mile 41" remained in ｧ･ｮ･ｲ｡＠ use for the ell

tire area in the early days. However, a working 
timetable dated 1919, issued by C.N.R. for employee 
use only, shows the names "Holmes" (for Holmes' 
Spur) opposite Mile 41.0. Thus, the first recorded 
nam e for Winnitoba. 

The name "Nora Lake" appeared in John Mal-
loy's (a Dominion land surveyor) complete land sur-
vey of Township 10 in 1909. 

Florence Lake was referred to as "Lake No. l", 
Caribou Lake as "Lake No. 2", Eveline Lake as 
"Lake No. 4", Bridget as "Lake No. 5", and 
Marian Lake as "Lake No. 6". 

Marian Lake was named long before, correctly 
shown on A.C. Lawson's Map of the Lake of the 
Woods dated 1885, although a map of Manitoba 
issued the same year shows it as Agnes Lake. John 
Malloy showed it as "Marian Lake" on his 1914 
map showing Ihe Township. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYUTSMLKJIHGFDCBywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSMLKIHGFDCBwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSLKIHFDCBII a1so showed both 
North Cross and Caddy Lakes as "Cross Lake" . 
Ali the lakes along the railway were named by rail-
way surveyors. 

"Ophir" was of Old Testament origin (l Kings 
9:28); a place where gold was found; perhaps "traces 
of gold" mentioned in John Malloy's survey report 
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we re found near Ophir, Manitoba. P. E. Adamsan 
suggests that the name may have originated from 
the fact that an excellent gravel pit was located there. 
Evidently good gra vel pi ts were few and far between 
on the National transcontinental; therefore, gravel 
suitable for ballast was al most as precious as gold. 
"Winnitoba" is, af zyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronlecSPJCcouese, a manufactured name 
like "Mantario" and "A1sask". The post office did 
not invent it, but simply Iisted it as a suitable name 
not used for postal purposes. In the early years of 
this century , a large passenger steamer known as 
"the Winnitoba" , plied the waters of Lake Winni-
peg and the Red River. Sir Wilfrid Laurier stood 
on the deck of the Winnitoba to officially open SI. 
Andrew's Locks at Lockport in 1910. 

Early Piooeers 
Heory McNeil Galbraith was a friend of W. J. 

Holmes (the businessman and contractor of Holmes' 
Spur) who specialized in bridge building - hence 
the supply of heavy timbers for pile-driving. Hen-
ry, also a contractor, built houses in Winnipeg. He 
arrived at Mile 41 in 1917 and built a log house 
("Chateau Log") for his family, their home for 
several years . That fal1, men were hired, horses and 
equipment brought in, and the 10gging operations 
began. Log camp buildings were erected close to the 
railway spur, land was cleared to provide pasture 
for the horses, paths were laid out around the camp-
site and a wagon road was built from Station Bay 
on Florence Lake to Nora Lake. When the lakes 
were frozen solid, winter roads were cleared to give 
access to timber stand s in the surrounding country. 
Mr. Galbraith sold most of his output to the rail-
way to be cut into ties, but same was sold for pil-
ings and same to be sawn into lumber for building 
purposes. The portage between Florence and Marian 
Lakes formed part of a winter road that was cleared 
at this time. The new name for Mile 41: "Gal-
braith's" (short for Galbraith's Spur). By 1923, the 
go od timber had a11 been cut and Harry Galbraith 
moved his logging operations to an area near Fort 
Frances, Ontario. 

Jack Gray was one of the first men hired by Harry 
Galbraith for the logging venture at Mile 41. 

From the Maritimes, he worked at odd jobs for a 
lime in Winnipeg, and was at Mile 41, driving a team 
of horses at the very beginning of logging activity. 

A bachelor , Jack built a log cabin for himself in 
Ihe southeast camer of Lake Nora in alittle bay that 
is known today as Gray's Bay. His home for many 
years, he stayed on to become the first and only truly 
permanent resident of Winnitoba. By the end of the 
Galbraith era, besides those associated with the log-
ging camp, there were probably on1y twa more 
cabins - a log cabin ("Ramona" , part still stand-



. in 1990) built about 1921-22 by a C.N.R. em-
ｬｾｾｹ･･＠ named "Bug" Somerville at the water's edge 

facing the railway embankment at the outlet of Flor-

ence Lake. 
Another C.N.R. employee named Sherry, built 

a summer cabin about the same time, c10se to Jack 
Gray's cabin in Gray's Bay. Both have now 
"crumbled into the forest floor ." 

The Aretie lee Company 

In 1923, the Arctic lce Company of Winnipeg 
took over the private siding at Mile 41, and presum-
ably also the timber leases. The name of the C.N.R. 
working timetable was changed the next year to 
"Arctic lee Company" . A large and prosperous bus-
iness concern under the capable management of 
Charles zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYUTSMLKJIHGFDCBywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSMLKIHGFDCBwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSLKIHFDCBH. McNaughton, operated only the fuel di-
vision (not ice) at Mile 41. Cutting cordwood uti-
lized smaller trees passed up by Mr. Galbraith's 
men. A large log building (50' x 30') served as a 
combined cook house, d.ining room and bunk house. 
There was a stable accommodating seven teams of 
horses, a blacksmith shop, an oil shed, and an ice 
house of twenty-five ton capacity . The newcomers 
built four or five two-room log cabins for wood-
cutters and their families on the south side of the 
railway track. They also erected several buildings' 
ineluding a large combination bunk house and cook 
house near the north end of the winter road at In-
dian Lake, their "north camp". 

Fred McNaughton, nephew of Charles H., went 
to Winnipeg to establish a post office for the Arc-
tic lee Company at Mile 41. "From a list of about 
six (available) post office names, we both (Fred 
McNaughton and Postal Supervisor H. Phinney) 
decided that the name 'Winnitoba P.O.' had a good 
elear ring to it." On December lO, 1923, the Win-
nitoba Post Office opened for business in the old 
Galbraith residence ("Chateau Log" also the 
manager's residence, office and store.) 

The name Winnitoba was acknowledged by the 
C.N.R. in June, 1924, when it appeared in the work-
ing timetable as the new name for Mile 41. 

In the spring of 1925, Fred McNaughton took his 
mother, wife Peggy and son Fletcher to Winnitoba. 
Mrs. McNaughton Sr. took possession of one of the 
smali woodcutter's cabins on the south side of the 
tracks. There was no station building at this time, 
and all the campers knew that they were welcome 
to come into "Way Down Inn" to wait for "the 
Local" train. 

. Mr. J. T. Griffin, an Arctic lee Company offi-
clal, built a summer cabin on the sandy east shore 
of Florence Lake. He purchased the logs already cut 
and shaped and piled to season, from Jack Gray 
who was about to build a new cabin for himself on 
Nora Lake. Roofing, flooring, doors, etc., were 

ｳｨｩｰｾ･､＠ from Winnipeg to complete what might be 
coosldered Winnitoba's first "ready-cut" cabin. 
Jack Gray used peeled balsam logs in all the log 
cabins he built. Fred McNaughton, who helped in 
the construction of this cabin, said, "Peeled bal-
sam logs, sound, straight, when peeled right and left 
to cure for six months make an attractive cabin, ｳﾭ
pecially when finished with two coats of shellac and 
a recoat every two years." 

Because of the excellent state of repair in which 
it had been maintained over the years, it was not 
until the 1960's that evidence of serious decay be-
gan to appear in the old balsam logs. In 1968, the 
present owners, the Johnson family, began construc-
tion of a large modern cabin at the rear of this 
historie building, and in 1969 the original cabin was 
demolished. 

Frank Brownell, an executive of the Manitoba 
Telephone System, came to Winnitoba on several 
hunting and fishing expeditioos as the guest of 
Chester Mountain, a fellow employee who was one 
of the owners of "Ramona" . He commissioned Jack 
Gray to build the log structure in the summer of 
1925, on a site c10se to "Ramona" but farther out 
on the point of land that came to be known as 
"Brownell's Point". Built as a hunting cabin, it was 
later enlarged and used as a family summer cottage, 
where for mani years, Marie Brownell held most 
memorable afternoon teas for the lad.ies of the lake 
in her beautiful gardens of tiger-lilies, daisies and 

irises. 

An Era of Developmeot 
In 1925, the little community of Winnitoba con-

sisted of the Arctie lee buildings along with the four 
or five logger's cabins on the south si de of the rail-
way tracks, four other smali log cabins on Florence 
Lake and two on Nora Lake. Most were in use the 
year round, as there was more logging activity in 
winter. Year-round residents at the time were Fred 
McNaughton, Jack Gray, Mr. "Bug" Somerville 
Sr. (whose smali log structure, known as "I'm 
Alone" was near the Griffin cabin on the east shore 
of Florence Lake) and Scott Y Ross, his wife and 
three children who lived along the tracks. 

Except for the Arctic lee Co., all the peo.ple wh.o 
owned cabins at Winnitoba were squatters, 1.e. thelr 
build.ings were located on Crown Land to which they 
had no legal right of occupation. 

There were also a few buildings at the west end 
of Nora Lake near the Ophir Station. On the lake 
shore was a cabin believed to date back to construc-
tion days on the railway (1907-1908). The railway 
erected a large station house beside the tracks at 
Ophir, which was burned in 1929, and was rebuilt 
on a smaller scale. There were also two or three smali 

cabins where section men lived. 
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About a mile and a half west of Ophir, a house 
was built around 1922 on the shore of South Cross 
Lake close to the railway, the home of a Mrs. La 
Pierre for over 40 years, and later used by her fa-

mily as a summer cottage. 
In the early fali of 1925 , the Arctic Ice Company 

inserted a smali advertisement in the Winnipeg 
newspapers, offering summer cabins for rent at Mile 
41 of the C.N.R. in the lake country east of Winni-
peg. Evidently the Company had decided that ad-
ditional revenue could be obtained by renting out 
the camp buildings as summer cottages. Besides, the 
timber lease would soon expire and if alittle sum-
mer colony could be developed, the company might 
be able zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYUTSMLKJIHGFDCBywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSMLKIHGFDCBwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSLKIHFDCBto sell most of its buildings when it had no 
further use for them. The ad was noticed by George 
Gallimore, a teacher at St. John's High School in 
Winnipeg , who with his wife Madge, had just en-
joyed a wonderful vacatio n at Malachi, Ontario . 
Having travelled there and back by train, he was 
fascinated by occasional glimpses of sparkling lakes 
surrounded by magnificent stands of spruce and 
pine. Having made the necessary arrangements with 
the Arctic lee Company, George, and fellow teacher 
Bill Baskerville, soon stepped offthe "Local" onto 
the cinder platform at Mile 41 to inspect the build-
ings . They found them most unsuitable for summer 
homes, and the woodcutters ' cabins south of the 
tracks were really too far from the lake. But row-
ing around Florence Lake the next day, they were 
most enthusiastic about the sandy beaches and lush 
forest growth on the eastern shore - ideal cottage 
sites! Their friends, neighbors, and fellow teachers 
got caught up in the excitement, and on May 24, 
1926, Fred Baragar and D. A. Patterson (followed 
by Dr. Barber) joined the expedition to pick out 
cabin sites. 

Unlike any who had previously built cabins in the 
area, these five men were not prepared to go ahead 
with their plans umil they had established legal right 
to possession of the land. All Crown Land in the 
Province of Manitoba was, at this time, ad-
ministered by the Dominion Government acting 
through the Department of the Interior. Letters were 
written to Ottawa, and the Department agreed to 
allow cottages to be built, but requested a prelimi-
nary survey plan indicating the lots corresponding 
to the building sites that they had chosen. The group 
paced off 27 lots, each, as required by the Depart-
ment, 100 feet wide and 200 feet deep. Their 
blueprints were approved, and 21 year leases were 
issued for the lots "subject to Parks Regulations in 
force from time to time governing National Parks," 
at arental fee of ten dollars the first year. The Gal-
limore cottage, built in 1926 by its owner with the 
hel p of Bill Baskerville, was the first building of 
standard frame construction in the little communi-
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ty. ]t is now owned by Fred McNaughton's son 
Chuck. Dr. Barber's cottage was totally destroyect 
by fire in 1933, the result of being struck by 
lightning. 

By 1929, all Arctic lee Company operations at 
Winnitoba had been shut down. The post office was 
permanently closed in November , 1927. The camp 
buildings (save those along the traeks) had no fur-
ther use . One Saturday night, when the surround-
ing forest was wet and the fire hazard was low, the 

old stable was set on fire and burned to the ground. 

The Charette Farm 
In 1925 , Joseph Charette applied to acquire as 

homestead land, the southwest quarter of Section 
Thirty, Township Ten, situated between Nora and 

South Cross Lakes, just south of the C.N.R. traeks. 
For many years he had worked during the winter 
months for the Arctic lee Company. There was 
much good hay land in this section , and the com-
pan y had over 100 head of horses at this time. With 
his wife and teenage son, Pompey, they settled into 
an abandoned log cabin in the woods about a half 
mile west of Nora Lake and a quarter of a mile south 
of the traeks, near an old gravel pit and a spring 
close by. They had 100 acres of Timothy hay under 
cultivation in various parcels, also a field of oats 
about 15 acres in size. Livestock increased to a max-
imum of 16 horses, three milk cows, 12 feeder cattle, 
several pigs , 100 chickens and 12 pheasants . The 
Charettes dammed the creek which ran through their 
property between Nora and South Cross Lakes, to 
provide a dependable water supply for their 
livestock. Joseph Charette was granted title to his 
homestead in 1932. He lived there with his wife umil 
their deaths in 1948 and 1950. Their home was des-
troyed by fire in 1952. Pompey was Mrs . Charette's 
son by a previous marriage, christened Lionel Pugh. 
He worked on the railway section crew at Ophir for 
over ten years. While a resident of Winnipeg, he fre-
quently visits his in-Iaws , the Millers, who own a 
cabin called "Red Shingles" in Station Bay, Nora 
Lake. 

On the east end of Eveline Lake, alittle cabin was 
built by a man named Fred Popp. This was the only 
cabin known to have been built on Eveline Lake, 
although in 1933, the government surveyors laid out 
no less than fourteen lots along the north and east 
shores. Fred Popp's cabin was in use a1most until 
it became dilapidated in the 1950's. 

Early Railway Service 
The "Campers' Special" originated in the early 

1920's. During the summer months, it operated east-
bound on Friday evening and Saturday afternoon, 
returning Sunday in the evening (or Monday, if a 
long weekend). The "Local" , a freight train with 



passenger coach tacked on at the end, operated 

ｾｨｲ･･＠ times a week each way between Winnipeg and 
Redditt. The sched ule allowed six hours travelling 
time to Winnitoba, a distance of 88 miles. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt moved 
heavy equipment and supplies, doing jobs along the 
line, and because it was at the very bottom end of 
the packing order of trains, it often sat on sidings 
for hours, waiting for breaks in the freight traffic. 
The Redditt Loca! had the distinction, very rare in 
mixed service, of being a "name" train . Campers 
and railroaders alike called it "The Blue Flea", a 
name which was used to describe the surviving once 
a week freight-only service. Although the name has 
probably never appeared in official C .N.R. docu-
ments, it has long been in com mon use in the rai!-
way's Winnipeg offices. An early map of the 
surveyed lots at Winnitoba even goes as far as to 
show the main line of the C.N .R. as "The Blue Flea ywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYSRNLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaLF
Line". 

The Big Fire 
excerpt from "Next Stop, Winnitoba! " 

During the hot month of August, 1929, rain was 
scarce, much of the vegetation became crisp, dry 
and brown, and the danger of fire became very real. 
About the rniddle of the month the smell of smoke 
was detected in the air. The sky became more hazy 
every day warning the campers that fires were not 
too far distant. On the night of August 21st, the sun 
set like a huge orange bali in the sky. Early next 
morning, on seeing smoke to the northwest over the 
high bare rock at the end of the lake, Jack Gray, 
John Baskerville and Bert Gallimore went to inves-
tigate. They climbed the rock cliff and stood still 
to listen. Sure enough, they could faint1y hear the 
sound of a roaring fire in the distance. Bert climbed 
a tree and confirmed that a forest fire was advanc-
ing from the north. 

Returning as quickly as possible they warned all 
the cottagers on the lake of the impending danger 
and suggested that everyone proceed at once by boat 
to Brownell's Point, to escape the possibi!ity of be-
mg caught by the onrushing conflagration. So the 
carnpers loaded in to their boats whatever baggage 
and valuables they could, and rowed for the Point. 

Fortunately, about the time the flames appeared 
at the end of the high rocky eliff, the wind sudden-
Iy veered and the advance of the fire seemed to stop. 
Taking advantage of the luli, all those capable of 
helpmg in the emergency, regardless of sex, folIowed 
Jack Gray back across the lake to the portage be-
tween Florence Lake and Marion Lake. Here, a back 
fire ｷｾ＠ set to the north of the dry creek bed. Every-
one ｦｬｬｬｾ､＠ pails with water from the lakes, and 
POured It over the vegetation along the creek. Some 
of the men took axes and chopped down trees and 
shrubs growing in the area to prevent the flames 

from jumping over to the evergreens south of the 
creek: Everyone present will always remember the 
ternflc roar of the flames as the back fire reached 
the approaching forest fire . It was frightening to see 
huge trees light up like giant candles and hear rocks 
exploding from the heat of the flames. Work was 
kept up day and night for three days unti! the fire 
was successfully checked and all the cottages on the 
east shore of Florence Lake were saved. It was a 
very tired group of fire fighters that eventually could 

relax their efforts and slip off home for much needed 
rest. Always, of course, a watch was kept to see that 
patches that flared up here and there were thorough-
Iy extinguished. 

Unfortunately, while the advance of the flames 
was stopped at the creek, it was impossible to stem 
the advances of the frre to the north and east of Lake 
Marion. That whole countryside, clothed with a 
beautiful stand of pine, spruce and birch, was com-
pletely gutted by fire. Only here and there, a fine 
big tree that was singed and denuded of its limbs, 
continued to stand, later to become excellent fire-
wood for the stoves and fireplaces of the cottages 
that had been so miraculously preserved. 

The Stalion 
At the first organized meeting of the Winnitoba 

Cottagers Association held in Winnipeg in Novem-
ber 1932, a petition was signed requesting that the 
C.N.R. move the Winnitoba stop to a point east-
ward, eloser to the landings on Florence and Nora 
Lakes. "The railway placed a very satisfactory 
shelter and platform at their present site in 1934." 
It was moved in from Pine River, Manitoba, com-
plete with the name of its former location still on 
it, causing local wags to suggest that the name "Win-
nitoba" be changed to "Pine River" to save the rail-

way the cost of painting a new sign. 
It is that same station, still in use today, that cre-

ates a special warm fee!ing in many Winnitobans, 
like that of "coming home" , to memories of chi!d-
hood - falling asleep with head on grandma's lap 
and legs draped over a neighbor crowded a10ng the 
bench-like seat skirting the wall; the single window 
sili with sta!agmites of melted wax from the single 
candle that flickered in the evening darkness; the 
sound of an axe and tearing cardboard and elang 
of the door of the old Quebec heater that warmed 
num bing fingers and toes; the discovery of fascinat-
ing magazines, decades old, from a pioneer cabin; 
the excitement of discovering your parents' initials 
carved into the wood siding, still detectable under 
numerous coats of white gloss paint. Every chiid, 
for decades, must have carved his initia!s on these 
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walls, "whittling" away the hours waiting for that 
familiar 'serpent' to round th'e comer through the 
rock-cut. "Our station" offered many a hiker or 
skier safety and security as he slept ovemight on 
sheets of cardboard from discarded packing, await-
ing the early moming train, (oblivious to the curi-
ous mouse nested in the sawdust insulation of its 
walls). Here a1so was the onty telephone - in a woo-
den box on the comer, with no dial - "push but-
ton in to speak and release to listen" . zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt was 
connected directly to the C.N. dispatcher, who could 
be contacted in time of emergency. Fun work-parties 
were organized by the young campers to scrub the 
interior walls of "their station" e1ean of accumu-
lated smoke and soot, and repaint its white and 
green trimmed exterior. The most artistic person 
usually gained the honour of painting the " Winnito-
ba" lettering on the signs suspended from the sta-ywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYSRNLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaLF
tion's over-hanging roof, welcoming us "horne" . 

Origins of Lake Names 
Marion Lake sits less than half a mile behind the 

Florence Lake cottages, and with no development 
permitted on the lake, it has been a favorite place 
for family picnics, first ovemight tenting ex-
periences, fishing, or a solitary paddle into a mag-
nificent sunset. The north shore marks the edge of 
the wilderness zone where all motors are prohibited. 
Like Florence and Eveline Lakes, it was named by 
railway surveyors. In 1927, three of the pioneer cot-
tage owners named the three islands after each of 
their eldest sons -

John Island - son of W. F. Baskerville - John 
was one of the first Winnipeg pilots killed in the 
Second World War. 

Fletcber Island - son of Fred D. Baragar , is the 
Director of the Rheumatic Disease Unit at the 
Health Sciences Centre, Winnipeg. 

Bert Island - son of George Gallimore, was an 
electrical engineer living in Brockville, Ontario -
now retired. 

After the disastrous fire of 1929, much of the area 
was explored by the early cottagers, and canoe por-
tages were cut and marked with cairns between the 
string of relatively smalllakes extending northward 
to the largest, Manitario Lake, divided by the On-
tario boundary. 

Crandall Lake was named by John Gray, one of 
the first logging workers , who built several log 
cabins at Winnitoba in the 1920's and was the first 
truly permanent resident. He a1so named Caribou 
Lake (southeast of Nora Lake). 

Kirk Lake - the official name on the map of 
Caddy Lake 52E/ 14 - is a tiny lake situated on the 
south side of Nora Lake. It has been known as 
"Bear Lake" (as named by John Gray) to most 
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people at Winnitoba. 

Bear Lake - is a fairly large lake on the West side 
of South Cross Lake. 

Shirley Lake - named about 1930 after Shirley 
Gordon, the onty daughter of Norman Gordon, one 
of the early cottage owners. She later married Gra-
ham Pincock . Four generations of Pincocks con-
tinue to gather each summer in the original cabin. 
Alex Kolansky, the trapper in this area, called it 
"Portage Lake" because of the 3/5 mile long por. 
tage into it. 

Canoe Lake - named because of its shape in the 
early 1970's. Formerly known to the residents of 
Winnitoba as "Rice Lake" , the name used by John 
Gray (see Crandall Lake), also shown on the origi-
nal boundary survey map of 1898. Changed because 
of duplication with the large Rice Lake and Rice 
Lake station just over the border in Ontario. 

Peggy Lake - named after Peggy Baragar at the . 
same time as Shirley Lake, when the early campers, 
led by John Gray walked from Marion Lake to 
Shirley Lake nam ing it and Peggy Lake nex!. Peg-
gy (Margaret) was the only daughter of Fred D. 
Baragar, one of the pioneer cottagers. Being an ar-
dent canoeist, he sought out portages and named 
many of the lakes south of Winnitoba after local 
summer residents. Peggy Baragar is now Mrs . Don 
Sanders residing at Sioux Lookout, Ontario, and 
still visits the original family cottage. 

Doreen Lake - named after Doreen Falconer 
(now Mrs. Gordon Muirhead of Winnipeg) who was 
in the first known party of cottagers to walk through 
to, and explore the lake in 1930 (caIIed "Cave Lake" 
by trapper AJex Kolansky). 

Marg Lake - was originally named Margaret in 
1930 after Margaret Pincock, daughter of Dr. J. C. 
Pincock, a cottage owner by 1932. It was named 
at the same time as Doreen Lake when the party 
walked through to this tiny lake. Margaret married 
Bert Gallimore (see Bert Island) . Because of the 
duplication in the Winnipeg River System the offi-
cial name became Marg Lake about 1974. 

Madge Lake - named in 1930 after Mrs. Madge 
Gallimore, wife of George - the first summer cot-
tage owner (1926) at Winnitoba (hoth deceased). 
Madge was the mother of Bert Gallimore (island on 
Marion Lake). 

Hello Lake - dissected by the Ontario Bound-
ary, it was presumably named by the boundary sur-
veyors. 

Barwood Lake - named by Fletcher D. Baragar 
(see island - Marion Lake) who first made a por· 
tage through to the lake from Hello Lake, and with 
his canoe, explored it. Named because of sighting 
a ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywutsronmlkihedcbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedcbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedbaQMJBywutsronmlkihedbaQJBwsromlhedbaQin the there, as well as the combi na-
tion of the names Bar(agar) and Wood(s) - Tom 
Woods and their eldest sons who accompanied him. 



MoJlie Lake - named after Mary (MolJie) Gor-
d n wife of Norman Gordon, one of the early cot-
t:g; owners. Named by a party consisting of Fred 
D. Baragar and son Fletcher, Norman and son Don 
Gordon (about 1938 or 1939) on a cross-country 
walk off the regular canoe route . Mrs. N. Gordon 

is now deceased. 
Olive Lake - is named after Mrs. ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCButsrponmlkjigedbaWVSROLIFEDCButsrponmljigedbaWSROLIFEDCButsrponmljigedbaWSROLIFEDCBl . C. Pincock, 

who sum'mered in Winnitoba since 1930. Named in 
1932 by a party consisting of l. C. Pincock and their 
son George, George Gallimore and son Bert (see 
Marion Lake Island) on a tri p following the trai! 
of a party of surveyors who had resurveyed the 

Ontario-Manitoba Boundary. 
Spider Lake - presumably named because of its 

shape, by boundary surveyors, since the Ontario 

Boundary divides it in half. 
Moosehead Lake - named because of its shape 

on the map by Alex Kolansky, the trapper in this 

area since 1944 (see Alex, the trapper) . 
Emi1y Lake - was named after Mrs. Inkerman 

Baragar. Named by Fred D. Baragar in honour of 
his mother, who became fond of this area during 
her visits to his cottage in the latter 1920' s and 
1930's. She resided at Elm Creek, Manitoba, unti! 

her death in 1942. 
Bridget Lake - this tiny lake sits off the south-

west tip of Marion Lake and was partial1y drained 
when the C.N.R. survey crew went through about 
1907. Named by rai!way survey crew on their map 
of 1905 - later on the Arctic Ice map when log-
ging here. 

Lake of the Clouds - named in the early 1930's 
because of its elevation - about 50 feet above 
Marion Lake. 

Alex the Trapper 

Alex Kolansky was a trapper in this area of the 
Whiteshell from 1942 until his death in his cabin 
on Bernard Lake in 1978. He was smali in stature, 
not quite five feet tall and weighed less than 130 lbs., 
but was a man of religious conviction, modest and 
shy, who left a lasting impression on the Whiteshell. 

With the hel p of his brother Nick, who arrived 
at Winnitoba on the "Redditt Local" train in lune 
of 1942, Alex built a log cabin on Doreen Lake, 
which he had aptly named "Cave Lake" . From the 
winter of 1944, he put up ice in the community ice-
houses at Winnitoba until he moved away from his 
cabin on Doreen Lake in 1949. 

Although shy, Alex was always friendly with 
canoers, cottagers, fly-in fishermen, and teenagers 
who hiked to his camp. He had a special relation-
ship with children, birds and animals - his cabin 
door always left open for them. He had even built 
a shelter for orphaned bear cubs next to his log shack 

•  zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
Alex KOlansky, Bernard Lake, August 1976. 

on Peggy Lake, built about 1963. "A deeply reli-
gious man, Alex never worked on Sunday." He 
would shut off his traps on Saturday night, so that 
his fur bearing animals would not be killed on Sun-
day. "He never swore, drank, or smoked," recalled 
Nick. 

Alex was a most innovative person: he built a 
smali sawmill, a motorized wild rice gathering boat, 
washing machine, a welding set-up, tree-mounted 
drill press, and even made his own birch skis with 
flattened tin can tips, and a simple unbarked pine 
pole. He was also an accomplished guitarist until 
he lost his right hand in an accident with an ice chisel 
on his trap line in March of 1949. But, said his 
brother Nick, he continued to skin beaver with a 

1942. Alax Kolansky's Doreen Lake cabin. 
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knife strapped to the stump of his right arm. A few 
years later, Alex broke his left arm when a smali 
engine he used to cut wood, backfired. Nick recalled, 
"He said the hardest thing to do was to light a 
match, which he held between his teeth, but when 
he struck it, it would tum in his mouth and bum 
his cheek before he got a lamp or fire lit." This cou-
rageous man continued to live independentIy as a 
trapper, even portaging his boat, and never received 
any financial assistance from the govemment. 
Although he had become eligible for old age pen-
sion, A1ex refused it because he felt that he was not 
entitled since he had not contributed to it. 

Alex built his last home on Bernard Lake in 1952, 
and in 1956, his brother Nick built a cabin op po-
site A1ex's camp, but dismantIed it in the winter of 
1976. With a caterpillar tractor, they opened the old 
winter road from Red Rock Lake to Bernard Lake, 
and the old loggers' road from Bernard Lake to 
Decimal. 

A1ex was found dead in his cabin on Bernard Lake 
in October 1978, and that winter, Nick bumed it 
down so that it wouldn't be vandalized. A plaque 
and cairn now mark the spot. 

The "Kolansky Trai\" was officially opened 
February 20, 1983. Made and named by the Manito-
ba Naturalists Society, the nine kilometer cross-
country ski trails run around the south end of Big 
Whiteshell Lake cutting "through the heart of the 
lake country Kolansky roamed for forty years." 
Alex touched the lives of all who passed through 
his territory. ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBAytsronlkihgedaWUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBA

The Mantario Hiking Trail 

"The Mantario Hiking Trail is the longest Cana-
dian Shield trail in Western Canada, covering 60 
kilometers, or roughly 37 miles of rugged Precam-
brian rock and forest. The trail construction was 
funded through the Federal Local Initiatives Pro-
gram with co-operation from the members of the 
Manitoba Naturalist Society and the Parks Branch. 
The Mantario Trail was created to provide excep-
tional terrain for the more experienced backpacker 
in a magnificent setting. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt passes 25 lak es within 
one-half mile of the trail and 32 lakes within one 
mile of the trail. 

Starting at B1k. 5 Caddy Lake Road, it crosses 
the tunnel between Caddy Lake and South Cross 
Lake, following the old logging road to Caribou 
Lake. At the 5K mark is the Caddy Lake Emergen-
cy Airstrip which "served a unique purpose in Cana-
dian aviation history. It was built around 1938 by 
the Federal Transportation as one of a series of 
emergency fields spaced approximalely 50 miles 
apart, across Eastern Manitoba and Northwestem 
Ontario. The strips were built primarily lo aid the 
fledgling Trans-Canada Airline which was just be-
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ginning to fly mail and laler passengers from Win-
nipeg to points east." "There was no telephone or 
radio links to the outside. Downed air crews simply 
walked oul lo the railway. Mainlenance, i.e. bush 
clearing, was stopped in early 1950's and Ihe slrip 
was finally abandoned complelely for emergency use 
around 1968 . According to sources, T.C.A. never 
had to use this airslrip, but it was used by some pri-
vate and possibly som e mili tary aircraft during its 
lifelime. 

Al 10 km, at the eastem tip of Nora Lake, Ihere 
is a huge beaver dam crossing wilh much flooding 
in early spring or heavy rains. Crossing the C.N.R. 
tracks not far from the Winnitoba Station, the trail 
passes the Lake of the Clouds where there is a 
wildemess campsite, and conlinues northward be-
tween Florence and Marion Lakes. This route (l3K) 
is often used by the most fil and hardy Winnitoba 
campers as a means of access in the absence of train 
service. As the trail continues northward between 
Doreen and Peggy Lakes, an exceptionally fine Gla-
cial Swirl Hole, remnants of the ice age more than 
10,000 years ago, can be observed alongside the 
footpath. The train crosses a smali foot bridge at 
Olive Lake (25K) Ihen follows a 100 foot curved 
beaver dam, where there is often extensive flood-
ing, making walking very difficult for approximately 
one kilometer at Moosehead Lake. At the south end 
of Mantario Lake, sits the Manitoba Naturalists 
cabin on a tiny island just off shore. Here many hik-
ers and canoeists ovemight, either to continue the 
hi king trail to ils end (or beginning) at the north-
em tip of Big Whiteshell Lake or return to Winni to-
ba to catch the train back to Winnipeg. 

Train Access 
The Campers' Special was opened by C.N. Rail 

in 1911, and served as the only link to cottage eom-
munities between 130K and 240K east of Winnipeg. 
Between 1,000 and 1,500 people including some 500 
cottage owners regularly took the train during sum-
mer weekends. In winter, between 50 and 100 people 
boarded the train on Thursday or Friday evenings, 
returning to Winnipeg Sunday night. With no roads, 
stores or hydro power, all foods and supplies had 
to be shipped and carried, even the youngest ehild 
toting his own little backpack. Not infrequentIy did 
one's entire weekend food supply continue on to 

Redditt or Sioux Lookout, only to return on the 
westbound train as one boarded it back to Winni-
peg. But with the traditional sharing by neighbors, 
the enjoyment of the weekend was seldom spoiled. 
A strong sense of community has evolved from the 
many hours shared in waiting on the slopes by the 
traeks, eating box suppers on the trains, and together 
unloading the ovemight stuffed pack-sacks, numer-
ous rope-tied apple cartons, howling pets in eages, 



and even the occasional canoe. 
In the fall of 1989, when the federal government 

decided to eliminate half the country's rail service, 
the Winnipeg-Capreol, Ontario run which serviced 
the cottagers, was incorporated into the reguIar Via 
Super Transcontinenta! service operating three times 
a week. Via officials then stated that each transcon-
tinental train would contain only one day car, per-
mitting only 54 people to travel on a short trip fare . 
The weekend trains had carried between 300 and 500 
people to the region every weekend that summer ! 

This Super Transcontinental Service was com-
pletely unsuitable for working persons, since it 
departed from Winnipeg Monday, Wednesday and 
Saturday evenings, returning rnid-morning Monday, 
often hours late. Furthermore, in April 1991, the 
Assistant to the Executive Via President and Chief 
Operating Officer of Via Rai! stated that "it would 
be uneconomic to provide space on the "Canadi-
an" for this loca! traffic." "We have guaranteed 
a minimum of 17 seats in the dome for campers on 
all trains. In addition any coach seats unsold with-
in seven days of departure may be purchased by 
campers." The cost is now over $105 for a couple 
with one child under II years of age for a one day 
weekend at Winnitoba. Third and fourth genera-
tion families can no longer spend summer weekends 
with their vacationing parents or retired grand par-
ents - a far cry from the daily service of the early 
1920s. 

In a decision released the last week of October 
1990, the Nationa! Transportation Agency decided 
"to allow Via Rai! to cut service without public hear-
ings." On January 15, 1990, Via Rail Service was 
cut in half "because the government of Prime 
Minister Mulroney is cutting its financial support 
to Via to $350 million by 1992 from $540 million 
in 1989." These cuts threw some 2,700 people out 
of work, more than a third of its work force! 

The Campers Special service from Winnipeg to 
the Whiteshell area was eliminated on January 15, 
1990, cutting off hundreds of cottagers from 

weekend service without notice and without alter-
native access. The last transcontinental train passed 
through Winnipeg at 1:50 a.m. on January 16,1990. 
"As the 'Canadian' travelled across the country, it 
was met with numerous demonstrations and displays 
of emotion over the loss of the original Trans-
continental Route." ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBAytsronlkihgedaWUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBA

Road Access 
The Winnipeg to Farlane Camping and Recrea-

tional Association, together wit h a federal co-
ordinator resident in Winnipeg, are studying road 
access - indeed a complexity with elements su ch 
as native heritage, archaeological considerations, 
wildlife foci, fish breeding streams, engineering 
rarnifications, etc. to be considered. The earliest pos-
sible road access is estimated 1993. 

Because the cottage is the repository of so many 
family memories, as well as the focal point for on-
going fami!y gatherings, the loss of suitable access 
for at least three summers is far from insignificant. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

It is the parallei lines of steel, and a wilderness 
unencumbered by roads that binds these people 
together and makes Winnitoba unique. 

Credits 
l. Excerpts and condensations are from a written 

history of the Winnitoba area and cottage com-
munity "Next Stop, Winnitoba!" published in 
1972 by the Lake Florence Campers Association 
with the efforts of Mr. A.L. Crossin and the late 
Mr. D.A. Patterson. 

2. Whiteshell Echo - Summer 1984 
"Winnitoba - Next Stop!" by Buzz Tyson 

3. The Winnipeg Free Press - January and Novem-
ber 1990. 

4. The Mantario Hiking Trail brochure - by the 
Manitoba Department of Natural Resources. 

5. Winnipeg Free Press, February 1983 - by Barry 
Mullin. 

Mary Louise Baragar is the wife of Fletcher D. 
Baragar whose grandson, Daniel is the fifth gener-
ation of Baragar males at Winnitoba. 
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·Early days along the C.P.R. 

BLACK BEAR TOUR1ST CAMP 

NOW JUST A PICNIC AREA 

JIM AND MARIE BLACK zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
by Marie 

In 1952 we·saw an advertisement in the paper, 
For Sale - Bear Lake Tourist Camp, 98 miles from 
Winnipeg and 10 miles east of Rennie on the old 
Trans-Canada Highway, now 44. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBAzywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBAIt was started by 
Jim McPhail, son of a Winnipeg doctor, and now 
owned by Ross Manahan. The camp consisted of 
nine housekeeping cabins, six double and three sin-
gle, a gas pump, garage, store and coffee shop all 
for about $12,000. We bought it. 

The store, garage, office and coffee shop were 
all one building with a two bedroom living quar-
ters and two kitchens behind. As there was no power 
in the Whiteshell they had their own Deleo 12-volt 
system and a Lidster which was bigger. There was 
a kerosene fridge, a gas-powered Beatty washer with 
a copper tub, a Coleman iron and a coal cook stove. 

We had no experience at running a tourist camp. 
You can imagine my thoughts when I was faced with 
cooking for a gang after being used to feeding just 
three. I soon hired some girls to help me. For a while 
we sent the laundry into Winnipeg with Patricia 
Transport. That ended one day when the truck had 
an accident and we had no clean linen. I washed 
sheets myself and decided to continue doing the 
laundry. 

We had two phones. The one was a regular long 
distance one . The second was a Forestry phone put 
in the camp by them, so Jim could report any fires . 
This was very important as sparks often flew from 
the old steam locomotives on the C.P .R. 

The old No. I highway and the C.P .R. main line 
ran through our quarter section as did Hanson's 
Creek. There were C.P.R. section men and crews 
every few miles and these men used to come to our 
coffee shop not just for coffee but for a visit. 

Beside our place was what we called "The Old 
Homestead" possibly Hanson 's, as the creek was 
named after an early settler in the area. We rented 
the "Old Homestead" and used it for a place our 
help could live in. It was a log house about 20 X 24 
feet with a thick homemade wooden door. When 
we left three years later we took the original lock 
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off the door. It weighed about 10 pounds and has 
the Hudson's Bay Crest on it plus a patent number 
4409 and letters that look like C H U B L'S. This 
is one of my favorite treasures . There were two 
rooms downstairs and one upstairs plus a lean-to 
kitchen. An old barn that was built into a hill and 
faced the traeks, was out back. The water pump is 
still there. 

The Bear Lake Hiking Trail about six miles long 
ran from our camp to Bear Lake. This was a favorite 
hike for our customers and fishermen. Not many 
people knew about another old square log cabin with 
a basement and a barn across the track near this 
traiI. It had been abandoned years before we arrived 
but even so the perennial flowers were still bloom-
ing. Inside was stored old furniture, a heavy oak 
buffet still in good shape, tables, chairs with leather 
seats, white iron beds, an old rock ing chair and an 
old stove. There was an upright Marie phonograph 
with three or four dra wers fuli of cylinder records. 
We took this phonograph back to our place and still 
have it as a treasure. It has a diamond needle and 
it has played for us. On the record cylinders is writ-
ten Edison, Blue Amberol Record . Later the build· 
ings at this homestead were burned, likely by Parks 
so squatters couldn't use it. 

We met a lot of interesting people the short time 
we were there. One was Stan McLeod, a geologist 
and prospector , who knew every inch of the 
Whiteshell, Lac du Bonnet and Pinawa area. He was 
bom in Keewatin just north of Kenora and it was 
his uncle the McLeod Park in Kenora is named af-
ter. As far as we know, it was Stan who discovered 
uranium in the Whiteshell and started the Whiteshell 
Uranium Company. He had several claims which 
he found too costly to keep up as you had to do 
so much work each year. He sold his claims to Mark 
Smerchanski. Stan showed us how you could put 
the uranium rocks on a piece of black vel vet and 
they would glow in the dark. We had no idea how 
deadly they were . In fact , he left an assortment or 
uranium rock s at the foot of our big Coke sign and 
gradually they disappeared as the tourists took them 
away. A few sampies went to the Nutimik muse· 
um. Stan also flew with the bush pilots and mapped 
the area. 

Alf Hole, who started the goose sanctuary at Ren· 
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nie was another interesting character. He and his 
black dog, Nigger, used to go to the Rennie Hotel 
and he'd order two beer and put a dish down for 
the dog and the two would drink together . One time 
Alf was going to England, his birthplace, for six 
months. I saw him just a few weeks later and asked 
him how come he was home. He said, " I don't know 
anyone in England anymore and I missed my littIe 

black dog." 
Another interesting old man used to come in from 

the Emergency Airport north and east of us. He 
lived out there wit h the caretakers and he'd come 
to Rennie to cash his cheque and get supplies. 

The trapper Alex Kolansky would also com e in. 
We thought his homernade skis were very different. 

Sometirnes the artist Clarence Tillenius would stop 
over. I recall one time he was looking for bears and 
wolves at night as he wanted to paint them. 

One day an English couple arrived on their bi-
cycle built for two pulling alittle trai!er with their 
son in it as well as their camping equipment. They 
were biking across Canada. They stopped for a few 
days and helped us, to pay for their accommoda-
tion . Later another couple came on their bicycle and 
they ais o did some ironing and cut the grass and 
other jobs. 

Mr. H. L. McKinnon who owned Melrose Tea 
visited us. He was a religious man. He'd go by ca-
noe to Caddy and Cross Lakes and give tea and 
coffee to the Ind.ians. He offered to send our boy s 
to Pioneer Camp at Lake of the Woods but they 
didn't go. 

We used to feed the deer and some became very 
tame. One evening I was going home from West 
Hawk and I saw 17 deer coming down to drink. I 
never forgot how beautiful they looked. 

Our neighbors to the east we re the Sorensons. In 
order for us to get the dai!y paper we had to get 
two and so we shared wit h Mrs. Sorenson. She 
would often walk to our place no doubt to have a 
visit and be in touch with the rest of the world. In 
1952 all the Sorenson children came home for a spe-
cial occasion and they stopped at our place on the 
way home. 

I remem ber the men putting up 325 blocks of ice 
in the sawdust in the barn. As I mentioned before 
we did all our own washing of laundry and so I had 
alittle wash house out back. There was a big gal-
vanized tank by the stove and we'd fili it with ice 
to melt for water, if needed. Our drinking water 
came from a spring down the road. We kept the ice 

cream in ice and coarse salt in a galvanized contain-
er. It was a difficult job to cut the ice smali enough 
to fit around the container. 

The Wiggens Adjusters-Insurance men used to 

book all the cabins for the May long weekend. One 
tlme they had me cook them a turkey dinner. 

After running the camp for three years we decided 
to move. Our boys were getting to school age and 
the new Trans-Canada Highway was progressing 
and we could see the business would drop drastically. 
We sold it for about what we paid for it to Herman 
Wold. The government bought the camp about a 
year later. Some of the buildings were moved to Ren-
nie and one cabin even to Lone Island, so there 
wasn 't much left by 1957. Today it is a picnic site. 

We often think back to the two big signs we had 
of a bear on his hind legs, one sign on the right si de 
of the road going to Kenora and one on the left be-
fore Hansons Creek heading to Winnipeg. Unfor-
tunately we never had a picture of those signs telling 
of Bear Lake Camp and now it is gone forever. 

Eventually we had four boys, Jim, Allan, Harold 
and Doug. We camped around the Whiteshell unti! 
we bought a cottage at Howk's Road at Nutimik 
where we still like to go and enjoy the outdoors. 

DAGERO 
by Sophie (Sorenson) Boyd 

Any knowledge of the early years and the early 
settlers is not well known nor how the railway flag 
stop got its name. Over the years many people took 
up homesteads but not too many stayed for any 
length of tirne. I will list each person that I knew 
about and alittle information about each of them. 

Thomas Reid took up a homestead at Cross Lake. 
He had come from Scotland where he had been a 
game-keeper. He later moved to Lake Jessica and 
trapped for a living. In the spring he would bring 
his winter's fur catch out by canoe to Cross Lake 
and walk to Dagero and then take the train to Ren-
nie where he shipped his furs to Winnipeg. He would 
then pi ck up his summer supply of groceries and 
go back to Jessica Lake. In the fali he would travel 
out again by canoe, usually shooting a good su p-
ply of ducks for us on the way and get his winter 
supplies. 

Palmgrens took over his homestead. How long 
they lived there I do not know but they moved to 
the prairies. He missed the lakes and forests and be-
came depressed and hung himself. They had one son 
who joined the American navy and became an 

officer. 
Jorgensons lived south of the Palmgrens on Cross 

Lake and later Joe Burleigh and his wife lived there. 
Mrs. Burleigh died of pneumonia. He later became 
a brakeman for the C.P.R . He moved away in the 

1930's. 
James Flet! and his family lived south of the 

C.P .R. tunnel on the west shore of what is now Cad-
dy Lake. The Fletts had a large family and moved 
often. The youngest boy spent some time with the 
Lindstroms but went back to his parents when he 
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was old enough to go to school. 
Thomas Hicks lived on the same place as the 

Fletts and looked after the property owned by 
Fred Elder who used it as a summer residence for 
his family in the early 1930's. There were three chil-
dren, Kathleen, Anne and Samuel. Sam still lives 
in Winnipeg. Fred Elder worked for the C.P.R. as 
an express and baggage man or in an office in Win-
nipeg. He also worked in Montreal for some years. 

William (Scott zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSONMLJIFEDCBAywvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSONMLJIFDCBAywvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSOMLJIFDCBAy) Harris lived in a one-room hut 

built into the earth bank with only the door and a 
few boards showing. His place was near what was 
called Scotty's Tunnel where Hanson's Creek goes 
under the C.P .R. and into Caddy Lake. He moved 
to British Columbia in the late 1920s or early 1930s 

where his son lived. 
Lars E. Lundstrom came in 1913 , also Nels and 

Catherine Sorenson. Their history is listed 
separately. 

Patrick Rogan lived west of the Sorenson farm 
south ofthe C.P.R. He came from !reland and was 
a First World War veteran. My recollections of him 
is a humorous tittle man who always smoked a corn-
cob pipe. He moved to Winnipeg in the early 1930's. 

Bernard Jensen lived close to the Rogans in a log 
house . He got lost in the bush in a snowstorm while 
hunting. No trace of him was ever found although 
search parties went out for him and the railway en-
gineers blew their whistles as they went by to help 
him get his directions. 

At Mile 42 there were several people who took 
over this quarter section. First came Solens then Mr. 
Yells who later died of a heart attack. Mrs. Yells 
remarried a shoemaker from Peli att near Kenora 
named Eric Hanson (thence Hanson's Creek). She 
could not speak Swedish and he could not speak En-
glish. ! do not remem ber her except that she had 
a son who came down and stayed with her after Mr . 
Hanson left. He moved back to Peli att in the late 
1920's. Years later, when the Trans-Canada High-
way (now No. 44) was built the property was taken 
over by James McPhail, son of a doctor from Win-
nipeg who ran a hot dog stand there during the sum-
mer months. Ross Manahan and his son Ken then 
bought it and had a smalI store, cafe and Bear Lake 
cabins. Ken and his wife Libby ran it for a few years. 
Later it was sold to the Jim Blacks. 

North of the C.P.R. across from the Yell's place 
another homestead was taken up by a man named 
Benson who was killed by a train. Later an older 
couple Thomas and Anna Navin lived there through 
the 1930's. Mr. Navin was a war veteran and was 
not well while he lived there. Mrs. Navin became 
depressed and tried to commit suicide. Mr. Han-
sen who was their neighbor ran down the railway 
track for two miles to our place to get my mother 
to go back to help save Mrs. Navin . Hansen then 
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had to walk to !ngolf, nine miles away to get the 
C.P.R. agent to telegraph Kenora for a doctor. This 

was in the forenoon and the next passenger train 
wasn't coming until 5 p.m. Meanwhile Mother held 
Mrs . Navin's injury together to help stop the bleed-
ing until the train stopped to pick her up wit h a doc-
tor from Kenora on board. Mrs. Navin lived to tell 
the story and she always credited Mother for sav-
ing her life . She passed away in the early 1940's. 
A son Ernest and his family live in Winnipeg. 

There was a C.P.R. section house one quarter 
mile west of the Sorenson farm where a section fore-
man , Mike Karpetz and his family lived. There were 
four girls in the family and all very musical and 
played a variety of instruments. One daughter Marie 
later played with Ihe Winnipeg Symphony Orches-
tra. The four girls often came back to Dagera to 
pi ck blueberries and stay with us. They always 
brought their musical instruments with them. 

Nels Sorenson and his wife and two children 
settled on a quarter section at Mile 40 in 1913. Ihe 
railway ran through the middle of our homestead. 
Later five more children were bom and raised there. 
Our story is listed elsewhere in this book. 

There were railway spurs east of our farm lead-
ing to two sand pits where gravel was removed when 
the railway was built and later the railway was 
double tracked. A1so it is a possibility that Dagero 
was a depot for unloading supplies when the C.N.R. 
was built and transported in winter via Cross Lake 
across country. I cannot verify this. 

J ust west of us a man named Cooke started a log 
house but died before it was finished. I remember 
playing in it for years until my father pulled it down. 

Charlie RobertsoD had the quarter seetion east of 
us. He was a bachelor and came from Scotland. He 
was a very kind and gentle man who was a favorite 
with the Sorenson children. He trapped in winter 
and picked and sold blueberries in the summer and 
traded his blueberries at the store in !ngolf for tobac-
co and groceries. He sometimes worked on the rail-
road in the summer months. When my brothers got 
a erystal radio set he would often sit and listen to 
Hockey Night in Canada when Foster Hewitt was 
broadcasting. Mother kept him supplied with eggs 
and milk and he sometimes asked to help us on the 
farm. He had a gramophone and a lot or Scottish 
records which we always listened to when we visited 
him. He sold his place to people named Brinkman 
but they only lived there a few years. Charlie moved 
to the airstrip east of Caddy Lake and I believe he 

was a caretaker there during the war. He was killed 
while walk ing along the highway at Rennie in the 

1940's after the war. A sad end ing for this kind and 
gentle man . 

Section houses were located usually every rour 
miles in those years with seclion gangs, as they were 
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called at each location. There was one east of the 
big tunnel at Caddy Lake and one at Telford. The 
names of these men I faintly remem ber as they 
moved often but some names were Ernie Strand and 
his family, Malt and Andy Strand, Odd Overberg, 

Phillip Zayak and Louis Ragiabni from the Caddy 
Lake section. The Telford men I do not remember 
as we did not see them often. I should mention that 
in the early years there was no Caddy Lake. It was 
called Cross Lake and not divided into North and 
South Cross Lake. 

r have tried to include al! the people that I have 

heard about from my parents. rf I have missed any-
one it is because I did not know them . Not many 
people stayed any length of time except the Lund· 

stroms, Charlie Robertson and the Sorensons. Most 
of the others came and went during the years 1915 
and 1930. 

LARS ERIC AND MARIAS LUNDSTROM 
by Ida Lundstrom Erickson 

Mother and Dad immigrated from Sweden to 
Canada in 1905. After living in Kenora and Kee-
watin for eight years they took up a homestead at 
Dagero, Manitoba Township 10 Range 16E Section 
14 quarter section. They had five daughters and one 
son. Julia and I live in San Diego. Our parents made 
two moves to Chicago in 1928 and 1932 but city life 

was not for them so they came back to the 
homestead. Dad died in 1935 after a serious opera-
lion. Mother lived for a while with my si ster Elin 

and also Anna. She returned to Chicago and then 
in 1948 she again came to Canada and passed away 
shortly after. Both Mother and Dad are buried in 
Elmwood Cemetery in Winnipeg. 

The buildings on the farm have long gone and 
any land that was cleared is now overgrown wit h 
willows and poplars. 

Dad and Mother were very hospitable people and 
always had the coffee pot on the stove. The Soren-

son children had to pass by our house whenever they 
went to Bear Lake to fish and they always stopped 
to visit. Mother did a lot of Swedish baking which 
was a real treat for the Sorensons. Mother could 
speak very little English but she told so many sto-

ries about the "fattige" people in Sweden. For many 

years the children thought there must be a lot of fat 
people in Sweden until they found that "fatlige" 
meant rich. 

The Lundstrorn family knew a family named Flett 
from Kenora. Mrs. Flett had married an Indian 

when she was 16 years old. She ran away from her 

hus band with her five children dressed only in a gun-
ny sack. Mrs. Sorenson gave her money and clothes 
to go back home. Dad went to Kenora to see the 

family and brought back one-year-old Joseph who 
lived with us until he was six years old when his 
mother took him to Winnipeg so he could go to 

school. It was a sad parting. Eight years later I was 
home on a visit and Mother and I walked to Cross 
Lake along the railroad traeks . The station was fuli 
of baskets of blueberries to be shipped. We inquired 
if a lady with five children had picked the berries . 

"Yes, they did." It was the Flett family and Joseph 
had a touching reunion with us. We never heard any 

more about them. 
Of my five sisters and one brother there is just 

Julia and I left. Hilder died in 1912, Anna died in 
1988. She had a daughter Sylvia. John died leaving 
three children . Elin has also died leaving a family 

of seven. 

NELS AND CATHERINE SORENSON 
by Sophie (Sorenson) Boyd 

The Sorensons came to Canada from Denmark 

in 1912 with two smali children. They lived at Nor-
man, Ontario where Dad worked for the Lake of 
the Woods flour mili and Mother worked in a board-

ing house. Their daughter drowned in the lake while 
they lived there. In 1913 or 1914 they took up a 

homestead at Dagero, Manitoba with their two sons, 
one bom in Keewatin . 

I don't know what my parents lived in during the 

first years until a house and barn were built. Dad 
cleared the land gradually and hay land, pasture and 

grain were grown for the horses, cattle and chick-
ens. Five more children were bom - the three youn-

gest at home without a doctor or nurse and only a 
neighbor to act as midwife. 

Schooling was not easily attained. The older chil-
dren boarded in Keewatin and later in Jugole which 

was nine miles from home. When the eldest daugh-
ter, Martha finished grade eight she stayed at home 

on the farm and Mother stayed in a rented cabin 
at Ingolf with the four youngest children. Mother 

taught us at home so that when we went to school 

we were far enough ahead we could start in grade 
three. I was the second youngest and when I went 
to school at age nine I started in grade five . Mother 
could not speak a word of English when she came 

to Canada and she had had very little education her-

self but she was determined that we should all have 
a grade eight education. Dad would drive with the 

horses and sleigh when the lakes were frozen over 

Caddy Lake, West Hawk and Lone Pine Lake to 

bring butler , milk and meat to us once a month. 

The milk was brought in a five or 10 galion cream 
can and kept frozen. How I hated the taste of frozen 

milki He would stay a day hauling firewood to keep 

the cabin (which wasn' t insulated) warm. The boys 
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would have to saw and split wood as their after four 

chores as well as haul water from the lake. As trains 
were aur only source of transportatian we would 

often walk the nine miles home to Dagero along the 

traeks on long weekends and at Easter if it was warm 

enough. 
The wark on the farm was hard physical wark 

and we all had aur jobs to do. Haying and harvest-

ing were the hardest. We had to tie the grain sheaves 

by hand as we did not have a binder. Then we had 
to stook it and the sheaves had lots of thistles in 
them. Needless to say we always had a lot of this-

tles to dig out of aur fingers. A small machine was 

bought in 1926 run by a stationary engine. Sheaves 
were fed into the thresher by hand. Everyone had 

a job. One pitched the sheaves anto a platform 
where the hand bound sheaf band was cut and Dad 

fed it into the machine. Mother and the younger 

Forking hay, threshing , 1928. 
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Dad Sorenson, 1938. Mother Sorenson, 1932. 

ones looked after the grain which came out of a 
chute and put it in bags. Straw was removed by twa 

ar three of us and stacked for animai bedding. Af-

ter a day's threshing the straw piles were huge. This 
threshing machine is naw in the Austin Museum at 

Austin, Manitoba . 
Dad sometimes worked for a few weeks on the 

C.P .R. in the summer ar at harvest time he would 
go to friends in Clanwilliam to eam money to buy 

the threshing machine and other farm equipment. 

Mother and the older children picked blueberries in 

the summer and shipped 15-20 flfteen pound baskets 
every week or so to people in Clanwilliam. When 

berries were plentiful she often picked 30 pounds 
a day. As well as selling berries she canned aur 

winter supply. She also had a big vegetable garden 

sa we always had lots of vegetables. I remember her 
salting green beans in two-gallon eroeks which were 

a welcome treat in winter. Large amounts of pota-
toes, carrots and turnips were grown and kept in 

pits for winter use. Dad sometimes took 50 pound 

bags of vegetables to Kenora by train which he sold 
or traded for flour, sugar, coffee, tea and dried 

fruits. Fresh fruits were rare except for the wild fruit 

we picked . Mrs . Knudson, who ran the post orfice 

and store at Ingolf always gave us a box of manda-

rin oranges for Christmas but wit h seven children 

they did not last long . 
Mother made most of our dothes and knitted al! 

aur socks and mitts. When dothes were worn out 
the good parts were made into quilts or rags. She 

never had time to be idle. 
As our house was never insulated an enormOus 

amount of firewood was needed to keep the house 
warm. The fires were usually out by morning ｢ｾｴ＠
Mother was an early riser and by the time the chll-

dren got up the house was warm and a big pot ar 
porridge was cooking on the stove. Our house had 
an attic where some of us slept and in the winter 

was it ever cold! Many mornings in -30' F we would 

wake up with frost on our eyelids. We always had 
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a warm sad iron to take to bed with us to help warm 
the bed. A long bunk bed was built in 1930 for the 
boys. The barns were also built of logs all shaped 

by Dad wit h a broad axe. 

I don't remem ber my father ever being on time 

to catch a bus or train. If he was going on the train 

my si ster and I would go to the flag station. We 
didn 't dare put the flag out zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAto stop the train until 

we could see Dad coming. One of us would stand 
watch on the little hill between the house and the 

station and when the local came around the curve 

and we could see Dad was on his way, the other one 
would put the flag out. The railway men were good-
natured and sometimes stopped before the station 

to pick him up. They thought it was a joke to see 

Dad runrting to catch the train. It was the same thing 

when he had to catch the bus after the highway was 

built. The road from the farm was a winding road 

and one of us would stay behind until we saw Dad 

coming before we would flag the bus. He did miss 

a few. 
He also had a fascination with fire. He was al-

ways burning elumps of old hay or brush without 

too much attention to whether it was windy or calm. 

Some of his fires got away and we would have to 

grab gunny sacks to help beat out the fire. His worst 

episode was one J uly when the barn flies were real-

Iy bad and the cows had to be kept in all day. At 

milking time in the evening the flies would be thick 

under the eaves of the barn so Dad decided he would 

try and burn them. Mother and I and some of the 

others we re in the barn milking. The hay-Ioft had 

just been filled with hay a few days before and of 

course the hay caught fire. Mother got the cows out 

but the barn burned to the ground. I'm sure he must 

have wondered the rest of the summer when he had 

to get logs ready and build a new one before winter 

and how he could have been so foolish. 

As the C.P .R. ran through our farm, during the 

depression years in the 1930's we had many hobos 

or transients come to our home for a mea!. No one 

was ever turned away even if he just got bread and 

tea. Sometimes they were allowed to sleep in the 10ft 
with stern warnings not to smoke. They were honest 

men and we never had anything stolen. Some offered 

to chop wood or do chores in return for their mea!. 

I remem ber one older man who came with strips of 

gunny sack wrapped around his feet and Dad giv-

ing him a pair of rubber boots that had holes in 

them, to protect his feet from the rough railway ties. 
These men were the older hobos mostly over 40. The 

younger men rode the box-cars going west in the 

spring and back east in the fali. Also I recall the 

relief camps that were set up for the jobless men 

at Caddy, West Hawk and Lake Brereton. 

We had to make our own entertainment. We 

fished in Bear Lake. We also swam at the beach on 

the east end of the lake (where we would walk on 
a Sunday afternoon) for two or three hours. Han-

son's Creek which ran through our farm was our 
favorite swimming hole. We had a mud slide on the 

banks where we would slide like a bunch of otters 
into the water and likely came home dirtier than 

when we left. We all learned to swim although 

neither Mother or Dad could. In winter we 
snowshoed and tobogganed. The boys had trap lines 

where they caught weasels and squirrels but we did 

not have too much leisure time as there were lots 
of chores to do. When we got to be teenagers we 

would walk the rune miles to Ingolf on a Saturday 

night during the summer to their dances and walk 

home again afterwards often getting home in time 

to bring the cows in for mil king before we could 

go to bed for a few hours sleep. The boys had a crys-

tal radio set with ear phones and on a elear night 

we could pick up American stations as far away as 

Chicago. 

The building of the Trans-Canada Highway in the 
1930's was an important time in our lives. We had 

never seen a big drag line and the only cars we had 

seen were on flat cars. A lot of horses were also used 

in the building of the highway, many of which died 

of anthrax which I believe was brought in by some 

horses ｳｨｩｰｰｾ､＠ from Saskatchewan. 
The day the highway was officially opened my 

sister and I sat on the rock s at the side of the high-

way and counted the cars going by. aur first ride 

in a car was in a 1929 Ford coupe wit h a rumbie 

seat. The speed limit was 30 m.p.h. Moore's bus 

lines now operated between Winnipeg and West 

Hawk Lake and later to Kenora. We no longer had 
to depend on the C.P.R. local which ran twice a 

week. We also got two secondhand bikes and could 

bike to Rennie or West Hawk. Many times we had 

to push the bikes three or four miles home with flat 

tires. 
By now the ol der children had left home. Peter, 

the eldest spent a num ber of years in SI. Boniface 

sanatorium. Victor was killed in 1937 while work-

ing on the railroad. Martha was married. Holger 

and Rudolf worked for the C.P .R. Anna and I went 

to work in Winrupeg. Then came World War II and 
Rudolf and Holger both enlisted and went overseas, 

Rudolf in the armored corps and Holger in the ar-

tillery. Both saw action in Sicily, Italy and Holland 

but were amon g the lucky ones who came back. 

Mother and Dad were alone on the farm after 

1938. By this time all the remaining settlers had left 

or had died so life was pretly lonely for them. When 

the boys returned from overseas Rudolf took over 

the farm and our parents moved to Rennie where 

Holger and Peter lived. Anna married and lived in 

Winnipeg and l married and went to live in San-
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ford, and Martha in Ontario. Dad passed away in 
1959 and Mother stayed in Rennie untill969, when 
she moved to Slo Norbert Lodge where she passed 
away in 1970. Peter had also passed away in 1961. 
His wife Helen and two children Sandra and Vic-
tor later moved to the city. Rudolf sold the farm 
when his children were of school age and moved to 
Rennie where he worked for the Forestry until his 
death in 1981. Holger also worked part time for the 
Forestry. He passed away in 1983. The three girls 
are the only members of the Sorenson family left 

besides many nephews and nieces, some of h 
still reside in Rennie. w om 

Ed. Not.: In 1969 the Sorenson's farm w h 
place the Whiteshell District Association helda:ht .. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
f'bb d" el! lrst ar eque an pICnIC. A wooden plaque was 
presented to Mrs. Sorenson, then 84 years old . 
appreciation for allowing the pienic to be held th' In 

Mrs. Sorenson died the next year but the ａｳｳｯ･ｾ･Ｚ＠
. h Id h . I . . CIa tlOn e t elr annua pICnIC there for the next five 

years. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

Nason Lake 
By Anne Leulier 

Nason Lake is located north of Caddy Lake and 
one-half mile west of where the CNR railroad track 
crosses South Cross and North Cross river. A tun-
nel was blasted through the rock and a trestle was 

built for the railroad. 
Emile Leullier worked for the CNR. We don't 

know when he first discovered Nason Lake. He 
spent his honeymoon there with his bride Helen in 
1922. There was a forest fire in the area in 1930 
which burned most trees up on the rock s and near 

the railroad. 
Emile and Helen had four boys and one gir!. He 

was unemployed often during the Depression years. 

In 1934 he took the two oldest boys to find and Sllr-

vey the lot he wanted to build a cabin on. The horse· 
shoe shaped valley was chosen as it hadn't been 
touched by the forest fire. The following winter he 
went there with a neighbor to cut and fit the logs 
for the bottom half of the cabin with attached kitch-

en. The rest of the lumber was bought with money zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAtodbJIAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWSPLFCAuonldaFCdaCWTSLKHECAWTSLKHECAWTSLKHECAWTSLKHECACCC

.. ' ywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAyvutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAyutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAytsronljiaWTSQMLKJIHFECAytsronljiaWTSQMLKJIHFECA
1I11/F"Mj 



C.N.R. 1908. This pieture was found in Emile Leulli· 
er Sr.'s album. 

In 1934 lot was found, logs eut in winter, eonstrue· 
tion began the next summer. 

out ofthe children's piggy banks. That lumber was 
shipped by rail and pulled across the frozen lake to 
the building site. 

The veranda was added later. The next six years 
Helen and the children and one of their friends spent 
al! the Easter and summ er holidays there ｾｩｴｨ＠ their 
two dogs and one cal. She didn't have any con-
veniences; cooking on a wood stove, laundry by 
hand and kerosene lamps for light. 

Apple boxes on the wall served as cupboards. A 
smali dugout with a trap door under the kitchen 
floor was their cellar. 

Each week Emile sen t food by train which they 
had to pick up at the landing. Nason Lake Land-
ing was a flag stop for the local CNR. They often 
had hours to wait as the local was never on time. 

Occasionally Emile spent a few days there with 
them. He came at night on the Continental train. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAvtqpnmlkifecbaUPOJICA
It had to stop at Decimal to take on coal and water. 
From there he walked five miles to the cabin. 

It must have been lonely for Helen with only the 
children and a hand cranked gramaphone for en-
tertainment, radio came later. 

To do some shopping, Helen would leave the chil-
dren alone for a day as they grew older. 

Waiting at Nason Lake Landing for train with food 
supplies. 

Once she left Robert, the oldest, to bake the 
bread. The others had to cut wood for the stove. 
They refused. Robert got mad and threw a bali of 
dough at them. So started a bali game. Eventually 
the bread did get baked; very streaked, but they 
didn't have much choice but to eat it. 

Everyone had ehores to do. 

Another chore was to catch two fish which were 
boiled outside with oatmeal to feed their dogs. Fish-
ing was much better in those days . Often they caught 
the bigger Muskies. 



Relaxing at the fali s between North Cross Lake and 
Sailing Lake. 

They had to find their own amusement. This 

picture shows the family spending the day at the 

falls, between North Cross Lake and Sailing Lake. 
II was a whole day's outing since they had to row 

there. 
There were other people living on the lake . Mr. 

Cooper lived not far away. Scott Y Hamilton often 
stayed with him. 

Sidney W. Skogman, known as Bill , built his 
cabin almost next door to them in 1932. His was 
built against a rock starting with one room, a dirt 
floor and adding more rooms later. 

Skogman 's cabin, built in 1932. 

He ｴｾ｡ｰｰ･､＠ and prospected in the area. The kids 
often vlslted because he had sa many stories to tell 
them. 

Mr.. Cooper moved away in the early 1950s and 
sold his cabm to. Bill Skogman which was a big im-
provement for hlm. He lived there until he was well 
mto his 80s. He then bought a smali house in El 
96 ma 

where he spent the winters. He still came back to 
Nason Lake durmg the summer months 

Before he died in 1980, he gave permission for 

the French boy scouts of the Winnipeg region to Use 

his ｾ｡｢ｭｳＺ＠ They also got use of the game warden's 
cabm, whlch IS the ?nly one naw being used, but 
mostIy by campers lt seerm. Nowadays, whoever 

g.ets t?ere frrst uses lt. Lookmg in the logbook, you'lI 
fmd lt IS often used m the winter too. 

As you come into Nason Lake, on your left you'lI 
see a sandy point. There Frank Hardesty lived in 

a tent dunng the summer . He spent most of his tim 
sitting in his chair looking out over the whole lak: 

With the railroad in the background he could watch 
all the trains go by. Even naw, that point is stil! 
called Hardesty's Point. 

The landing was often busy as the local (train) 
would stop to drop off supplies for people around 

the lake and those further north. About one mile 
east of the landing lived the La Pierres. They came 
out hunting, etc., in the early 1920s, using an old 
abandoned cabin which had been the home of peo-

ple who worked on the CNR trestIe with horse teams 
in the earlier years. 

In 1924 the La Pierres built their own place, over-
looking the river on the south side of the track. In 
1940, they moved in to stay all year round. After 
Mr. La Pierre died, Mrs. La Pierre (Rosie) stayed 
and lived there alone until she died in 1965. Her san 

Albert often took the train to visit her and bring 

groceries. He also shipped out supplies by train. 
Their cabin was demolished years ago but it is still 

a favored spot for campers. 
Near Ophir , one mile east of the CNR tunnel on 

South Cross, was Charrette's farm. The Leulliers 

did visit there ance or twice during the summer, a 
three mile walk there and three miles back. 

They all have fond memories of those carefree 
summer holidays spent at Nason Lake. As they were 
getting older and the war started, less time was spent 

there. 
In 1941 , Emile ywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAyvutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAyutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAytsronljiaWTSQMLKJIHFECAytsronljiaWTSQMLKJIHFECAlr., 17 and Paul, 16, joined Ihe 

army and went overseas. In 1943 Emile Sr. passed 

away. Paul came back in 1945 and Emile Jr. in 1946 
wit h Anne , his war bride. Emile Jr. was Ihe only 
one to stay in Manitoba . Helen Leullier and Ihe 

other children moved to British Columbia. 
Emile l r known only as Leu in the Whiteshell, 

took Anne ';0 their cabin in the spring of 1947. Al 

that time the channel into Nason Lake ｷ｡ｾ＠
barely open. You had to get out of the canoe an 
pull it across to be able to get in ar out of Ihe lake 

from North Cross Lake . Slowly in the followmg 

years, it opened into the wide channel il is noWo 
Often you would see porcupines there but seldom 

a bear (naw there are lots of bears and no por-

cupines). 



During the war years the garne warden's cabin was 
built between Cooper's ｰ｡｣･＠ and Skogman's with 
dog shelters in the back . The ｯｧ＠ walls of the ｯｷ＠
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Sheller lor game·wardens' dogs. 

Leu and Anne spent a few weekend s that year at 
the cabin going by train. At that time the train was 
｣｡ｬ･､＠ the Minaki ｓｰ･｣ｩ｡Ｌ＠ otherwise called the 
Camper. 

Minaki Special, olherwise called Ihe Camper. 

Because their first baby was due in September, 
they did not go to the ｡ｫ･＠ on the September ｯｮｧ＠
weekend . That was the weekend the Camper Spe-
｣ｩ｡＠ crashed at Dugaid, Manitoba. 

The train became 100 expensive with their three 
｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮＬ＠ so Leu built a 12-foot ｰｹｷｯｯ､＠ boat. With 
a 5-horse motor they made the trip from Caddy 
Lake. 

Another baby, dog and a few trips ｡ｴ･ｲ＠ (no life 
jackets, just two ｢ｯｷｮＭｵｰ＠ inner tubes), a 16-foot 
cabin cruiser was ｡ｵｮ｣ｨ･､＠ May 6, 1960. 

On that first trip, ice had to be broken near the 
CPR tunnel. The rest of the way was in comfort to 
Nason Lake. But the next two months the water ･ｶ･＠
was too high to get through the CNR ｴｵｮｮ･＠ so the 
boat was left at La Pierre's and they walked the rest 
of the way. They ｳｯｶ･､＠ the ｰｲｯ｢･ｭ＠ the next year 
by getting a smaller boat to transfer into. 

Now with good transportation, they ｣ｯｵ､＠ bring 
Bill Skogman into Winnipeg now and then . He 
ｷｯｵ､＠ take the train to go back home. 

Our 16-1001 cabin cruiser launched May 6, 1960. 

Having a boat ｡ｳｯ＠ allowed ｭ｡ｴ･ｲｩ｡ｳ＠ to be 
brought in. The ｯ､＠ kitchen had rotted. It was torn 
down and ｲ･ｰ｡｣･､＠ with two bedrooms. Next came 
a three-burner propane stove and lights. Propane 
tanks had to be ｲ･ｦｩｬ･､＠ at Caddy Lake. Later a 
fridge was bought, sight unseen in the winter , to be 
picked up the following summer in Ontario. It ｮ･｡ｲｹ＠
sunk the 14-foot boat and took four men to carry 
it up to the cabin. It was the most appreciated ap-
pliance. It meant the ｦ｡ｭｩｹ＠ could keep food fresh 
and have ｣ｯ､＠ drinks. 

At this time, Anne and Leu's ｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮ＠ are getting 



married and having their own children. They are Ihe 
fourth generation to enjoy a cabin that was ongl-

nally built to last onI y a few years. With the help 
of the larger family, the veranda was replaced. Ali 

materiaIs were brought in by boat instead of tram 

as it was done in previous years. 
In September 1984, Leu's three brothers and sis-

ter came from British Columbia to celebrate the 50th 

anniversary of the cabin. They visited the dams .at 
Sailing Lake, walked to the land ing and had a plC-
nic at Hardesty's Point. At Hardesty's Point , they 
found turtle eggs in the sand. As they warmed up 
in the sun, they began to move. Some had slarted 

to open and olhers were helped along because lhe 
shells were quite pliable. Six of lhese baby snapping 
turtles went to British Columbia with Paul who gave 
them to a zoo after caring for them for two years. 
One of the turtles is still kept by Leu's son John 
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Since then Leu has retired and he and Anne can 
spend more time there in the summer. Not being 
able to wait for the ice to go out, they often take 
the train in Apri!. These last years have been much 
easier; chainsaw to cut wood, mouseproof kitchen 
cupboards with a sink, a pump to fili the water tank 

which is gravity fed into the kitchen. But there still 
is the outdoor biffy and the propane tanks have to 
be taken to Caddy Lake Resort to be filled. On oc-
casion the tanks were delivered back to them. Be-

ing so isolated at Nason Lake, they bought a mobile 
phone and now can keep in touch with the outside 
world. They still enjoy cooking on the woodstove. 
They go for walks each day. Blueberries are picked 
in season. Leu's hobby is growing flowers and mak-

ing cement ornaments for the yard using sand from 
Hardesty's Point. There is always plenty to do as 
the yard is big and even the evergreen trees planted 
years ago need trimming. 

There are no more neighbors left to visit on the 
lake. More fishing boats are coming into the lake 
though. The forestry patrols stop in for a short visit 
and a cold drink, but probably checking up to see 
If everything is all right with the now getting older 
couple. Their help was needed when they had a 
ｾｲｯｵ｢ｬ･ｳｯｭ･＠ bear around. Normally Leu and Anne 
Just watched them walk through the yard only chas-
mg them when the bears came too close to the house 
or flowerbeds. This pa rtic ul ar time the bear came 
around every night; pawing the doors, stand ing 
up agamst the wmdows and breaking the win-
dowsllls. West Hawk forestry sent out a man who 
searched the area and did not find anything. Then 
they gave us permission to shoot it. 
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John came out and scoured the area for tw d 
Still no sign of the bear but it had been ｡ｲｾ＠ ad

ys. 
' h 'Sth . unat mg t agam. o e next evemng they waited in the 

dark . When the dog went out, they knew by his ac-
tlOns that somethmg was out there. The do 

called in and Leu was ready with the gun at th; ［ｾ＠
dow. Anne turned on the flashlight and there was 
the bear 20 feet away. Leu shot at it, but it ran aw 
Of course they didn't dare go outside and look :y; 
they found it in the morning 50 feet away. u 

The forestry men came out to dispose of it and 
then informed us that our troubles were not over 
as there was another bear around. But Leu and Anne 

felt they got the troublemaker and didn't worry any. 
more . Also, having to kill such a lovely ani maI 
didn 't give them a good feeling and they hope they 
never have to shoot another one again. 

Another experience happened the winter before. 
Leu went down by train to check the roof and bum 

a pile of bush. Later as he went into the gazebo for 
firewood he found a bear in there. There was blood 

on the floor so the animaI was hurt. He eame to 
the conc1usion that the bear must have been hiber-
nating in the brush pile and got burned. Leu couldn't 

get any more firewood for the house and the next 

night there was a snowstorm. So he decided to go 
home two days sooner than he had arranged for the 

train to stop for him at Ophir. The phones were out 
of order because of the storm so he had to stay on 

the middle of the traek as long as he dared when 
the train approached. They did stop and backed up 

for him. 
So much for having a cabin in an isolated area. 

It is a drawback at times, but on the other hand a 

beautiful place to be in the summer. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

NasOD Lake - Lot l 

The Nason Lake story is dedicated to Emile Leul-
lier Sr. who founded and built the cabin and his son 
Emile Jr. (Leu) who keeps repairing and improv-

ing it to make it comfortable for his children and 

grandchildren. 

(Editor's note) precambrian rock had to be blasted 
using nitroglycerine. Embankments or trestles had 
to be built to span rivers, lakes or muskegs. Often, 
sections of track would disappear overnight as 
muskeg would consume them with insatiable appe· 

tite. Muskeg like this finally drove Joseph ｗｨｬｴｾ＠
head into bankruptcy. One particularly bad strete) 

was at Cross Lake Gust west of West Hawk Lake h 
(From Trails to Rails to Highways, Whitemout 

Book) 

( 
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WEST HAWK, CADDY, STAR AND HUNT LAKES 

WHITESHELL PROVINCIAL PARK 
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1984 

HERE ONE MOMENT .zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA.. 
by Sarah Earle 

"Look," Elsa paused to dust sand from the bot-
toms of her feet before opening the screen door and 
stepping out of the sunshine into the cool shade of 
the porch. "Down there, past the three ｢ｩｲｾｨＮ＠ What 
do you see?" David, intent on an overflowmg b?wl 
of Wheaties and two-percent homo, glanced qUlck· 
Iy in the direction she was point ing, saw nothmg, 
said "Nothing," c1early not interested, then , 

"what?" expecting her to name some bird. 

"Look again. " 
His eyes lit up, "A tent!" 
"!t wasn't there last night, was it? Did you see 

anything when you came in?" 
He shook his head and stared toward the lake. 

"They must have put it up early this morning." 
"I walked right past it on my way to the point; 

didn't even notice it till I was cOlning back up the 

path." 

"Looks like an army tent." Her son was int-

rigued. 
"Beautiful. Iwonder who's in it." 
"Whoever's in it shouldn't be," Elsa snapped. 

!t was their beach, their cottage, their strip of board-
walk down to the sand for three weeks every sum· 
mer, had been for fifteen years. She had never, ever 
welcomed strangers picnicking along their stretch 
of front. 

"There's a lot of beach for everyone," Graham 
would say. Not that he liked intruders any more than 
she, but he felt a sense of guilt. "For heaven's sake, 
Elsa, this is Canada; it's a free country." 

"Let them go soak it up on the public camping 
ground!" 

"!t's oni y on the weekend," Graham would try 
to calm her. "We've got it for the rest of the time." 

Elsa refused to budge. "Who goes down and picks 
up the empty beer cans and Big Mac containers af-
ter they leave? I do!" 

"We all do!" 

She couldn't quarrel with that. The beach meant 
as much to the family as to her, had from the earli-
est days when the children, David still in training 
pants, Susan with front teeth coming and going, 
spent hours constructing elaborate sand castles. Elsa, 

!OO 

in a white two-piece bathing suit, the sun hot on her 
slim body, an Aztec sun goddess on a brightly 
colored beach towel, would watch Susan, ponytail 
f1ying, run back and forth from the lake with buck. 
ets of water, while Graham patted wet lumps of sand 
into walls. They always couldn't wait to get back 
to the cottage every year, talking about it as early 
as January and making plans for another great sum-
mer. But she did not like it when people trespassed 
on their land and camped out on it; it just didn't 
seem fair! Elsa was near tears. "I will not have 
people ogling us whenever we go down to swim, 
watching every move we make." 

Graham sighed. ''1'11 have a word with them when 
they come out." He reached over and patted Elsa's 

hand. 
Like a chiid, she thought, tha!'s how he treats me. 

Pat, pat, there, there, Daddy willlook after it. "Do 
we not have a right to our privacy?" she asked, icy. 

"I said I'd have a word with them." Graham got 
up abruptly. "Anyone want a slice oftoast? David? 

Darling?" 
Elsa shook her head. One slice of bread was all 

she allowed herself. She no longer felt Iike a sun 
goddess when she lay on her colored beach towel 
but like an oversized blimp, a mountain of whale 

blubber with varicose veins. 
Suddenly Susan came into the kitchen, took one 

look at everybody, and asked what was going on. 
"We've been invaded," David motioned to the 

beach. 
"Oh no," said Susano "Not again! What a 

strange-Iooking tent!" 
"Army" David picked up his binoculars and at-

tempted ｴｾ＠ focus them. "These are useless." 
"Soldiers!" Susan was immediately interested. 

"Neat! Le!'s go wake them up!" 
"Good idea" Elsa came to life. "David, get your 

trombone, and go blast the heli out of them." 
"Now you're being silIy," said Graham. . 
They finished breakfast, David and SusanblCk-

ering as usual about who would wash the dIshe;: 
Graham ignoring them, Elsa scurrying ｾｯｵｮ､Ｌ＠ ｐｾ･＠
ting away jars and stacking dishes, trymg zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAutrponlkihgfecbaYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGEDCBAutrponlkihgfecbaYTSNMIutrponlkihgfedcbaYTSONMIto ma ut 
the load lighter . Once they had made a game ｾｧｳ＠
of doing dishes, the four of them singing camp sa 
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in harmony. 
"Mother, you're in the way," David butted her 

gently in the back, his arms fuli of cereaJ boxes and 
dirty dishes. "Go out to play." 

She went outside and sat down in one of the can-
vas chairs, the sun warm on her back and listened 
to the chickadees in the pine trees and the sof t wash 
of waves on tiny stones at the water's edge. 

Sudden1y Susan, coming from inside the cottage, 
gave a low whistle. Someone had emerged from the 
tent. "Hey, Mom! Wow!" Susan sat up, uncons-
ciously spying. 

The boy did not notice them, he stretched up and 
out as though trying to absorb a beautiful picture 
of the bay, then made a mad dash for the lake -
and plunged right in. 

"Did you see that build? The shoulders?" Susan 
winked, "I think 1'11 go for a swim." 

EIsa went on up to the cottage. "He's out." 
"I know. I saw him," Graham continued reading. 
"I want you to speak to him, Graham." Graham 

nodded. "If you don 't, I will." ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDBywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDBywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDBywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDByvutsronmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDByvutsronmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDButsromlihecbYWVUSONIHEDB
welcome." 

"Oh Graham, for heaven's sake!" EIsa banged 
the screen door shut behind her. 

For half an hour the entire family from their var-
ious vantage points watched; by this time a gir! had 
joined the boy in the water, a gir! with long, black 
hair and the skimpiest red bikini EIsa had ever seen. 
The pair were like porpoises playing in the water, 
diving, swimming, splashing, ducking each other un-
ti! the gir! sudden1y broke away, the boy folIowed 
and they ran back to shore and to their tent. 

EIsa looked at Graham, "I can't go over there 
now, Elsa," he said. 

She went inside and made lunch, caJled the others. 
They ate sandwiches on the screened veranda but 
they could not keep their eyes off the tent. 

They all watched as the couple went down to the 
lake. The girl playfully flicked some water, the boy 
retaliated; she flicked some more and he chased her; 
they could hear her laughter as she tried to escape. 

"Would you say she's attractive, Dad?" 
"Not half as attractive as you are, baby," 

Graham patted Susan's hand but EIsa noted he 
turned back to the lovers in the lake. 

That evening it began to rain, a huge downpour. 
"My God," said EIsa, "they're out in that tent!" 
"They're waterproof, those tents, " David assured 

her from the floor, where he and Graham were in-
tent on a game of chess. 

"They'll be drenched to the skin; they could catch 
pneumonia," cried EIsa. 

"Why not invite them up here for some coffee?" 
Susan's eyes were wide, too innocent. "or maybe 
a popcorn party? 1'm sure they'd love that, Mom." 

"Susan!" Graham got up to throw wood on the 

fire . Later EIsa lay sleepless beside Graham in the 
lumpy summer bed. "They can't stay outside in 
weather like this!" 

"Darling, forget them! They're adults; if they 
don't like the weather they can aJways go home." 
He turned away from her and pulled the sheet up 
over his ears. 

"Oh no," she thought, "no!" remembering the 
way he'd looked at the girl. "They'll be gone by 
morning." she consoled herself. "Then everything 
will be back to normal." 

But the tent was stil l there when she got up and 
the rai n continued. 

In the afternoon EIsa grew nervous, gave up 
working on a jigsaw puzzle and went to the win-
dow. If only they would go away! "They must be 
cold out there." 

"In that tent!" they all laughed at her. 
After dinner, Graham listened to the fami!y con-

versation, not interested and making no attempt to 
join in. He seemed to be trying to avoid all eye con-
tact wit h EIsa - or was she imagining things? Was 
she all that unappealing? He sat reading afterward, 
not in the mood for chess or cards and went to bed. 

EIsa though did not want to follow too quickly 
and went to bed about an hour later. 

The moon, streaming across the lake in a silver 
swath, shone on her pillow, into her eyes, making 
it difficult for her to get to sleep. But that wasn't 
the on1y reason she was having trouble falling asleep. 

The next morning, EIsa sat in her canvas chair 
in the sunshine. Ali of a sudden, she noticed a few 
slim poles in the air, a slash of beige materiaJ being 
folded - the tent was coming down! 

There was no gaiety, no laughter, not a word be-
tween them. They moved quickly, efficiently, pil-
ing utensils and food imo a hamper. Within minutes 
they were gone, the hamper swung between them, 
a duffel bag on each outside shoulder. 

They walked along the beach toward the road, 
and the pain that had been lurking duli and un-
formed within EIsa sharpened suddenly, stabbing 
so that she clutched her chest and gasped, unable 
to run after them, to wave should they have turned 
around, or to call, "Corne back! I didn't mean to 
drive you away - there's room! There'll aJways 
be room!" They wouldn't have heard her, anyway 
they wouldn't have cared; it was over. 

She watched until they were out of sight, then 
made her way down to their campsite. It was totaJ-
ly clean; on1ya crazy patlern of running-shoe treads, 
which the sof t sand was filling up quickly. In a few 
minutes nothing would show that they'd ever been 
there. She slowly went back to the cottage and sat 
back down in her chair with a sigh, suddenly won-
dering why she was having so much trouble seeing 
clearly; she had not felt the stream of tears rolling 
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down her face. She didn't hear Graham, was not 
aware of him until he knelt down and put his arm 
around hero 

"They were rather sweet, weren't they?" he said. 
She nodded and clutched at him, caught in his 

eyes, for a second only, his own sense of loss. Then 

he leaned over and kissed her gently. 
"Corne on," he said, "let's go for a little walk." yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

BARREN LAKE 

A combined story of the cottages 
at BARREN LAKE 

By Randy Bell 

Our family purchased a cottage on the lakefront 
at Barren Lake in the summer of 1980 and since that 
time have been rewarded with hundreds of great ex-
periences. We have all learned, as have the other 
cottagers in the area, a wealth of information about 
nature and have made many new friends in the 
Whiteshell area. 

Barren Lake covers 174 acres and is situated on 
the north si de of the Trans-Canada Highway, just 
opposite Falcon Lake. The lakes are not inter-
connected. Ours is a muddy bottomed eutrophic lake 
with an average depth of 12 feet and a maximum 
depth of 25 feet. 

Gold ntining went on around the lake for many 
years. Remains of the mines are still evident on the 
shores of the lake. 

The first mining activity near our lake started in 
1897 when 15 .6 hectares of land called Manitoba 
Shiner were staked by D.L. Stewart and zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBAl .S. Whit-
ing on a point 0.8 kilometers west of the lak e and 
1.6 kilometers north of the Trans-Canada Highway. 
Two shafts were sunk and work continued for sever-
al years till the claim was cancelled. In 1906 Mr. 
Whiting restaked the property as lewel and work 
on the shafts continued. Mining department records 
show that assays of 1.90 oz./ton gold and 2.37 
oz./ton silver were obtained . Traces of other miner-
ais such as galena, sphalerite, nickeI , pyrite and 
pyroxene were found. Activity there continued af-
ter the death of Mr. Whiting. His wife took over 
and later on his son Leonard worked the site when 
Mrs. Whiting passed away in 1964. This operation 
shut down about 1972. 

Activity commenced on the shores of Barren Lake 
in 1910. Another shaft was sunk on the northeast 
end of the lake that year on a 20.9 hectare lot staked 
by Thomas Boyes and W.l. Gordon. SampIes taken 
in 1913 contained 2.24 oz./ton gold. Trenching and 
stripping were also done on the shores of the lake. 
Work here continued through the 1920s and this 
property was assigned to The Highland Enterprise 
Company in 1928. This company built a log cabin 
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on the site between 1932 and 1937 and the shaft was 
timbered. In 1938 the property was assigned to 
Isobel L. Gervin of Phoenix Gold Mines Ltd. 
Records show that 15.4 tonnes of material were 
shipped to Kenora for milling but, after processing, 
the contractors dropped the contract. Trenching on 
this land continued until 1948 when the site was as-
signed to G.D.M. Walker. Eventually, the shaft and 
trenches were filled in by Manitoba Mines and 
Natural Resources personnel for public safety. There 
is no record of work on this claim after 1948. 

M r. Boyes did not abandon his hopes of striking 
it rich. In 1928 he restaked another site known as 
Boyes No. 2 on the west shore of the lake. A load. 
ing ramp and ore chute were built but in 1937 the 
property changed hands to the Highland Enterprise 
Company. Like the other site nearby, this site passed 
from Highland to Gervin to Mr. Walker. Mineral 
rights were withdrawn between 1972 and 1980. Ed 
Riberecki staked over the property from 1980 to 
1982 folIowed by Arnild Mickelson of Winnipeg un-
til 1985. 

This last site has been visited by most cottagers 
from the lak e and invariably their guests. The load-
ing platform and ore chute collapsed many years 
ago but the remains are evident. Old pots and 

kettles, nails and cans, have been found around the 
site. Over the years, the Bell family children and 
grandchildren have been treated to many tales about 
the "Ghosts of the Barren Lake Gold Mine" . ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAwutsrpnmlkihgfecbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAIt is 
even rumoured that if you sit quietly, late at night, 
you can occasionally hear the shovels of the ghosts 
working on the opposite si de of the lake. 

The Fisheries Department commenced to stock 
the lake in 1958. From 1958 to 1963, rainbowtrout 
were the main fish caught by ang1ers. Several of the 
original cottagers vividly recall catching fair-size 
trout right off the rocky shoreline in block three in 
those days. In 1965 and 1966 the lake was stocked 
with muskellunges and then pickerel from 1966 to 
1977. A "Musky" weighing 12 pounds was caught 
by one of the Donaldson family as recently as 1985 
but the main species found now are walleye, pike, 
yellow perch and white suckers . Due to the eutrophic 
nature of the lake, it has become difficult to catch 
anything worthwhile. 

Due to the small size of this beautifullake, there 
are only 23 cottages on its shores. Six of these are 
in Block one which is the south end and 17 are 
toward the west end. No one can tell me where Block 
two is as the west end of the lake is labelled Block 
three. 

Several cottages were built in Block one about 
1950 and others in the early 1960s. This early start 
would appear to be due to ready access to the Trans-
Canada Highway. The following is a brief owner-
ship history of those cottages in Block one. 



Lot 1 - built by the Steeves family who hauled their 
lumber in off a service road. Since 1975, occupied 
by the Merrett family. 
Lot 2 - Shore family, then Campbells and, since 
1973, the Cranstons. 
Lot 3 - The Esselmont family has occupied this cot-
tage since 1969. Prior to that, there were several 
owners, one named McBirnie. 
Lot 4 - Hobkirk family first, now the Vrsniks. 
Lot 5 - Built by John Yeaman about 1962 and since 
1967 owned by the Hallet family. 
Lot 6 - Built by the Besko family and sold in recent 
years to the Sleva family. 

The Hallet and Sleva cottages are accessible by 
water only as they are situated on either si de of a 
smali peninsula. A marshy area separates them from zyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzutsronmlkjihgfecaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzutsronmlkjihgfecaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBA
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the mainland and provides for the greatest amount 
of privacy. 

Block three commenced to develop about 1960 
when a service road was built. Of the 17 cottages 
here, six are occupied by the originaJ owners as 
follows: 
Lot 2 - Watts family 
Lot 3 - Stanes family 
Lot 4 - Gulak family 
Lot lO - A1ley family 
Lot 12 - Raymond family 
Lot 15 - Binnie family 
The others are: 
Lot 5 - Built by Ray Saarinen, then occupied by the 
Boyds, Thompsons, Coyles and now the Gander 
family. 



Lot 6 - Built by John Donovan, now the Patterson 
family. 
Lot 7 - Haydens, then the Kings, now the 
Donaldsons. 
Lot 8 - Pollock family, now the Struve family. 
Lot 9 - Wilsons, then Dillaboughs, now the Bell 
family. 
Lot II - Was originally built by the Dyker family 
who occupied the cottage and built on lots 9 and 
lO. Ross Dyker was working to put himself through 

university in those days. 
Lot 13 - Wells family, then Sneddons and now the 
Wozny. Mercel Wozny is the Barren Lake represen-
tative on the Whiteshell District Association. yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBA

Jennifer and Shannon Bell, Bloek 3 Lot 9 Barren 
Lake. 

Preparing for canoe race· barbeeue and pienie, 

1988. 
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Egg race· barbeeue and pienie, 1989. 

Annual barbeeue and pienie at Barren Lake, 1989. 

Lot 14 - Saatinens, then Phipots, naw the 
Hydes. 
Lot 16 - Built by the Wells family, then occupied 
by the Browns and now the Thornhills. 
Lot 17 - Huismans, then Lemelins, then Mazurs, 

now the McVarish. 
Lot 18 - Built by Srikos, now owned by the Parrotts. 

Thousands of stories go with these 23 cottages. 
One common to all is the fire that swept across the 
west and north sides of the lake in September 1976. 
II was accidentally started when ProvinciaJ Govern-
ment employees were burning brush in one of the 
two dumps along the lake road. The winds blew up, 
carrying flaming plastic bags off into the forest. lt 
took almost a week to extinguish this fire and there 
was great concern at the time due to its proximity 
to the communities of FaJcon, Star and West Hawk 
Lakes. On the westerly shores of the lake still stands 

many charred trees. These serve as a graphic 
reminder of just how deadly and destructive a forest 
fire can be. 

Water bombing aircraft were used to bring the 
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fire under contro!. The Stanes family boat was com-

mandeered by the workers to get across the lake. 
Members of the Binnie and Alley families still vividly 
recall being told to ｰｲ･ｾ｡ｲ･＠ to vacate their cottages 
on short notice if the sltuahon across the lake de-

teriorated. 
The area around Barren Lake is well travelled dur-

ing all seasons of the year. 
Many horseback ride trails are used all summer 

for riding and hiking. Winter brings sleigh rides and 
a fair bit of snowmobile activity. ywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsronmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAIn recent years a 

number of the cottagers have enjoyed cross-country 

skiing on the lake. 
Unti! recently, a raw garbage dump was on Bar-

ren Lake Road. With the garbage carne many bears. 
With the bears came a steady flow of vehicles from 
all over the region to watch them feeding. I can recall 

many evenings seeing cars lined up in the dump at 

dusk with children in their sleepers nibbling on bags 

of popcorn as they marvelled and watched the bears 

frolicking and dining on the piles of trash. 
The other dump along the TOad, the one where 

the fire originated, is still affectionately called the 
"Fifteen Cent Store" . Every cottager in the area has 

at one time or another been required to travel to 

this dump in search of a part for one of the older 

stoves or water pumps. And, believe it or not, ... I 
do not know of anyone who did not find what they 

were looking for if they were persistent. 

The area abounds in wildlife. Whitetail deer and 

fox are frequently seen along the roads . With the 

removal of the garbage dump, most of the bears 

have disappeared although they are a frequent vi-

sitor on many of the cottage lots over the years. 

Most cottagers have mounted hummingbird feed-

ers which are very active a!l summer. The Cox fa-

ｭｩｹ＠ are blessed with a strategica!ly placed feeder 

that on occasion will have ten hummingbirds hover-

ing at the same time. 

I would be rerniss if I didn't mention one of the 

original cottagers on the lake, Bob Binnie. Over the 

years, Bob has come to be known as the "Mayor 

of Barren Lake" . Bob's mastery in almost every 

trade known to man and his willingness to hel p out 

has taken him to just about every lot on the lake 

where he has made some of the hardest jobs seem 

like child's play. I have often commented that I 

could never afford to stay in the Whiteshell if it wer-

en't for his help with some expensive wiring and 

plumbing repairs. His efforts have always been 

greatly appreciated by all of his many friends and 
neighbors. 

Bob is reported to have been kidnapped right out 

of his bed one night by several large members of 
the Bell family. He alleges he was bodily carried 

back to their campfire and forced to listen to their 
jokes and stories till dawn the next morning. A 
great time was had by all to say the leasL 

Barren Lake, like many others in the region, is 
a beehive of activity in the summer. One charac-
teristic that differentiates it from other lakes is that 

it is very narTOw. When the winds blow and most 

boaters and anglers are heading for shore on some 
of the larger lakes in the area, Barren Lake remains 

relatively calm. It is ideal for water skiing and 
tubing. 

Over the years, many close friendships have de-

veloped. In 1985 the Barren Lake Cottagers Associ-

ation was formed at the suggestion of members of 
the Bell farnily. The first business meeting was hel d 
on the beach that summer and was folIowed by a 

pienie with games and prizes for the children and 

many sore muscles by the parents who participated 

in the tug-a-war and canoe races. This has become 

an annual event and is very well attended. Every 
year, the pienie is highlighted by a parade of chil-

dren dressed each time in a different theme. The 

Hyde, Parrott and McVarish farni!ies are to be com-
plimented for their efforts. 

The pienie also features face painting, and is regu-

larly attended by at least one clown who manages 
to thrill the children and load them up with candy 

and prizes. This event has been successful in mak-

ing known to everyone concerns and tips on con-
servation, crime prevention, water safety, and other 

subjects that might otherwise not have been dealt 

with. 
The summer of 1989 turned out to be one of the 

noisiest in many years around Barren Lake. A natur-

a! gas !ine was laid around the west and north shores 

and there was considerable use of explosives to elear 

the area. One worker was killed in an industria! ac-

cident associated with the use of these explosives. 
This type of activity had not been seen (or heard) 

in the area since 1972 when demolition work was 

done at the south end of the lake to perrnit the lay-

ing of an earlier pipeline that ruDS adjacent to and 

parallei with the Trans-Canada Highway. That pipe-

line runs within meters of the cottages in Block one. 
Members of the Esselmont family vividly recall be-

ing moved out of their cottage temporarily so ex-

plosives could be detonated on the bottom of the 

lake a short distance away. It was qUlte a spectacu-

lar sight when the charges went off and raised thou-

sands of galloDS of water into the air. 
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CADDYLAKE 
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The original Winnipeg Area Girl Guide Camp was 
situated at Ponemah on Lake Winnipeg, but by the 
late 1940's the number of campers soon outgrew the 
facilities. Mr. Gerald Malaher and Mrs. Margret 
Malaher, prominent members of the Guiding move-
ment, and both long time summer residents of the 
Whiteshell area were instrumental in finding and 
consequently obtaining, the beautiful site on which 
our camp is now located. 

Since 1949, many changes have been made to the 
facilities . The Staff House is an original building 
but the main lodge and the kitchen had to be rebuilt 
after the roof collapsed following a storm in 1966. 
In 1983, a winterized building was added enabling 
groups of 18-20 people to make use of the camp dur-
ing the off season and many Brownie Packs and 
Guide Companies have done so. 

As well as changes in the buildings, alterations 
have been made in the camp sites themselves over 
the years. 'Caddy' currently has four separate sites, 
each accommodating up to twenty campers and four 
staff members; the maximum num ber of campers 
per session being eighty. The girls sleep on cots, in 
tents which are erected on wooden platforms. These 
tents, rather than cabins as many camps have, make 
'Caddy' a rather unique residential camping ex-
perience. Each site also has a dining shelter which 
can be used to cook meals over a fireplace, to make 
crafts, or to pursue many other group activities. 

During the 1970's there was a sharp decline in the 
use of the camp and a recommendation to sell the 
facility was made. However, an avid group of Guid-
ing women decided that this would be a complete 
waste; that the opportunities for outdoor living and 
learning which constitute such an important part of 
our program would be lost, as a camp such as this 
could never be replaced. A solid campaign was start-
ed to bring 'Caddy' back to its former popularity . 
A permanent Camp Director was hired, a strong 
support committee developed to promote the camp, 
and within a few short years, record num bers of 
Brownies, Guides and Pathfinders were enjoying 
'Caddy' once more. In 1982, 'Caddy' was accredited 
by the Manitoba Camping Association, having met 
their high standard s for camp facilities. 

New equipment such as lightweight out-tripping 
stoves, cook ing utensils, tents and packs we re pur-
chased. More canoes and archery equipment were 
added. Currently 'Caddy' offers two canoe out-trips 
and a backpacking camp for older girls, as well as 
regular Brownie, Guide and Pathfinder sessions. A 
Musie Camp was initiated in 1985 and more than 
forty girls will enjoy this program again this year. 

Any girl between the ages of seven and fifteen may 
attend 'Caddy' whether a member of the Gir! Guides 
of Canada or not. Campership help is avai1able for 
Winnipeg Area Guiding members, and other cam-
pers may apply to the Sunshine Fund for financial 
assistance. 

'Caddy' has been funded solely by camp fees and 
by the Annual Caddy Lake Camp Tea held each year 
in November at the Centennial Concert Hall in Win-
nipeg. The pub lic is cordially invited to attend this 
great undertaking. 

We are anticipating being close to having a 100"10 
fuli camp this year. Quite a change from ten years 
ago! This would not have been possible without the 
help, assistance and promotion by all of our 
Guiders. 

Each year, on the first Sunday of May, Caddy 
Lake Girl Guide Camp holds an Open House. Any 
interested members of the public are invited to at-
tend. We are very proud of our Camp and would 
like to show and share it with you that day. 

tram Whiteshell Echo, Fali 1986 

CADDY LAKE GIRL GUIDES CAMP 
HONOURS THE MEMORY 

OF THE MALAHERS 

On Tuesday, August 19, 1986 the Malaher fami-
Iy presented a plaque in memory of their parents, 
Margret and Gerald Malaher, to Caddy Lake Girl 
Guide Camp. David and Trish did a very nice 
presentation using some of the keepsakes that Mar-
gret had kept and treasured over the years. The 50 
Girl Guides and Pathfinder Guides as well as many 
friends and relations that gathered in the dining hall 
for the unveiling enjoyed the story of how the Camp 
got started. 

The original Girl Guide Camp was at Ponemah 
on Lake Winnipeg. As the Guide movement grew, 
the facility became too smalI and another site had 
to be found. Margret and her husband found the 
site at Caddy Lake, made arrangements to lease the 
land and construct the buildings. The Staff House 
is an original building. The dining hall had to be 
rebuilt after it was damaged in a storm in 1966. 
There have been many improvements over the years 
with the addition recently of a building that can be 
used in the wintertime thus making the Camp usa-
ble year round. 

The plaque will be hung in a prominent place in 
the dining hall as a constant reminder of our 

benefactors who saw fit to give of themselves so 
much. 

While Winnipeg Area Commissioner in the late 
1940's Margret took the initiative in creating a 
wilderness camp for Guides and Brownies. This 
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Caddy Lake Girl Guides Camp 
Honours the of the Malaher's zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLJIHGFEDCBA

beautiful site was discovered by Gerald who also 
gave much effort and expertise in the development 
of its waterfront and buildings. 

Plaque presented August, 1986. 
Wording on plaque: 

Presented to the Caddy Lake Girl Guide Camp 
in memory of 

Margret Malaher, January 31, 1907 -
February 13, 1986 

Gerald Malaher, October 4, 1903 -
July 14, 1984 ywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsronmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

CADDY LAKE 

TOURIST CAMPS 
By Frank Schortinghuis 

In 1932, my uncle Cec. Diss was layed off from 
his job as a welder on the Hudson Bay Rail line . 
Jobs were scarce, so he came to Brereton Lake and 
started building the first tourist camp in that area . 
He and Aunt Dorothy built a combined house and 
store and four cabins from logs. Three years later 
he sold this and moved to Caddy Lake. He built the 
original camp at the location of the present govern-
ment campground. 

To supplement their income, he boarded a dog 
team for the R.C.M.P. which they could use in the 
area if needed. When World War 2 broke out Cec 
and Dorothy sold the business and moved to 
Montreal. 

The next people who operated the camp were Mr. 
and Mrs. Cooksie. This was in the 1940s and early 
1950s. 

When Winnipeggers evacuated because of the 
fJood in the spring of 1950, they opened their camp 
for some of the evacuees. 

The next owners that people talk aboUl were Mr 
and Mrs. Alf. Wenzel. They were here for man; 
years. 
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Frank Schortinghuis, Caddy Lake Beach, 1937. 

During the years they owned the camp, electrici-

ty came to the area. With hydro things quickly 
changed. Refrigerators replaced the old iee-boxes, 

electrie hot plates and ranges were installed where 

wood stoves were once used. This did away with the 
need to put up ice in the winter, and cut down in 

the demand for firewood which had to be eut and 
split in the off season. 

Another couple that we know who operated the 
camp were Mr. and Mrs . Jimmy Meldrum, as with 

other owners they too made alterations and upgrad-
ed the camp. 

Lou and Angie Laferriere were another couple 

WHITESHELL ECHO, WINTER 1987·1988 

Tourism ambassadors Angie and Lou 
Lalerriere examine the Canadian Tour/sm 
Ambassador Certilicate awarded them 
earlier this spring. The Lalerrieres, pro-
prietors ol Caddy Lake Resort in Ihe 
Whileshell area, were nominaled lor the 
award by lourisl Rich Kinner ol West 
Chicago. 
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that operated this very popular fishing camp. While 
they we re at Caddy Lake, they won the Canadian 
Tourism Ambassador Certificate award. 

The new owners that took over the camp at the 
beginning of the 1990 season are Shir!ey Whitehead 
and Wayne Moonie . ywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYSRNLKIGFEDCBA

CADDY LAKE 

GREEN BA Y CABINS 

By Anna Lerch 

We were first introduced to the Whiteshell about 
1945, when we stopped for one night at Bear Lake 
Cabins. They were near where the canoe route to 
Frances Lake takes off and the present pienie site 
where people park cars to walk to Bear Lake. These 
cabins were owned by the McPhails in those days, 
and later by the Manahans. Then we camped at 
Cooksie's (Caddy Lake Camp). Later we got a lot 
and built a cottage at Dorothy Lake. 

In 1954, we returned to Caddy Lake and bought 
Green Bay Cabins from Dorothy Hutchinson and 
Clark Sckberg who had started the camp in 1952. 
When we bought it, there were three cabins and a 
store with living quarters. There was no power and 
we used coal oillamps for light and ice for cooling 
everything. When there was word of hydro coming 
in, we had to go around to all the cottage owners 
and have them sign a petition that they wanted elec-
tricity brought to their cottages. In 1956-57, the pow-
er was turned on. A few years later telephone service 
arrived, bringing some of the conveniences that city 
people were used to to the summer resort areas. 

While we were there, a friend asked if they could 
pitch a tent for a weekend. In the weeks that fol-
lowed, a few others joined them. That's how the 
campground got started and it is still in operation 
today. 

While we were there, we built three more cabins, 
public washrooms, showers and laundry facilities. 

Red Cross swimming lessons were held at the 
beach each summer . 

I have many fond memories of our life at Green 
Bay Cabins. With all the work, there were still som e 
funny instances, and friendships, that we made then 
that have lasted. 

Before Green Bay Cabins were developed, peo-
ple were applying for lots in Block 8. The lot one 
man wanted was marked "Lane" on the map. This 
really upset the man - to think someone could reserve 
a lot and not have to build on it right away. But 
did he ever feel sheepish when he learned thal 
"Lane" meant right-of-way and no one would be 
building on it. 

Another laugh we got was when a man using the 
outdoor biffy tried to tell an intruder that the place 
was occupied. When he opened the door to leave, 

he came nose to nose with a moose! 
People were always calIing for help for one rea-

son or another. At the Gir! Guide Camp, it was to 
get rid of the bears that were invading the 
girls tents, or cleaning up after a storm. Once, the 
main building collapsed from a terrible wind and 
Herman had to contact the authorities and got a 
crew to replace it. Or someone would be sick and 
need a hospital. Inevitably, this would be in the mid-
dle of the night, Iike the time the boy from the trailer 
park had a heart problem and we had to rush him 
to Winnipeg. The needs of our customers and cot-
tagers were many, and we never knew what we'd 
be called on for next. 

Another service we offered was delivering phone 
messages. The recipient would want to know how 
everyone was, who caught the biggest fish that day, 
and where they were biting and what lures were used. 
Then they wanted to be brought up to date on the 
health of someone across the lake, and on and on. 
Remember, with no electricity, often no radio or 
other sources of information, someone had to be 
in the know. 

We delivered ice, food and mail to the docks at 
McDougall's Landing, Jack Fish Bay or Big Island 
Landing and to some places around Caddy Lake. 
When Herman was going to the docks on West 
Hawk Lake. he would put blocks of ice on the back 
of the truck, a few cases of milk and bread, some 
canned goods and other essentiaIs. People would 
come to the dock by boat to buy what they needed. 

It only takes one person to start a trend. A man, 
expecting a fridge to be delivered when no one was 
at the cottage left us a set of keys for the delivery 
man. They never picked up those keys. Passing 
through the area, some of the same family wanted 
to spend a night at the cottage and came to our place 
for a screwdriver to open something or other to get 
in, only to discover their cottage keys were still at 
our place. After that, word got around tiU soon we 
had a whole board of keys which remained with us 
as long as we were at Green Bay. 

After the tourist season was over, we still had our 
young family that needed attention and I sometimes 
cooked for a crew working in the area. When they 
put the aqua-duct in at the Fish Hatchery, the men 
stayed in camp and I fed them. Another crew I fed 
did the rebuilding at the Gir! Guide Camp. Then 
there was community things to lend a hand with like 
building the United Church. 

Many people who came to their cottages in the 
winter parked their cars at our place and proceed-
ed either by foot or on snowmobiles to their places, 
always stopping at the store for their key, grocer-
ies or other necessities. 

I will never forget when then Governor-General 

Roland Mitchener came to the Girl Guide Camp to 
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present Herman with a citation on behalf of the Gir! 
Guides of Canada for his services to the camp. A 
car had gone into the ditch the previous evening on 
the Ingolf road. The Saturday morning, Herman 
was called to hel p retrieve it. This was a much big-

ger job than first expected and took much longer 
than anticipated . As a result, Herman wasn't back 
in time to go to the camp for the presentation, so 
the entourage came to our camp to do the honours. 

We sold to Elma and Charlie Grieves in April1971 

and moved to the Steinbach area. I keep up with 
friendships l made at camp and enjoy returning and 
seeing the many improvements that have taken 

place. 
Herman passed away in April1989. Desiree, our 

daughter, is married and lives at River Hills and they 
have two sons. Our son Tim moved back home last 

spring and is living with me at present. 

GREEN ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPNMLKJIHGDCBABA Y RESORT 

By Sandra Fisette 

In the spring of 1978 Charlie and Elma Grieves 
accepted Dave and my offer to purchase Green Bay 

Cabins. 
Prior to this, Dave had been with the R.C.M.P. 

and I was a teacher. Neither of these professions 
equipped us with the building and business 
knowledge we really needed for the future we had 

chosen. 
We arrived May 3, 1978, and were ready to open 
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ten days later. 
Our arrival is one day 1'11 never forget. Dave and 

a friend arrived first with the furniture. I drove out 
with our two children, Keith 3 '/2, and Jody 22 

months, and my mom, Kaye Breckman. I had never 

driven here before, was unsure of the way, and it 
was a pitch black night. The dark winding road from 

West Hawk to Caddy Lake seemed to never end. 
Finally after the long drive from Brandon, we saw 
the lights of Green Bay. Walking in the back door 

we saw boxes stacked to the ceiling, and Dave sit: 
ting on the only open area in the living room. Dave 
turned, looked up at me and said, "Well, honey, 
you can either laugh or ery. Please laugh!" We 
decided that it wouldn't hel p to ery, so we laughed 

and got settled in. That night poor little Jody was 
bitten so badly by mosquitoes that she looked as 
though she had chicken pox. 

The living quarters were much smaller than Our 

three bedroom home wit h a finished basement that 
we left in Brandon . (Some of those boxes did not 

get unpacked until seven years later.) The living 

quarters were located at the back and attached to 
the sto re. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYUTSMLKJIHGFDCBywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaUTSMLKIHGFDCBIt was connected to the store through a 
smali room that was used for storage, freezer space, 
and the pay phone. This pay phone was used by 

most of the local cottage owners and as we found 
out was the only phone to the resort. We requested 
that the phone company put a pay phone booth out-

side and give us our own phone. This Manitoba Tele· 
phone System did, leaving the same number with 

Green /Ba'y 

ｬｒ･ｾｯｲｴ＠

Green Bay layou!, May 1990. 
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the pay phone and giving us a new num ber. Now 
we had to run outside to answer the phone because 
customers would cali the pay phone num ber to make 
reservations . We solved the problem by getting an 

WHITESHELL PROVINCIAL PARK 
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Camp brochure trom the 19508 or early 19608. 

extension from the pay phone to the store so we 
could answer all calls indoors. Many cottage peo-
ple depended on the store to take any messages for 
them as they didn't have their own phones. 

There were three main problem s with our new 
home and store: no heat, the floor was caving in 
and the roof leaked. Our first order arrived for the 
store. The Coke delivery man wheeled in the first 
load of coke to put in the cooler. As he approached 
the center of the store, the floor sank, the telepost 
feli over and landed across his back. Thank good-
ness that he wasn't hurt. The floors in the house 
were equally as saggy. We propped up the front of 
the dressers wit h 2x4s to make them leveL We dis-
covered our roof problem of course, during our fust 
rain storm. We had at least six buckets to catch the 
water leaks. 

The events of the first year continued. Running 
the store went fine as soon as we learned how to 
open the cash register. lt was quite an antique and 
Charlie didn't know how to instruct us because his 
wife A1ma always looked after it. Charlie was very 
good to stay around for the first week to show Dave 
how to open up water lines, etc. but then we were 
on our own. 

There were six rental cottages, painted yellow, tur-
quoise, pink, and white. We quickly painted them 
brown and white. The laundry room, at the center 
of the resort housed the laundry facilities and two 
public washrooms. The laundry facilities consisted 
of a wringer washer and two dryers. One of the 
dryers was coin-operated but would only accept 
American coins. In the mens washroom was a show-
er (charge $.50 per shower). The washrooms had 
electric heat so they could be used by winter guests. 

Three of the cottages, we were told, were rented 
all winter . To winterize, put plastic on the windows 
and pile snow as high as possible up the walls. They 
had electric baseboard heating. When we tore them 
down, we found that they were insulated with 
crumpled-up newspaper, and the interior walls were 

painted corrigated cardboard. 
During the first season we didn' t meet too many 

of the permanent residents of the area. We met Bert 
and Noreen Vinet, who owned the West Hawk 

Green Bay Beach, Caddy 
Lake, 1990. 
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On Boutilier Island, Sandra, Keith and Jody Boutilier 
(missing is Matthew who wouldn't sit lor a picture). zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSRPONMLJIHFDCBAzyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSRPONMLJIHFDCBAzyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSRPONMLJIHFDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

Resort, and as they had gone through many of the 
same experiences when they first bought their busi-
ness, they were a great hel p in getting us through 
many difficult situations. It seemed that every time 
the Vinets would come to visit, our dog would corner 
a skunk under our kitchen and get sprayed. The 
smell would fili the house. One would think a dog 
would learn after one time not to do it again, but 
not Brandy. 

lody's frrst summer was not a good one. lust after 
her second birthday, she feli and fractured her arm. 
She spent all of ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywutsronmlkihedcbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedcbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedbaQMJBywutsronmlkihedbaQJBl uly in a casl. 

The first summer passed and we knew the camp 
needed major rebuilding. We moved to Thompson 
for that winter where Dave took a job. 

We had ordered material for four new log cot-
tages during the winter. Being very optimistic, we 
took reservations for these four unbuilt cottages for 
occupancy May long weekend. 

April 8th, 1979, we arrived back to Caddy Lake 
from Thompson. There was more snow than we had 
seen in years. 

The logs arrived and we decided to build the first 
cottage wherever there was the least amount of 
snow. Cabin #8, as it is now known, was started 
on the top of the hill . 

We put an oil stove in our house for warmth and 
later replaced it with a wood stove. We just used 
plug-in heaters in the bedrooms. I had as many as 
13 people to feed while having frozen sewer lines 
and no running water. Heating water on the stove 
to wash clothes in a wringer washer in the kitchen 
was not fun after the novelty wore off. I don't know 
what we would have done without friends like lohn 
Maskerine and Phil Pizan that came to help. John 
took a month of holidays from the Thompson Fire 
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Department to come to help. Phil was on his Way 
to Toronto, stopped for a visit and stayed two 
months to help. 

As the snow thawed, some things got worse. The 
water came in through the bedroom walls at tloor 
level, tlowed like alittle river, down the center of 
our room across the hallway and down the center 
of the kids ' room. We had to put on boots to get 

to bed. 
With the fishing seaso? starting and the May long 

weekend fast approachlOg, Dave and Our friends 
were working up to 20 hours a day to get the camp 
open and the new cabins buill. There were times 
when Dave's hands were in extreme pain from work-
ing with the cold and wet wood . Two cancellations 
eased the pressure. 

Bert and Noreen Vinet came over to lend a hand 
whenever they could spare the time, and Bob Par-
tridge, from Penguin Camp, gave us much needed 
help as well . Much to their surprise and ours, too, 
at times, the cabins were ready for that weekend. 
We were so relieved and proud of them. 

We continued on and finished the next two cot-
tages for the luly 1st weekend . Again we cut it too 
close. The guests arrived Friday night and the fridges 
and stoves arrived Saturday morning. This was very 
embarrassing but luckily these guests were very un-
derstanding. 

Dave Crandell, Manitoba Survey and Mappin9, 
presenting Sandra wit h certilicate. 

c 
V 

T 

ir 
a 

Pi 
l' 



At the s;me time that all these projects were go-
ing on at our camp, Dave was also doing an addi-
tion for Mr. Stovel on the island in Caddy, and 
working for the Girl Guides, getting their camp 
ready to open. In the meantime this left me to run 
the store, dean the cabins , and look after the two 
little ones. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAlt got alittle hectic at times. 

October, 1979, we went to Lundar for a holiday. 
Paul Miller, a friend, stayed in the house to look 
after things. This was to be our first winter at the 
lake. The days turned cold while we were away and 
the mice moved in. Paul cal led us with the order 
"bring home a cat" . On our return , we moved into 
cabin #11, one of our new log cabins, for the winter. 
Keith, now 5 years old, wanted to take piano les-
sons that winter but gave it up when he had to wear 
a snowmobi!e suit to practice in the old house which 
was no longer heated. 

In the spring of 1980 we built the 5th log cottage 

and in the fali the new store. When we started, it 
was not intended to be a store. A friend of Dave 's 
decided that he and Dave should build a big shop 
and go into the construction business. They mad e 
plans and ordered the cement for the floor and the 
lumber. To save money, they were going to pour 
the cement by hand and make their own rafters. This 
they decided would not be a problem because this 
fellow was going to bring out quite a number of guys 
that owed rum favours, and it would get done quick-
ly. Then this friend changed his mind. We had all 
the cement and lumber paid for, so had to go ahead. 
Dave and I started mixing cement. I shovelled, it 
seemed like forever. We only got half of the floor 
finished, the forecast was for snowo We poured a 
foundation for the remainder of the bui!ding so we 
could get it up. On this part we put a wood floor. 
We needed a new store badly, so this would be it. 
The rafters were another horror story. Most peo-
ple buy rafters ready to put up . We built ours. We 
didn't even use nail plates. Ali I remem ber is freez-
ing cold and sitting under a light by our back door 
and nailing tilllate at night, to finish those rafters . 

The winter of 1980-1981 we moved back into 
Cabin 11. We bought lumber through the winter for 
a three bedroom cottage that would serve as our 
home unti! we could build our dream home. 
Through this winter we finished the store, and built 
the three bedroom cotlage and finished it just in time 
for May 10ng weekend. AlI winter Keith was ill with 
whooping cough and croup, Jody had minor sur-
gery in December, Matthew was born in January, 
Keith became worse in February and spent March 
and April in the hospital. Not a great winter . 

During the fall of 1981 and spring of 1982 we ex-
panded Our seasonal trailer park from 25 to 50 sites. 
The area we expanded into was dense bush. Dave 
asked a fellow that was doing road work in the area 

Certificate. 

to elear a road for us. We marked a trai! and with 
the help of an enormous machine, he had the road 
eleared within two hours. Then came the job of haul-
ing elay and gravel. What a job. That spring it rained 
so much that we had to move the trailers in with 
the tractor. What a mess! 

Docks - With more people at Green Bay we need-
ed more docking space, so we extended our exist-
ing floating dock . One spring day we heard an awful 
crack and saw 2x6s splintering into the air as the 
ice took the dock out. We decided to build a metal 
dock on posts in a more sheltered area . We built 
a bridge to go over an entrance to the dock area, 
which was built in a horseshoe shape. The floating 
docks we re inside this horseshoe. With the shifting 
ice during the winter due to fluctuating water lev-
eis, these docks were bent and eventually, after a 
couple of years of rewelding and modifying, a11 had 
to be removed. In 1988 we built our third completely 
new system of docks - this time crib docks - Time 

will tell! 
In 1983 we applied for a Destination Manitoba 

Grant and decided to build five more cottages. Bill 
and Sherry Shedden had bought the West Hawk 
Resort and also decided to build new cottages. Be-
cause Bill had no knowledge of building, he said 
he would help Dave to build ours and learn how, 
and then Dave would help him to build his. Over 
the fall of 1983 and summer of 1984 we built cabins 

113 



#12,6,7 and 2. During the fali of 1984 Dave helped 
Bill get started on his cottages too. Dave suffered 
greatly all summer with a bad back. 

In October 1984 he was diagnosed as having 
cancer and began treatments immediately. In Febru-
ary 1985 when Dave finished his treatments, our fa-
mily went on a wonderful ski holiday to Lake 

Louise. 
When spring came in 1985 Dave finished off the 

last of the four cottages he had started. He became zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
iIl again and June 5, 1985 Dave passed away. 

II was very rough getting through the summer. 
Work made me tired and time passed. With help 
from so many friends in this area, J made it through. 
II was as if I could hear Dave saying "Just relax, 
take one thing at a time, and it will work out", and 

it usually did. 
On July 5, 1986 - a wonderful tribute to Dave 

was made for the contributions and improvements 
he had made to this area of Caddy Lake by the peo-
ple in our trailer park, headed by Dr. Martin Boyd. 
He went through all the preliminaries, and got the 
OK to name an island on Caddy Lake - Boutilier 
Jsland - in his memory. There was an official 
ceremony and a bronze plaque placed on the island, 
for the name to be remembered. 

J decided to buy a home in Falcon townsite for 
winter living, now that I was alone with our three 
children. 

There were many funny times in running Green 
Bay Resort. Many times I would find myself crawl-
ing under cabins to fix leaking water pipes, and 
worse still was the time I had to get into the sewer 
to unplug it. The waiting for boats to come in and 
rescuing canoes when the wind came up always ad-
ded to the excitement. Renting boats is quite an ex-
perience, especially when some people drive them 
up on the beach and others want to fit eight people 
into a 14-foot boat. 

Karen Caithness was running the Girl Guide 
Camp and would stop by for visits. Karen was a 
wonderful person to have so near and was always 
ready to lend a hand. She went home wet and dirty 
many times from helping me fix water lines, etc. but 
we would get the job done. 

J was very fortunate because J met another won-
derful man and in 1988 I married Grant Fisette. 
Grant really enjoyed the resort business and if it wer-
en't for his new energy I would have given up and 
sold Green Bay Resort. I was getting bumt out and 
tired of tourism, tourists and all aspects of our bus-
iness. Grant took over the resort and again the build-
ing started. He completely rebuilt the docks and 
continued to finish off the projects Dave had start-
ed. With the camp not requiring any additional cot-
tages, Grant has ｣ｯｮ｣･ｮｴｲｾｴ･､＠ on building docks, 
playgrounds and landscapIng. Green Bay is look-
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ing better every season. 

Our children have also helped tremendously 
through out the years. In the WInter Our life is quite 
normaI but in the busy summer , they leamed quite 
young to be very independent. Keith, being eldest 
more was expected of him. From a very ｹｯｵｮｾ＠
age he split wood, cut grass, hau led gas, ran boats 
and worked in the store. Jody, also very indepen_ 
dent, was farnous for building forts. When anYthing 
was missing, tools or kitchen utensils, we' d look for 
a new fort and bring everything back. Jody also 
works in the store and cleans cottages. Matthew lived 
his first two summers on my back or hip, while I 
was in the store or serving gas and he would some-
times sneak up on the bread shelf to have a nap. 
Ali the children lived in life-jackets for their first 
few years, because we couldn't watch them alI the 
time. I don't think they suffered too greatly from 
being brought up in the midst of a busy business, 
and the benefits are all the wonderful friends they 
have made from all Over the country. Cottages 
change Over weekly, bringing them a whole new set 
of friends. Going to the city would bring funny com-
ments like "Who lives in all these cottages Mom?" 
To go to high school our children drive al most 200 
miles a day to Steinbach . II is quite a haul but they 
handle it very well. 

Green Bay Resort has now completely changed 
from what it was like in 1978 when we bought it. 
Only one building is still standing, that was there 
when we moved in. We are looking forward to many 
more new projects at Green Bay Resort. In think-
ing back it is amazing how short the road from West 
Hawk Lake to Caddy Lake seems to have become, 
compared to that first long ride in after dark in 1978. ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBA

MEMORIES OF CADDY LAKE 

an old-timer remem bers when 

Old-timers in the Caddy Lake area will probably 
remem ber D.E. Wright, who spent the best part of 
35 years hunting, fishing and vacationing there. 

Mr. Wright, an 81 year-old retired painter and 
decorator, lives with his wife at 513 Langside Street, 
Winnipeg. Still spry and active, he was pleased to 
talk Over old times with the Echo reporter. 

"I recall," he said, "the first deer and moose 
hunting trip we took 42 years ago in the North Cross 
and Sailing Lake districts." 

"On November 25, when the hunting season 
opened, we caught the C.N.R. train and took it as 
far as Nason Lake. Then we loaded all our equip-
ment on a toboggan and hiked across Nason Lake 
on the North Shore of Caddy." 

"On our first trip, we slept outside in a tent while 
we built a log cabin. We used this cabin for five 
hunting seasons, then built the one which stiIl stands 
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at the west side of the lake as you enter the portage 
to Sailing Lake. From this cabin we hunted every 
season, always bringing a deer or moose home." 

The party at that time consisted of six Winnipeg 
businessmen: Charlie Easton, Alsonso Simpson, 
Vemon Bolton, William Clark, Keith Hoppwood 
and myself. Ofthe six, I'm the only one left today. 
We caJled the cabin 'Mechanic's Lodge'. 

Rain or Shine 
"The Bolton family and my own used the cabin 

eaeh summer. We'd canoe up the nine miles of lake, 
bag and baggage, each weekend, rain or shine. We 
eneountered rough weather at times but never 
faltered in our desire to spend a weekend in the 
outdoors." 

"There is no more scenie canoe trip in all Manito· 
ba than from Caddy Lake to the Winnipeg River. 
My wife and zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAI used to take this trip, going from Cad· 
dy Lake via South and North and Sailing Lake into 
Mallard Lake. There an easy portage up-river took 
us to Jessica Lake, where we again portaged to 
White Lake, then through the WhitesheJl River to 
the Winnipeg River." 

"My wife and I let the cabin go a few years ago. 
II is now owned by Charlie Easton's son-in-Iaw." 

Shot a Bear 
At this point Mr. Easton looked a bit sad. Then 

his eyes sparkled again as he said, "Say, did I tell 
you about the time I shot the bear?" 

"Well, I was out with Charlie Johnson that time. 
We were looking for deer. I was stand ing on a hill 
overlooking the muskeg. Not seeing anything, I 
turned to go further when I noticed a turned up tree 
root and from under it a bear was staring at me. 
He wasn't more than five feet away." 

"When he saw that I had noticed him, he ducked 
baek and I took a couple of steps backwards. The 
noise of my movement brought him out again, I was 
that close, I could see his brown eyes and the look 
in them showed he was as surprised as I at the ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBA
meeting." 

"Well, to make a long story short, I shot him. 
Upon examination I found he had just recently es· 
caped from a snare as he still had the marks on his 
necko I presume he was a very tired bear, which ac-
counted for his delay in denning up for the winter ." 

Here Mr. Wright smiled and said, "Well, son, 
that's all the time I have for remem bering today. 

I have to slip down and get two tickets for the 
wrestling match. My wife and Itry never to miss 
a bout." 

(from the Nov., Dec. is,ue 
WhitesheU Echo, 1961) 

CADDY LAKE 
This is a story by a form er cottage 

owner at Caddy Lake 
By Gwen Houston 

We first spent our holidays at Brereton Lake, rent-
ing a cottage and spending several summers there. 
While there we used to travel around the Whiteshell 
and finally bought a cottage at Dorothy Lake. 

Again on1y spending two or three summers there 
when someone expressed a desire to buy it, we went 
on to Caddy Lake and bought the one we were for-
tunate enough to spend a couple of summers in. We 
moved to Edmonton, staying there from 1968 to 
1980, then retired to Peachland. 

We had four children but by the time we bought 
at Caddy Lake, the two oldest girls were working, 
one in nursing, the second one, working weekends 
as did a lot of other teenagers. aur son Bruce would 
be about 13-14 years of age and our little girl, Glen-
nis, were the on1y ones who enjoyed sumrners at the 
lake. 

I remember picking chokecherries along the road. 
One day they were especially plentiful, so I filled 
my pail, missed my footing and ended up on my 
back buried in chokecherries. 

The cottage at Caddy was the only cottage of the 
few we owned that brought tears to my eyes when 
we sold and I had to tum over the keys to the new 
owners. Iwonder if the ducks are still painted on 
the front of the cottage? 

Thank you for this op portu nit y to tell my little 
bit for whatever use it is to yOU. 

I do enjoy my spot here in Peachland with the 
huge Okanogan Lake out in front. 

"Caddy" Lake Echoes of 65 Years Ago 
from Whiteshell Echo 

Spring 1957 

(The Echo is indebted to Rossa Williamson for per-
rnission to reproduce the following letter that recalls 
"Lower Cross Lake" now Caddy and a canoe trip 
through the area some 65 years ago. ED) 

W. Summerland, B.C. 
November 12 

Dear Rossa Williamson: 
Reading your article in Canadian Home Journal 

for May has brought back so many memories and 
made me so homesick for the country you wrote 
about that I thought you wouldn't mind receiving 
a letter from one who knew and loved it a long time 

ago. 
It must be 65 years ago that my parents and my 

uncle and aunt (J.B. McLaren of Winnipeg, then 
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of Morden) were on a canoe trip, having started 
from Kenora. Just through the tunnel in Lower 
Cross Lake zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBA(I refuse to call it Caddy) was a pic-
turesque log house, covered with virginia creeper. 

They landed and were hospitably greeted by Cap-
tain Brereton, who had boarded workers in the rail-
way construction. They fell so in love wit h the place 
that they made arrangements to rent it for the sum-
mer months, and every summer after that saw the 
congenial party of 15 to 20 spending their holiday 
there. 

1 made my first appearance at a year old and am 
sure 1 loved it even then. Mr. Isaac Pitblado and 
Dr. Ross Mitchell of Winnipeg were two who were 

often there. 
Almost unfished at that time the tunnel yielded 

as many pickerel as we could use, though in later 
years as the men from the section house fished it 
more, we were driven to Green Lake for our supply. 

I am not sure what name this lake goes by now, 
but we went down through the river and camped 
just below the falls (no rapids) into Lake Rolla. (I 

think this may be what is called Sailing Lake today.) 
The rice was so thick getting into Green Lake that 
the rest of the party stayed at Lake Rolla while two 
in the canoe pulled their way through the rice. 

1 never knew the blueberries to fail, and we al-
ways had abundance all summer , as well as plenty 
of raspberries, which grew along the banks of the 
railroad. 

I was back several years ago in Winnipeg and we 
drove out to Upper Cross Lake and got a canoe and 
paddled to the tunnel, and walked down the tracko 

I was sure 1 could find the spot from which the 
old path wound down to the old house but no one 
had ever told me that it had been double tracked 
since I had been there (a girl of 16) and everything 
was ruined including the rock cuts with their mossy 
crevices filled with fems, bluebells and partridge ber-
ries, and only the most miserable dried up specimens 
of berries to be found. 1 wonder if you could tell 
me when the second track was put through and on 
which side of the original? 

The old house was burned down some years later 
(tramps or sparks from engines) and so for two or 
three years we saw Cross Lake no more. The call 
eventually took us back to renew old memories. 

Everything had to be taken, even scythes to cut 
hay to stuff mattresses (t he hay was cut in a natur-
al meadow up the creek) and rakes to rake it by 

hand - implements and lumber to make a floor for 
the big main tent and to build a cook house shanty, 
and tents, canoes, and of course supplies to last two 
months. 

Every year saw a canoe trip planned from there 
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for a party of four to eight, with one or two canoes. 
On my last summer there, 1905, I think, my uncle 
took me on a canoe trip through the river from Low-
er Cross Lake, Lake Rolla, Little Whiteshell, Big 
Whiteshell, Crowduck, and on to Turtle Falls near 
the beginning of the Winnipeg River. 

I remember tiny Butterball Lake, I think between 
Big Whiteshell and Crowduck. There was also a very 
odd lake called Rubber Lake, 1 think beyond 
Whiteshell, but may be wrong there. There were 
beautiful falls going into it, over a smooth sloping 
rock, but the water of the lake itself had the most 
peculiar properties - or per hap s it was the bottom 
of the lake that made it so hard to paddle, and some. 
thing seemed to pull and suck the paddle down. It 
really was as if you were trying to paddle in molten 
rubber. Do you know the small lake I mean? 

The time I write of was all ours - from Hawk Lake 
where we used to portage from Upper Cross Lake, 
and go bathing in the falls where Hawk Lake emp-
ties into the creek that connects with Cross Lake 
- down to Lake Rolla. The only people we ever saw 
were the odd Indians passing through or the peo-
ple at the section house when we went. 

It al most broke my heart to find Upper Cross 
Lake all settled with cottages, but at 1east the lower 
lake is still untouched. 

I do hope I haven't bored you, but I have enjoyed 
talking to someone who knows and loves this coun· 
try too. ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBA

CADDY LAKE 

LOT 1, BLOCK 1 

By Russell Mann 

Sincerely, 
Maud Young 

Lot I, Block I was part of Sec. 9, Twp. 10, Rge. 
17E NE '/4 which was homesteaded by John Scott 
Milne of Winnipeg. Although the homestead was 
registered in 1925, Mr. Milne was believed to be on 
the land in the late 1890s. The first section of the 
cabin was built about 1905 and expanded in about 
1920. Through the years it was used as J.S. Milne's 
homestead, hunting lodge, and then summer cabin 

Manns cottage. 
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after the Whiteshell Provincial Park was formed. 
In 1954 it was sold to Edward and Marian Mann, 

and since 1974 the owners have been Russell and 
Gayle Mann. 

The original cabin was made from logs cut in the 
area, peeled, mounted upright, and chinked with oa-
kum and concrete. The entire foundation was mor-
tared stone from Caddy Lake's shoreline. Material 
which was brought in for the homestead was shipped 
by rail to a siding a half mile north of the lake and 
then carried by horse to the site. To date Block 1 
has no road access. 

By 1979 the logs and floor joists had deteriorat-
ed and the cabin had to be rebuilt. Ali that remains 
of the old cabin is the stone front steps and walk. 

Louis and J osephine began spending weekends 
at Caddy Lake in 1955 as guests of the Palz fami-
Iy, who still have a cottage at Caddy Lake. It was 
these visits, filled with fishing, swimming and relax-
ing, that inspired my parents to buy a lot of their 
own and build a cottage. 

When they began building in 1962, they had a 
five-year-old daughter, Beverley. Louis Junior (my-
self) was bom in 1965. 

Our family continues to come to the lake to en-
joy the fishing, swimming and the relaxing at-
mosphere of the cottage. 

CADDY LAKE 
BLOCK 4, LOT 19 

By D.A. Ford 

We were living in Hamilton, Ontario, where my 
husband Les worked for the government. 

In 1950, we were transferred to Winnipeg. In On-
tario we went to Wasaga Beach for holidays and 
we wanted some place of our own in Manitoba. We 
had visited friends across Caddy Lake. However, 
due to fog it had taken five hours to find their cot-
tage. We decided we wanted to be on a lake with 
access by boat or canoe to other lakes and also able 
to drive the car to the cottage. 

In 1951, we bought a pre-fab cottage about 20 
by 24 feet and Les and a friend put it up. 

There was no electricity at the time, only wood 
stoves. 

Over the years we expanded the cottage to be more 
than 1,400 square feet, a modern home we can all 
enjoy. 

Now for a few funny stories. 
We'd just bought our first new aluminum boat 

from Eaton's and taken it to the lake. Les, an ar-
dent fisherman, was in a hurry to go after the big 
one. I had hot water ready and insisted I wash the 
dishes so I wouldn't have to do them later by the 
light of the coal oil lamp. By then, the water was 

fairly rough but Les, being in a hurry, headed the 
boat straight across to Green Bay. Our cocker 
spaniel and I, sitting in the front of the boat, got 
pretty splashed. I turned around to find Les was not 
in the boat. Some distance back, he was bob bing 
around in the water. I crawled to the back of the 
boat and put the motor in reverse. 

As I backed toward my drenched husband, I no-
ticed his wallet with all our two weeks holiday money 
in it, floating on the water. I retrieved it before I 
got Les. I was afraid he might upset the boat if he 
tried to get in so I dragged him to shore. Needless 
to say, I am still teased about that. 

Our dog got lost in the woods. When Les went 
to find him, he got lost also. We got a search party 
together from Falcon Lake to find him. I was sent 
to West Hawk to get more volunteers. En route, I 
noticed something crawling out of the ditch. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBAIt was 
Les. Later, a friend saw our little dog halfway to 
Winnipeg. He brought him a11 the way back to our 
cottage. 

CADDY LAKE 
BLOCK S 

By Verna Besko 

In the summer of 1949, Michael and I with our 
two daughters, at that time Luba was nine years and 
Pat five years, drove to Kenora for a weekend. Af-
ter sightseeing by car and boat, we tried to get a 
cabin or motel room. We did not reserve early 
enough, so had to take whatever was available. We 
slept very little that night because mosquitoes had 
got in before we did. 

It wasn't long after that experience that Michael 
considered having our own cottage in !he Whiteshell. 
Since we knew friends with cottages at Block 5 Cad-
dy Lake, we started there to inquire about lots. 

We liked the location. The lake was smaller than 
some others. We found one lot next to a creek, 
which emptied into the lake. The gradual slope to 
the lakeshore suited us perfectly. The lot was weB 
treed and fulI of underbrush but it was what we liked 
and clearing would be a challenge. 

We contacted the Forest Ranger who staked out 
the spot where the cottage was to be built. Soon af-
ter, wit h family and friends, we started to clear the 
lot. First we needed a spot big enough to set up the 
tent for sleeping as well as to make lunches in. 

The carpenters were able to put up the shell of 
the cottage wit h windows and doors before winter 
set in. There was no electricity in the area then, so 
the work took longer than expected. 

We were able to start early in 1950 to complete 
the inside of the cottage. This was done mostly by 
ourselves. 
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The best investment we made was to get Mr. Nel
son from West Hawk to build aur stane fireplace. 

He used a collection of colored stane which he blast

ed out in the West Hawk area. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA
In 1952, again with the hel p of family and friends 

(ali amateurs), we built a dock which lasted until 

1976, when it had to be replaced because of ice 

damage over the years. 
aur third daughter, Chris, was bom in Decem

ber 1954. The following summer we didn't spend 

much lime at the coltage. However, as years went 
by, we have had friends of aur children, relatives, 

including grandchildren, all enjoying the coltage, 

and doing things they liked, chopping wood for 

heating and cooking for exercise, ar just plain 

relaxing. 
We cannot forget the many blueberries picked 

over the years up on the hills back of the cottages. 

They were sa good in pies, pancakes and muffins. 

We have beautiful memories of the wildlife 
around here, expecially in the ･｡ｲｹ＠ years. We saw 

moose just across the service road to aur cottage. 

Deer would walk along the creek to the lake for a 
drink. Other wild animals we saw were porcupine, 

skunks, the odd bear, the woodchuck with her fa
mily, turtles, beaver, mink, squirrels and the ever 

faithful ducks which num ber 30 to 40, especially 

when the water is high. 

aur only regret naw is that aur three daughters 
and their families no longer live in Manitoba, and 
can only visit us at the lake for a short time during 

the summer. They all enjoy it, but their time is sa 

limited. 

Since Michael retired ten years ago, we conlinue 
to make improvements around the cottage. The 
latest is a screened parch which we use a lot. 

We try to spend more time at Caddy Lake and 

enjoy the wark that goes with zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSONMLJIFEDCBAywvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSONMLJIFDCBAit because it's sa relax
ing to be sa close to nature. 

CADDY LAKE 
BLOCK 5, LOT 3 

By Veronica Dupius 

children Gordon, Joan and Michele 

My husband Ronald and myself built aur coltage 
in 1944. There were only five cottages on aur block 

(5). Everything was very naturai and beautifu!. We 

did not have electricity ar plumbing but really en
joyed the cottage. aur trail from Highway 44 was 

just a mud road, and we would see lot s of wild 
animals, deer, skunks and small animals like chip
munks and squirrels and birds of all description. In 

the evening, we would listen to the loons which have 

been an ongoing enjoyment through the years. 

aur san, about 13, and daughter, nine, grew up 

lIS 

enjoying the lake in the summer. They would swim 
and row around in the water in front of aur cot

tage in a flat-boltom boat. aur younger daughter 
bom several years later, started com ing to the lak; 

at four months and grew up doing the same things 

every summer . 
We would go from aur lake through the tunnels 

into South Cross Lake and North Cross Lake and 

on into Sailing Lake where the fishing for pickerel 

was always good. We would also go to Hanson's 

Creek for perch. We had lots of ｷｩ､＠ raspberries 

and saskatoans around the cottage which we picked 

as needed. The ｷｩ､＠ flowers added their ｏｗｩ＠ beau
ty all summer and we loved their changing beauty. 

The arrival of electricity ended a tradition of going 

to the landing at Caddy to get aur block of ice from 

Alf. Wenzel who owned the stare. For a time there 

a man used to deliver ice to the cottages in his truck. 

With electricity also came a refrigerator, water 
pressure system and power tools. The surveying and 

｢ｵｩ､ｩｮｧ＠ of the block road brought lots of people 

and lots of boats and bigger and bigger motors, but 

aur family and aur ｧｲ｡ｮ､｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮ＠ still enjoy the cot

tage. My husband Ronald built a stane walk with 

same concrete steps down to the lake. This was all 
dane by hand before we had electricity. Later, he 

added a living room to the cottage. 

Same of aur first neighbors were Mr. and Mrs. 

Hall, Mr. and Mrs. Blackwall and Mr. and Mrs. 

Hazell. We used to enjoy watching the Hazells go 

out in their small boat and motor to the same spot 

to fish every afternoon at 5:30. This was right across 

from aur coltage, sa we called it Papp's Camer, 

and the name caught on and stuck. Same of the 

other families that came to Block 5 are the Clay

dons, Mr. and Mrs. Pierce and Mr. and Mrs. Lloyd 

Young. Further north of us were the Elders. They 
were year-round residents who had a homestead. 

On the north side of the track was an airstrip. Mr. 
Claydon would fly in there in his Cessna and the 

ｦ｡ｭｩｹ＠ would pick him up. Mr. and Mrs. Brickman 

looked after the airstrip. When aur children would 

walk ar canoe over to vi sit them, Mrs. Brickman 
always gave them a piece of blueberry pie. 

Speaking of blueberries, that was another pastime 

we enjoyed. aur favorite spot was Blueberry Hill, 

on the rock s near McGillivary Falls. 

CADDY LAKE 
BLOCK 5, LOT 5 

THE SOUCHS 

We bought aur coltage, Block 5, Lot 5, on Cad

dy Lake, in May 1949, and the next weekend we 

moved walls to make a kitchen out of a bedroom. 
From that day on for 22 years we finished and 

refinished walls and took down trees. 
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There were only five cottages on our block, so 
we saw Caddy Lake grow block after block. 

'Doc' was at the first meeting to organize The 

Whiteshell Association for the lakes. 
That brought changes. The association was able 

to get hydro power, which meant being able to use 
power tools. Each year we got out lists of residents 

for each lake. The executives and wives from the 
lakes would assemble and address them and get them 
ready for mailing. We had a lot of fun and got to 
know so many. Each year there was a pienie put on 

by the Whiteshell Association. 
Our daughter Anne was the first person on the 

lake to use a surfboard and water skiis. 
We sold our cottage in the late fali of 1971 to 

Cockranes and they are still making improvements. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

CADDY LAKE 
BLOCK 5, LOT 5 

THE COCHRANES 

In December 1971 the cottage at Block 5, Lot 5, 

Caddy Lake was purchased, site unseen, from Mr. 
and Mrs. Souch by the present owners, Laureen and 
John Cochrane. When the Souches decided that year 
to sell, they remembered the Cochranes, whom they 

had met through their neighbours, Leonard and 
Beverly Ryman. The Cochranes had mentioned they 

were looking for a cottage, so Mr. Souch contact

ed them via the Rymans and an amicable deal was 
made. What a pleasant beginning it was to the 
"Cochrane era" at Caddy Lake! 

The next year saw the first of a series of addi

tions and improvements undertaken by John and 
his assortment of helpers. The original buildings 

consisted of a two-bedroom 640-square foot cottage, 

adjacent tool shed and outhouse. They have over 
the years been expanded to a winterized three

bedroom 1,184-square foot cottage with enclosed 

bathroom and shower /utility room, tool shed with 
adjoining guest house and a lakefront boathouse. 

Numerous loads of sand have been hauled in to 

make an enjoyable beach. 
Many memorable events have happened at the 

lake as it has been a popular vacation spot for 
Laureen and John's children, Randy and wife Sha
ron, Shirley and hus band Terry Gibb, Laurie and 
husband Raymond Chudley and grandchildren 
Brett, Dawn, Dale and Darryl Cochrane, Ashleigh, 
Hilary and Corey Gibb, and Blaire and Braden 

Chudley. 
Waterskiing is a popular summer sport with the 

Cochrane elan and some of their more notable 

achievements have been Brett barefoot skiing, 
Laurie, Ray and Terry pyrami d skiing, and the fel
lows trick -skiing. We also pulled seven waterskii
ers behind the ski boat zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSONMLJIFEDCBAywvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSONMLJIFDCBA(it was a feat in itself find

ing that many ropes and skiis!) 
Many of us also enjoy fishing and an overnight 

excursion to Granite Lake is an annual event. John's 

prize northern pike is mounted on a wall in the cot

tage but Ray's "Caddy Lake Monster" , whom he 

met eye to eye, is still in the lake! 
Laureen and John also own a sai!boat and a wind

board and many pleasurable hours have been spent 

on both. There have also been a few eventful sails, 
such as the time the boom rope broke during a sud
den squall and the two helpless sailors, Laurie and 

Terry, end up in the rocks on the other side of the 
lake. Once, John was out mastering the windboard 
when he feli off, the mast landed on the board and 

the wind took the board faster than he could swim. 
A helpful neighbour pieked him up and they 

retrieved the board, none the worse for wear. Such 
was not the case, however, when the sailboat mast 

got stuck in the bottom of the lake and we had to 
use the motorboat to pull it upright. The jib sai! had 

come loose and it was never seen again! 
We're fortunate to have a qualified swimming in

structor, Mrs. Shirley Hall, as a neighbour and 

through the years she has given swimming lessons 
to young and old alike. While Laureen once 
wouldn't go past her knees in the water, she's now 

one of the first ones in! Often we'lI anchor the boat 

Cockranes waterfront. 
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offshore and the grandchildren will jump off the 
boat, enjoying a swim in the deep water. ance, the 
anchor was so well sunk that Laurie and the kids 
had to don life jackets, leave the boat and swim to 
shore. Occasionally there is a good-natured 
challenge of "Iet's swim to the island" and a cou-
ple of hardy (or is it foolhardy?) fellows, like Ran-
dy and Raymond, will strike out for the island with 
an escort boat alongside. John even went for a late 
fall swim with his parka on as he was taking in the 
dock . 

There's a variety of wildlife around the Cochrane 
cottage. Laureen each summer befriends the ducks 
and one time they were so anxious to see her and 
her bread that they came right into the cottage. 
There's also a number of birds that come to feed 
in the front yard, including hummingbirds, wrens, 
chickadees, waxwings, redpolls, blue jays and 
whiskey jacks. Squirrels and chipmunks often com-
pete for the seeds and one summer a particular squir-
reI got so pesky you couldn't sit outside without hav-
ing your toes nibbled. A couple of times we've taken 
an intimidating turtle from our dock area back 
through the tunnel and dropped him off in South 
Cross Lake. One spring morning during the cottage 
reconstruction Laureen rolled over to find she'd 
been sharing her bed with a dead mouse. She thinks 
that's worse than when she found a nest of live 
baby ones in the back bedroom. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSONMLJIFEDCBAywvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSONMLJIFDCBAAs a result of those 
incidents, John now has the cottage sealed tighter 
than a drum! One of the first summers that Randy 
and his family were at the lake a ruckus in the 
bathroom woke them during the nighL lmagine how 
startled they we re to see a bear peering at them 
through the window from which he'd just torn the ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA
screen! 

Occasionally during the winters we've packed up 
our cross-country skiis, skates and toboggans and 
headed for the cottage to spend a few days. Before 
the cottage was well insulated, it was somewhat 
tricky maintaining a constant comfortable temper-
ature. During one trip the temperature by the wood-
stove reached 110°F. That was the same day the 
chamber pot froze by the back door and we had to 
heat it on the stove in order to empty iti 

John, Randy, Daryl and Corey celebrate birth-
days during lake season and that's the occasion for 
various kinds of games and activities to include all 
ages. lt's made for great family entertainmenL As 
well, Laureen and John enjoy playing cards and 
have spent many evenings wit h the Rymans play-
ing canasta. 

Along with the happy memories are a few un-
pleasant ones. There were some heart-stopping 
minutes when three-year-old Dale and, years later, 
three-year-old Hilary, went missing. In bot h cases 
they had changed their minds about not going for 
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a walk and had tried lo catch up to the olhers. BOlh 
went the wrong way but were evenlually found safe 
and sound. In 1982 the 50 H.P. motor was stolen 
off the boat and never recovered, and recently a 
defecl in the new holding tank caused it to crack 
and it had to be dug out and replaced just as the 
new sod was nicely established. What a lot of man-
hours thal project involved! 

AlI in all though, the happy times spent at the cot-
tage with the Cochranes have created countless 
memories that willlong be remembered by all those 
involved. 

REMEMBERING CADDY LAKE 

BLOCK 5, LOT 10 

By Helen Gelhorn 

In June of 1949, a short fishing outing on a Su n-
day to Caddy Lake was when our decision to build 
a cottage began. We spotted a beach front lot and 
on inquiring found that it was available. In August 
construction began and in one weekend the outer 
shell was completed. By the end of September, all 
necessary work was done. 

Caddy Lake saw many changes during our tenure 
- from the "iee man" who delivered ice and milk 
three times a week, to electricity - "outhouses to 
indoor plumbing" , from a few boats to almost the 
necessity of traffie lights at the tunnel on weekends. 

Through the week the first years it was so peace-
ful, wildlife came down on the property - deer, 
bear, red fox, birds, beaver swimming by and the 
excellent catch of pickerel. My husband Alex 
brought a bulldozer from Winnipeg and we built 
a roadway down to the cottage. At the same time 
he built the road up around the huge rock we had 
to drive over on the Block 5 entrance from High-
way 44. We hauled all the topsoil from Winnipeg 
and seeded a beautiful lawn. We had truck loads 
of sand hauled down to the beach front. To Alex, 
Caddy Lake was Utopia. I sold the cottage in 1970, 
six years after Alex's untimely death. It was too 
much for me to keep a home and cottage in perfect 
eondition. However, the name "Gelhorn" at Cad-
dy Lake is once again seen there as my elder son, 
Alex, and his wife have purchased the Dupuis cot-
tage in 1985. They can't wait for weekends and holi-
days to be spent at their beloved Caddy Lake home. 

COTTAGE AT LOT 6, BLOCK 6 
Present owner Marion MilIs, Winnipeg 

The cottage was purchased by Marion Mills and 
lrene Anderson in October, 1970, from Mr. and 

Mrs. Thomas Berry Sadler. 
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Previous History 
Built by Richard Noonan of Pioneer Electric prior 

to 1950. H is one of the earlier cottages on Caddy 
Lake and built of logs obtained in the area as far 
as I know. The first lease #172 is dated from the 
1st of May, 1950. 

Mr. and Mrs . Norman Vincent Fanthorpe were 
the second owners. They purchased it in Septem-
ber, 1954, and owned it for the next eight years . 
They added a partial second story made of cedar 
siding resembling the logs of the original cottage as 
much as possible. 

Mr. and Mrs . Thomas Sadler became the third 
set of owners in August, 1962. 

1970 to PreseRt 
In the fali of 1970, my friend Irene Anderson and 

I decided to become serious about a cottage in the 
Whiteshell. She had grown up at Pointe du Bois on 

the Winnipeg River and knew the area well and loved 
it. We had ais o been privileged to rent a friend ' s 
cottage at Wbite Lake for a num ber of summers and 
"caught the cottage bug" . The newspaper ad 
described this cottage as log and located on a point 
with water on three sides. We fell in love wit h the 
location and the rustic cottage. We named it "Mi-
ander Pointe" combining the Mills-Anderson 
names. 

H has not been the summer home of a typieal "fa-
mily" but rather a farnily of friends who have shared 
the joys of having a summer place. H's amazing how 
skilful a group of gals can be at sanding, painting, 
repairing, building, clearing trees, etc. Each brought 
her own talents and skilIs and developed new ones. 
We have been determined to maintain the logs in 
their natural state - not an easy task! I must say 
though that we have been fortunate in having 
brothers and nephews come to the rescue many 
times. 

Miander Pointe is a very special place with its tall 
spruce trees, the view down the lake to the far end 
where the CPR tunnel is located, views of the water 
through trees on every side and the singing of the 
Girl Guides from their campfire just across the bay. 

Winter scene at Miander Point, Caddy Lake. 

Summer scene at Miander POinte, Caddy Lake. 

The gro.;p of friends and members of both our 
families have enjoyed the swimming, the canoeing, 
the birds and wildlife, the walks, the marvelous sun-
sets and the peace of being so close to nature. 

1986 was a tragie year with the illness and death 
of Irene who had looked forward to many years of 
enjoyment at Miander Pointe in her retirement. We 
realize how much she increased our appreciation of 
being "at the lake" by the joy and enthusiasm she 
shared with us over the years she had at Miander 
Pointe. 

The best way of summing up what Miander 
Pointe and Caddy Lake mean to us is to quote from 
the lease, "The Lessor covenants with the Lessee 

for quiet enjoyment" . 

CADDY LAKE 
IN THE BEGINNING, 1949 

BLOCK 8, LOT 6 
By Bill Bell 

Returning from a canoe trip to Sailing Lake, we 

camped overnight on the shore of Green Bay. That 
sparked our interest in acquiring a lot on Caddy 

Lake. 
On checking with the Parks Branch, I discovered 

that Green Bay was zoned commercial. Not until 
the following year , August 7th to be exact, and the 
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temperature that day was over 100°F., were we back 
at Caddy Lake. That was when we picked our 
present location. Building started the next yeaL 

At that time, the road stopped at the Girl Guide 
Camp gate (Lots I and 2). We had Lot 6. Ali our 
lumber and building supplies had to be carried up 
from the road. Electricity came to the area about 
five years later (1956 to 1957) terrific! We could now 
have a refrigerator instead of the old inadequate ice-
box. A year later came the electric pump and no 
more carrying water up the long steep hill. 

At the time we started building, Green Bay store 
operated by Herman and Anna Lerch and the Girl 
Guide Camp were in operation. There were two 
other cottages, Harrison and another one Orahes . 
Within four years, all our area was built up includ-
ing one lot that I thought no one would ever take. 

Our original cottage measured 16x30 feet. Since 
then, two additions have been made. 

As the years went by, we progressed from a ca-
noe, which my wife and I thoroughly enjoyed and 
is still in use, to a wooden skiff with a 3-horse mo-
tor, to an aluminum boat with a 9-horse motor. 
When my two sons were grown and earning money, 
a speed boat with a 115-horse motor was added. 

A few years ago, on our first visit after the snow 
had gone, the broken top of a large tree had punched 
a hole through the roof. New shingles were due any-
way. Over the years three large popI ar trees have 

crashed down on the building with little or no 
damage, just a lot of hard work clearing them off. 

For several years there was no building on the west 
side of the lake, south of Caddy Lake Landing. But 
when it started, it filled up in no time and, again 
there were lots I couldn't visualize anyone ever build: 
ing on. How wrong I was. 

There is an atmosphere around the cottage that 
I am not sure how to identify: contentment, relax-
ing, enjoyable . What I do know, is that for three 
generations of my family, the cottage on the shore 
of Caddy Lake, the most beautiful lake in the 
Whiteshell, is the place to be on a summer day. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAwtsronmljigfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAwtsronmljigfedcbaYWUTSRONMLKIHGFEDCBA

CADDY LAKE 

BLOCK 8, LOT 16 

WHY WE CHOSE CADDY LAKE 

By E.G. and K. Lowen 

Chose lot in 1951 on way home to Winnipeg from 
a July holiday at Laclu. Building permit: 1951. 
Plans: my own design. Built cottage myself during 
two-week summer vacation and every weekend over 
the next two to three summers. Took time off to 
fish each evening (as a rule) - enough for one mea! 
according to my historical memory. Every nail used 
(until we had the roof in place) was rusted from the 
daily rains. 

There were many others building cottages at the 
same time. We helped each other - the Hagborgs, 
Gohls, Kobolds. Friends would arrive from the city 
to do a spot of fishing, but to my surprise worked 
more hours helping build than spent fishing. 

The reason we chose Caddy Lake was because of 
access to three other lakes by boat - and these three 
other lakes were (at the time) like a wilderness. 

This "wilderness" situation still exists, but there 
are always many boats and campers at South Cross, 
North Cross, Sailing (and Nason). 

Our lake is now, in our view, overpopulated for 
the si ze and depth of the lake. Trailer sites were al-
lowed to overexpand, which has contributed great-
Iy (we feel) to the very evident buildup of weeds and 
pollution in the lake. Too bad the powers that (were) 

were so shortsighted. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
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CADDY LAKE 

BLOCK 9, LOT 11 
By Cecile Brown 

Nestled among the evergreens, birch and poplar 
is a cozy dwelling belonging to Cecile Brown and 
family. 

In 1960, the cottage was set up on a lot at Polo 
Park. It was in a Lion's Club raftle. The person with 
the winning ticket sold it to the Smiths. In the fali 
of 1960 the cottage was moved to Block 9, Lot 11, 
Caddy Lake. Geroge and Mary Smith and sons put 
in many hours of hard labour setting up the cot-
tage at Caddy Lake. 

Mr. and Mrs. George Smith were the owners of 
that dwelling from 1960 to 1971. 

Quote from the Smiths: 
"We will always have a soft spot in our hearts 

for the cottage at Caddy Lake. The hardest part of 
moving to British Columbia was selling the cottage. 
We raised two fine sons there, and we will never 
forget all the good times we had with family and 
friends. " 

In the spring of 1971, my husband and I became 
the proud owners of this dwelling. We had three 

Greg and Mum (Cecile Brown), 1972, enjoying a ca· 
noe ride. 

Kirk, Greg and Richard Brown, 1973, preparing lo 
waler ski. 

young sons - Kirk, Gregory and Richard. They en-
joyed the hours of swimming, water skiing, canoe-
ing and boating with their friends. 

My husband passed away August 18, 1986. He 
had shared many happy years with us, and his wish 
was that the family continue to enjoy life at Caddy 
Lake. 

My three sons: Kirk and Kelly were married May 
31, 1981. They have a beautifu1 daughter - Sarah 
Ashley - bom October 5, 1989. 

Gregory and Kimberly were married August l, 
1987. They have two handsome sons: David Clifford 
- bom J une 7, 1988 and Ri1ey J acob - bom May 
17, 1990. Kirk and Gregory reside in Winnipeg. 

Richard and Sandy were married June 23, 1990. 
They reside in Windsor, Ontario. 

I dwell in an apartment in Winnipeg but am al-
ways anxious to pack up my belongings and live at 
the lake during the spring, summer and falI. 

Family and friends visit frequently . We never 
cease to enjoy all the spectacular co10rs displayed 
during the four seasons. 

I enjoy regular visits to the cottage wit h my sons 
who bring spouses and grandchildren. We go to our 
cottage year-round. Our winter heating is supplied 
by a wood stove - very warm and cozy. 

Boat ride on Caddy Lake, Cecile and Cllfford Brown 
and Dr. and Mrs. N. Bulcher ol Victoria, B.C. 
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CADDY LAKE 

BLOCK 9, LOT 20 zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBA
By Keith Oreen 

My family has always calculated the num ber of 
years we have had the cottage on Caddy Lake by 
taking my age minus one. I was just beginning to 
stagger around in the playpen when we became the 
proud owners of a piece of the great Canadian out-
doors. No TV, no telephone, no boathouse, no hot 
water. The old days. 

In the ensuing 25 years, I have often found my-
self saying, "Oh wasn't it great last year when - I 
mean the year before last ... no, it must have been 
several years ago when ... " To me last summer 
and the 24 others before it have very little separat-
ing them. The unavoidable months of frost and 
snow do not seem to factor into the summer cot-
tage experience at all . 

While revolutions shook east and west through 

three decades, drastic changes in lake land seemed 
to overtake us wit ho ut notice. The bears that once 
came-a-snooping for bacon scraps, destroying gal-
vanized cans as if they were tin foil, soon found the 
garbage cage too much trouble . The age when in-
door plum bing was a status symbol at the lake has 
long since passed. And the ability to pi ck up the 
phone to find out what the lumber yard has before 
driving to it represents 20th century recreational 
living. 

Around the world, armies march, and ideologies 
c1ash to the delight of those who profit from sensa-
tionalism. But non e of this warrants more than a 
few seconds attention on a sunny summer morning 
when critical issues like rotting steps or stubborn 
outboard motors require resolution. 

CADDY LAKE 
BLOCK 9, LOT 27 

By Marie and Bob Wilson 

We had no intention of becoming cottagers but 
an unexpected chance came our way. Mr. and Mrs . 
Duguid wanted to sell their cottage (Block 9, Lot 
27) and they asked their neighbors down the lane, 
A! and Mary Oetz, if they could think of some fa-
mily who would be interested. Fortunately, they 
thought of us and we have been so pleased ever 
since. 

Perhaps the most distinctive feature of our loca-
tion is that Lynn Sissons, one of Manitoba's fore-
most artists, often uses our lakefront view as a place 
from which she sketches and painted several of her 
pictures. Lynn is a c10se friend of the Duguids and 
an au nt of Maty Oetz. 
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CADDY LAKE 

BLOCK 9, LOT 40 

By Agnes and Hugh Comack 

In 1957, we visited our friends, Edith and Tom 
McCallum, at their cottage on Oreen Bay at Caddy 
Lake. Through them, we learned that the far shore 
of Caddy Lake, B10ck 9, was being surveyed into 
lots and trees were being c1eared for a roadway from 
Highway 312. Soon after that, Hugh and Our friend 
John Dickson, walked the shoreline to decide lot; 
on which to bid. We were lucky to get our lots side 
by side. 

Because the road was not yet completed, Hugh 
and John each built boats. They were ten feet long, 
f1at-bottomed wooden boats. We bought a second-
hand l zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAtodbJIAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWSPLFCAuonldaFC'12 H. P . motor as well as oars and also a 
hand-built trailer. With little money in those days, 
we felt lucky to get the trailer for $25 .00. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt was 
roughly made and had wooden spoked wheels off 
a vintage car. We called it the Red Hornet and it 
well served its purpose. 

At first, we had to tra vel on day trips from Win-
nipeg to the government landing at Caddy where 
Alf Wenzel had a store and cabins. It was a slow 
boat trip to our lot, Hugh and I with our three young 
children, Margret, Donald and Elizabeth plus our 
dog (A!yson wasn't born untilI960). That was how 
we accomplished the task of clearing the lot, build-
ing an outhouse and an Sxl2 foot shack in which 
to live. The construction of the cottage didn't be-
gin until we were able to truck in the lumber on the 
newly completed road. 

Those were great days. The Shack (as it is still 
called) had bunks at one end for the three children 
- and the dog! Hugh and I slept on a Toronto couch. 
We had a Coleman stove and lantern, a couple of 
chairs and a drop-leaf table. We drank the lake 
water, as did the deer and moose that were so abun-
dant in those days . We all had jobs to do - even 
Elizabeth , who at five years of age broke her finger 
hauling lumber. 

Over the years we developed a strong bond with 
our neighbours: the Esserys, Dicksons, Smales and 
Dales. I don' t think anyone enjoyed Caddy more 
than our son, Donald. He and his pals, Brian Hood 
and Donald Wood from down the Block, were al-
ways together. I'm sure they explored every square 
foO! of the wooded area behind the cottages. It was 
from them we learned of what we cali the "Indian 
fort" , a shelter someone had built in the woods on 
the si de of a cliff. It was beautifully constructed, 
between a stone wall and a huge rock , of well cut 
logs and lined with paper. It has taken aJ] these years 
to start its collapse and decay. We've all imagined 

many reasons for its original construction. 
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When we sit together as a family and reminisce 
about Caddy Lake, we never fail to remem ber the 
characters who added to its romance. 

- Herman and Anna Lerch at Green Bay. They 
brought in themail from West Hawk, which was 
a blessing to us, stranded as we were at the cottage 
all week without a car. They we re always ready to 
help in any way, besides providing groceries and gas 
for the boat. 

- Sam and his wife at their garage on Highway 
44 at the Falcon Road junction. We once carne down 
for the day with the Red Homet loaded with fumi-
ture for the Shack. It poured rain and we didn't dare 
venture out on the rough water with a loaded boat. 
The only altemative was to haul it all back to Win-
nipeg. Sam, seeing our plight, insisted we leave the 
loaded trailer behind his house on the hil! and gave 
us a tarpaulin to cover it. 

- Mr. Findlay, who owned the original lot on 
Block 9 with its two-storey log house. We never felt 
he was happy to have neighbours, but nevertheless 
we had to use his old trail to walk out to Highway 
44 on many an occasion before our road was com-
pleted. We were always intrigued with the garage 
behind his house where there stil! sits the remains 
of his old Maxwell car. 

- The Hon. Ivan Schultz, who travelled back and 
forth in his boat from Wenzels to his lot across the 
lake. We've since leamed that the person we used 
to see swimming the length of the lake was our form-
er Chief Justice Alfred Monnin, who told us he often 
stayed with Mr. Schultz. 

The Red Cross Swimming Courses were the most 
important events of the summer. Ali of our four 
children achieved at least their Bronze Medallions. 
Even in my old age, I succeeded as well, but that 
was a struggIe being paired off for life-saving wit h 
a husky young teenager. Those classes were hel d ev-
ery year at either Green Bay or the government dock 
at Wenzels. They were always well attended. 

We've spent wonderful summers at Caddy Lake. 

We headed down with a loaded car on the last day 
of school in June to stay until the last week in Au-
gust wit h just enough time to buy back-to-school 
clothing and books. 

We could write our own book of adventures: 
- the Caddy Lake Yacht Club Race when five 

boats capsized in a sudden squall. 
- the fishing tri p when Margret hooked a turtle 

on her line. 
- the horrifying night when a bat got into the 

cottage. 
- the waterskiing behind Donnie Smales' boat 

and especially with our War-Amp friend, Joe 
Thompson, who demonstrated to us beginners how 
easily he could ski on one leg. 

- the across-the-lake swims. 
- the regular emergency visits to the doctor at 

Falcon Lake. 
- the many bear encounters and skunk stories. 
- and the joys of blueberry pancake breakfasts 

and jam and jelly making with all the different ber-
ries growing near the cottage. 

It is over 30 years now since that first visit wit h 
the McCallums. And what wonderful years they 
have been. Our four children are married now and 
our ninth grandchild will soon be here. It seems 
we've oni:, just begun ... 

The Tree Fort 

A1though the mass of leaves 
resisted intrusion of the bright rays 
the sun shone through, 
releasing the forest greenery. 

Below, the countless long bodies 
lay rotting into the soil, 
while their grandchildren 
towered over them. 

Government landing at 
Caddy lake (Wenzel's), 1958. 
Hugh, Donald and Margret, 
Elizabeth In boat. 
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Vet, among them was a stranger, 
sharing and suffering their misgivings 

ｷｨｩ･＠ the creeping moss 
gradually engulfed all of them. 

Seattered among them, 
even hewn to a young tree 
it reaked and moaned of its 

past happy times 

Vet, still it proudly remained, 
a symbol of a young individual's 
past childhood accomplishments, 
neglected and forgotten. 

Alyson Comack 
1976 ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAwtsronmljigfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAwtsronmljigfedcbaYWUTSRONMLKIHGFEDCBA

CADDY LAKE 

LOT 46, BLOCK 9 
THE CUNNINGHAM FAMILY 

"DEER LODGE" 

Owners - Ron and Pat Cunningham 

Our cottage was built by Gerry and Claire 
Gregoire in 1959. They transported all the building 
materials to the cottage site by a smali homemade 
barge from the land ing at what is now the Caddy 
Lake Campgrounds on Highway 44. 

The Cunningham family purchased the cottage 

from the Gregoires in 1963 after having rented it 
for summer holidays for a couple of seasons and 
having taken a great liking to the location. In 1976, 
Ron and Pat took over the cottage after the death 
of Ron's parents, Helen and Clarence Cunningham, 
in an accident in Hawaii. 

Because the Cunningham family resided in the 
Deer Lodge area of Winnipeg and because in times 
gone by, it was not uncommon to see deer wander-
ing through the yard at Caddy Lake, we named our 
cottage "Cunninghams' Deer Lodge". 

Many a good time has been had over the years 
at our cottage. Hiking the woods and ｴｲ｡ｩｳ＠ with 
friends and family, watching the children and their 
friends growing up and seeing their understanding 
and appreciation for nature and our lake country, 
the excitement of catching a fish, the thrill of see-
!ng wild animals come through the yard, early morn-
mg coffee on the dock as the mist lifts and the sun 
is rising to a new day, ducks quacking loudly in the 
front yard having come up from the lake looking 
for their snack because you weren't down at the 
dock ｷｨｾｮ＠ they came by, those rainy days when 
everyone IS qUlte content to stay inside and do crafts 
or relax with a good book, and the unforgettable 
sound out on the lake ... the call of the loons 

And, like most cottagers, we have had many su;-

pnses and some frustrations over the years, such as 
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Cunningham cottage alter the move and during the 
renovations in 1988. 

the loss of our first boat (an old plywood rowboat) 
that sunk while tied up at the dock during a 

severe rai n storm many years ago, the struggle ev-
ery spring trying to get the water pump going, the 
dog falling through the floor of the old outhouse 

next door, the young moose that wouldn't go home, 
bats in the kitchen, the first inspection to see how 

the old dock survived the spring break-up of the lake 
ice . .. and it didn't, and the excitement of the son-
in-law tak ing your daughter sailing on their new 

catamaran (t he bigger, the better) and having it flip 
over so the main sail mast is upside down, stuck in 

the lake bottom so well that the only way to get it 
free is to drain the lake. 

One of the most exciting events in recent years 

was in 1988 when we hired Trevor Down, a loeal 
cafpenter of great talent who fesides year-round on 

The Cunningham family, Ron, Pat, Brent, Carolyn, 
Ron Burnell (Cathy's husband) and Cathy. 
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West Hawk Lake, to move our cottage which is on 
quite sloping terrain, 20 feet closer to the lake and 
reposition it on new footings and posts in the hope 
of some day upgrading the old building which was 
unievel, uninsulated and had become quite drafty 
wit h age. 

Trevor and his helper, Geoff Murray, did such 
a fine job in moving and repositioning the cottage 
on this somewhat difficult slope of land that we 
decided, on seeing some of their other completed 
projects as well, to have them proceed on an addi-
tion, which would double our square footage and 
include gutting and renovating the interior of the 
old building. II was the talk of the neighbourhood 
that summer as Trevor and Geoff eased the old cot-
tage slowly forward with the use of two smali jacks, 
on to the new frarne and uprights they had construct-
ed earlier at the front of the old cottage. Inch by 
inch the building moved forward closer to the lake. 

So, some 30 years later, our Caddy Lake cottage 
has a new lease on life and has taken on a whole 
new look. Nothing spectacular but nicely comfort-
able in all types of weather come rain or shine, wind 
or snowo And with lots of windows, it's nice and 
bright inside so we can better appreciate our new 
knotty pine interior which we are greatly apprecia-
tive of in place of the early Canadian mismatched 
wallboard . 

There is further excitement, too, in that other little 
bodies will be coming to visit our cottage soon, 
grandchildren. And retirement is but a few years off 
when we look forward to spending even more time 
in our favorite area, The Whiteshell. 

CADDY LAKE 
BLOCK 10, LOT 1 

By Edward and Nadia Burke 

Many might argue that owning a summer home 
means double the work, double the groceries, dou-
ble the headaches. At times, that may be true but, 
for us, the advantages have always outweighed the 
disadvantages. 

In 1957, we heard, through friends, that several 
lots were becoming available on the south shore of 
Falcon Lake. Many of our friends had already taken 
advantage of the opportunity and had purchased lots 
in Block 17, and so, after rating the merits of three 
remaining lots, we decided to build on Lot 39. 

In the summer of 1958, we started construction. 
Walter Ciwko was the "master builder" of our 
2-bedroom cottage, with a large porch built subse-
quently. We had no indoor washroom, no running 
water, yet in those days "roughing it" gave us a 
sense of adventure. 

lf the truth were told, it was my mother, Mary 
Dowhanyk, who felt strongly about the cottage right 

from its inception. Every year, on the last day of 
school, she would take our son Glenn and our niece 
Gail to the lake for the entire summer , and they 
wouldn't return to the city until Labour Day. We 
would come out on weekends along with Gail's 
mother to visit. 

Mother was very strong and independent. She had 
been a baker and cook for the Carleton Club when 
she was a young woman, and, though she seldom 
wrote a recipe on paper, she had it filed in her 
memory. Her greatest delight was to provide all of 
the friends on the bay with homernade perogies or 
donuts . 

One warm night, mother had gone to sleep leav-
ing only the screen on the door for a breeze. Dur-
ing the night she heard scratching and woke to find 
a bear stand ing on his hind legs, trying to make his 
way in to the cottage. Mother grabbed a hammer, 
pounded it against the door a few times to scare the 
bear away, and calmly changed the screen. Window 
in place, she went back to bed without giving that 
bear another thought. 

Wit h so many friends on the bay, potluck Sun-
day dinners became the norm. The Sunday of 
Labour Day weekend boasted the largest feast, with 
long banquet tables set up in the porch. II was sort 
of a final farewell to summer, as most of us did not 
return to Falcon during the winter months. 

II was during one of these Sunday dinners that 
an amusing incident occurred. One of our friends 
had purchased a barber kit, and bragged to every-
one not only about the money he could save on hair-
cuts, but also about his newly developed skill as a 
barber. So, one by one, the men sat in the chair set 
up in the yard. Our neighbour, Nestor Dolynchuk 
(who was already balding on top), looked forward yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
to a "trirn". However, after the "barber" was 
finished with him, Nestor had to go to a city barb-
er the next day to repair the damage. 

Relatives, too, added to the fun and merriment, 
with some coming from as far as Detroit, Minneapo-
lis and Las Vegas. 

So many people took advantage of the cottage, 
that in no time at all the outhouse was fulI. One 
weekend we decided to dig a new hole and move 
the outhouse. We held a solemn ribbon-cutting 
ceremony. Everyone gathered round and, after a 
short speech, the toilet paper ribbon was cut. 

Though Falcon Lake holds many fond memories 

for us, we had always wanted a lakefront cottage. 
In 1972, when we spotted one for sale at Caddy 
Lake, we jumped at the chance. 

Our new cottage at Lot l, Block 10, was at the 
end of a quiet lagoon on a 7-family bay. II was very 
tiny, but with the addition of three more bedrooms, 
a large sunken family room and a screened porch, 
its spaciousness can accommodate many people. 
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And talk about luxury - running water, a shower 

and an indoor washroom! . 
During one of the first weekends of ｣ｯｮｳｴｲｵｾｴｉｏｮ＠

of the addition, aviolent storm came up .. LIght-
ning hit the electrical panel, and the strong ｷｾｮ､＠ up-
rooted a beautiful 75-year-old spruce tree WhlCh had 
stood near the dock. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyutsonlkhgedcbaSLKJICByutsonlkhgedcbaSLKJICBIt feli only a few feet from the 
cottage and narrowly missed our niece's 2-day-old 

car! Others on the bay weren't so lucky - many ve-
hicles were badly damaged and many trees cracked 

or uprooted. 
Our location in Caddy affords us many op por-

tunities to observe and enjoy nature. Beavers, 
muskrats, hummingbirds and loons are frequently 
seen near the cottage, and the ducks seem to know 
that snacks are always available - they waddle right 
up to our porch for leftover toast, hot dog buns and 

breadcrumbs. 
Proximity to the various nature trails, Alf Hole 

Goose Sanctuary, fish hatchery and the tunnels to 
South Cross Lake also make Caddy a great place 
for young children to experience nature firsthand. 

As at Falcon, food continues to play an impor-
tant role at Caddy as demonstrated by our increased 
waistlines at summer's end. On the way down, we 
often stopped at McMunn to sample Nelda's borsch 
or huge cinnamon buns, or at West Hawk for the 
fries. And, of course, large family dinners on Su n-
days seem like tradition. 

Though the same "kids" who grew up at Falcon 
are no longer kids, they now bring their children 
to our cottage at Caddy. It seems that the closeness 
experienced during the summers has resulted in all 
of them growing up as a close extended family unit, 
and though the years have gone all too quickly, we 
look forward to many more summers at our some-
times peaceful, often hectic, retreat at Caddy Lake. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

CADDY LAKE 

BLOCK lO, LOT 6 

By Joe and Kathy Bobychuk and son Wayne 

We bought the cottage in June 1966 from the 
original owners, Ed. and Stella Wachal (Birds Hill) 
who built it about 1960. They now own a ｣ｯｴｴ｡ｧｾ＠
in Ontario. 

ｗｾＧｶ･＠ added indoor plumbing and, in 1987, a big-
ger hvmg room and fireplace. 

We've enjoyed every minute of our time spent 
there, and hope to keep enjoying it for many more 
years. 

Our son, born in 1967, knows all the hiking and 
canoe routes around . 

. In the spring, Ilove to hear the frogs and the red 
wmg blackblrds. In the summer, the hummingbirds 
are wonderful to watch. One built a nest in a tree 
near Our dock one summer and gave us many hours 
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of enjoyment. In the fali, we saved the nest to show 
people. 

In the winter of 1987, we sawa cougar walking 
along the shoreline, a beautiful sight. 

I love the wild flowers, especially the pink and 
yellow ladyslippers that lunderstand are quite rare. 

We've had lots of good times, picking fiddleheads 
and blueberries and the different kinds ar 
mushrooms that grow around the area. 

Fishing off the dock was excellent when we first 
bought, but now fish are scarce. I still buy a fish-
ing licence every year and I enjoy casting off the 
dock. It took many hours of practice before I 

learned to cast. 
Owning a COllage calls for a lot of hard wark. 

It isn't a11 fun, especially if you want to keep it look-
ing nice and neat. But if people enjoy nature and 
the wilds it's well worth the work and the money. 

Ali th: additions and the boat house were built 
by my husband and myself. We put in many hours 

of hard work, but enjoyed every minute of it. 

Sunset on Caddy Lake. 



｣ｯｵｧ｡ｲｾ＠ zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
glu. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBA
y !be ーｩｮ｡｡［＠
lareljUJltlll! 
ingliddldral 
iDI ｩｮ､ｊ＠ ｾ＠

rea. zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKIHFEDCBA
when wefui ywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAyvutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAyutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAyuronmlfdbaUSJyuronmlfdbaUSJ
U buyafJSl. 
sting olltlt 
ice belore I 

bard wor!. 
teJ) it 1001· 

latUfe and 

ｾ ･＠ mon/)'· 

were buill 

wy hoUfl 
of it. 

Larson Shanks, 1951. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

CADDY LAKE 
THE EARLY HISTORY OF LOT 5 

By G.L. Shanks 

Caddy Lake became accessible to auto travel 

about 1932 when the road to Kenora (then High-

way No. I) was completed with a mainly gravel sur-

face. Some hardy souls got access via the C.P .R. 
main line. No station was close, so only two camps 

were built prior to 1931. Before this date the land 

was federally administered. 

Some of the surveyed area was open to 

homesteading and these acreages were cleared by 

Mr. Drew and Mr. Milne and by a blind pensioner , 

Mr. Hicks, on behalf of a Mr. Elders, a c.p .R. offi-

cia!. Drew and Milne were telephone employees 
without enough spare time to fulfill their homestead 

duties and get a title or patent. Elder had his land 

farmed and by bringing in some cattle and erecting 

two barns was able finally to "patent" the land . 

(When I first saw this property in 1937 there were 

only two horses left of the livestock. lunderstand 
that, when the provincial government took over, 

Drew and Milne surrendered their rights to the 

homesteaded land and received a large building lot 

instead.) At the time, the nearest highway point was 

in the village of Whitemouth. Drew and Milne got 

their goods unloaded at the C.P .R. section house 
about one mile east of the tunnel (at the north end 

of the lake) and by building a framework to slide 

on the rails, they moved their outfit to the tunnel 

and there unloaded it into the boat and finished the 

trip by water. While no information is available, it 

seems likely they had the boat also unloaded at the 
section house. They built a log cabin with vertical 

logs, a building which became the kitchen. Break-

ins were common, so the Drews had a hidden room 

in the attic and, being telephone men, they also in-

stalled a burglar alarm. 

Mr. Elder was able to arrange delivery of materi-
aIs and livestock by rail to a crossing west of the 

tunnel , which likely stil! exists. When I first saw the 

buildings, one barn was fuli of hay and a one-
cylinder gasoline engine sat in a shed but there was 

neither a circular saw nor a grain crusher in sight 

- the most likely use for it. Mr. Hicks had a good 

garden and a rootcellar near the house in a sloping 
bank. 

Elder' s homestead was located so only a smali 

beach was available to the occupants. After the high-

way was completed to Kenora, Elder had a rough 

road brushed out. Much later, the Forestry Depart-

ment cleared this and gravelled it to serve a block 

of cottages on the west side of the lake. 

The numbered lots including Lot 5 were surveyed 

and allocated to the applicants . Just when or why 

C.O. Barker applied for Lot 5 is not !mowno He was 

the last of the early applicants to erect a cottage. 

Most of the cottages were erected between 1934 and 

1936. A large raf t was available at the terminu s of 

the road to the lake and this was apparent1y used 

to ferry building materiaIs to the various sites. I am 

told that eventually a cottager appropriated this raf t 

to build his own dock. Barker 's cottage was com-

pleted in 1?36 in time to be used OD his honeyrnoon , 

the bride being Jean Cameron, daughter of Dun-
can Cameron who was manager of the D.C. Adams 

Coal Company. In 1937, when I first saw Lot 5, 

there were indications that a sleigh had brought 
in the logs over the snow and ice. However, as the 

stone fireplace was built on concrete footings and 

the floor timbers were supported on concrete pads , 

it seemed likely that the building was built during 

the early summer or at least completed then . 

The Shanks rented the Barker cabin in July 1937, 
the rent being $50.00 for the month . We got the key 

Julie, Neal , Lisa and Barbara Paddon. 



Mike, Julie and Lisa Paddon and 'Buffie' skinning 
logs for the cottage. 

and instructions from Mrs. Cameron who lived in 

the Albany Apartments in Winnipeg. Among other 
information, she gave us a detailed map showing 

how to get drinking water from the Drews' spring. 
On the point of Lot 5 was a large stane, on which 
was painted in blue and white a large "B". Later 
by same judicious repainting this "B" became an 

"S" and stilllater an "H". Perhaps it will next be 
a "P" (the first initial of the surname of all the 
owners). 

Barker , a bush-tlyer, may have chosen the lot 
from the air. Twice during the period we rented it, 
he tlew in and landed near the ice-house. Once he 

tlew up and down the lake apparently sizing up the 
whole development. 

Only one of the original group of cottages was 
accessible by auto (Finlays), all the others being 
reached by boat from the dock. Boats (at least two) 
and engines were essential. The Barker cottage was 
equipped with a wom-out canvas canoe, a very leaky 
14-foot punt, (only 42 inches wide) and a mahoga-
ny Sea-Sled. The Sea-Sled was available in 1937 

then shipped to Long Lac that fali. It was not untii 
the acquisition of the "Wrn. Penn" in 1939 that Lot 
5 was adequately served with a boat. 

In 1937, there were no tourist cabins at the dock 
nor any stare. The postrnaster and storekeeper a; 
West Hawk, Nelhs by name, cóme twice a week to 
the Caddy Lake dock bringing our mail and 
whatever ｧｾｯ｣･ｲｩ･ｳ＠ we had ordered from him the 
prevIOuS tnp. He was suppose te arrive at 2 p 

but was nearly always late, so we all visited and ｾｾ［＠
to ｫｾｯｷＮｯｵｲ＠ fellow campers. There were no 2-car 
famllIes ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAIn those days, so Sunday night most of the 
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men returned to the city leaving their famiIi 
wlthout transportatIOn. We stayed at the lak d es 
ing the week. e Ur-

J .E. Yates, a wood-turning teacher at Kelvin 
School, Mr. MacDon.nel, a labour union official 
the Lockes and thelr fnends, the Pringles, the Stovel; 

- who hved on the Island, as did the C.W. David 
sons of the Northwes.t Laundry Company were ｴｨｾ＠
people we met there In 1937. The Luptons and th 
Finlays, (who had the only two-storey cabin) w e 

O h ' ere 
not at the lake. n t e farm of Mr. Elder was a M 

Steinman who leased a cabin site on the high roc/' 

He was known as the "brew-master" because ｾｾ＠
worked at Drewrys: He ｾ･ｶ･ｲ＠ came to the dock to 
my knowledge. Thls cabIn was the first to be des-
troyed by fire, perhaps the only one. 

Boats were of real interest as storms seemed to 

be frequent. We were the only collagers withoutan 

engine. The Davidsons and Stovels had boats sal. 
vaged from Lake Winnipeg. Luptons had a factory-
built boat, 'The Mohawk', which was quite smali 
and usually only carried two people. 

When one depends on a boat for access to a cabin 
all details about it are important. The first thing ｷｾ＠
the storage of the boat. The punt was usually left 
upside down on the shore. The oars were left at the 
garage at Rennie. So, as we came to the lake, we 

stopped at Danyluk's garage and tied the oars to 
the car fenders. On our way home to Winnipeg, we 

returned them. This was the routine for two years. 
Afterwards, they were left with the tourist camp 
operator 'Diss'. Later, when we had an outboard 

Neal Paddon sharpening axes. 



Mike, Sheila, Lisa Paddon on canoe trip. 

motor, it went home to Winnipeg in the car trunk 
each trip. 

Lot 5 is apeninsula with a northern shore, a 
southern shore and a smali cove on the easL AlI 
three shores are rocky and moored boats are 
likely to be damaged in any kind of storm. Barker 
had built two log cribs on the north side but float-
ing ice had partially wrecked these and one was Iy-
ing on its side. They were six feet high and only four 
feet square. On the south side was a partial dock 
and a poor set of steps leading from the water's edge 
to the level ground surrounding the cottage. We soon 
found out that the south shore was the safest and 
later built two cribs there. However poor logs were 
used and the ice soon wrecked them. The WM. 
PENN was anchored in McGillivray Creek behind 
the beaver dam. Once we tried driving in popI ar 
stakes as a place to moor the boat only to find the 
beavers chewed them off. Some birch logs proved 
more satisfactory and less palatable. 

When we landed the first time, we found a stair-
case wit h steps of smalI poles filled in with gravel. 
Later, I built steps of flagstones and in 1955, the 
present steps were made in my basement and taken 
to the lake in F. Horne's station wagon. 

The point was chiefly wooded with young poplars 
in front and good-sized ones at the back of the 101. 
There were only three spruce trees in fronL After 
1939, we transp1anted some 20 spruce, each about 
five feet high. They did well and some are now over 
30 feet in heighL A scythe with two b1ades controlled 
the grass. After 1953, the Hornes got a gasoline 
mower. 

Externally, the cottage is essentially the same to-
day as it was in 1937, except that a bathroom has 
been added. There were wooden steps at the front 
and back doors. These were nailed to the logs of 

the walls which in time caused decay. The ice-house 
is without the lean-tos which housed firewood and 
stored the sawdust from the ice-house. 

Firewood was scarce at first and usually wet. We 
even brought dry poles from the west shore. The 
front door opened on to a veranda about 7x24 feet. 
There was an old-fashioned sofa and a Toronto 
couch. There were two read easy chairs (one rock-
er) and two twisted fibre chairs with a matching ta-
ble. A toolbox bearing the initials 'D.C.' (Duncan 
Camero n) was usually on the veranda but was also 
stored in the living room for the winter. The veran-
da was screened including the door and there were 
shutters of IxS shiplap. Two French doors opened 
from the veranda into the living room which was 
approximately 14xl4 feet with a large stone fire-
place. This smoked regularly for the Shanks but l'm 
told that it works well since the kitchen stove was 
disconnected from the chimney. The Iiving room had 
two French windows, a door into each of the 
bedrooms and also a door into the kitchen. Tbere 
was a day (twin) bed in the northeast corner. This 
was prone to collapse, so two poles were added to 
give stability to tbe legs. Achesterfield fitted the 
space between the two bedroom doors and is still 
in use. Above it was a fine large British Ensign which 
the Barkers retained when they sold the cottage. 
Mrs. L. Hallman (sister of Mrs. G.L. Shanks) made 
a panel of printed material to take its place but this 
is no longer in use. Beside the fireplace is an old 
phonograph and some disc records. l made the mis-
take of repairing it and suffered a steady diet of 
"When the red, red robin comes bob, bob, bobbing 
along" for years. There was a set of brass fireplace 
tools, and shelves near the kitchen door. These were 
demolished about 1940 to make space for a bunk 
bed, which was torn out in 1954. The living room 
floor had two bear rugs, one white and one black. 
The white was shedding hair, so was discarded. The 
black one is there in pieces. After the purchase of 
the cottage by G.L. Shanks, a chest of drawers and 
a bookcase were added to the living room. There 
was also an easy chair. An organ was added by the 
Hornes (obtained from the Royal Alexandra Hotel). 
The bedrooms were about 12xl2' and had logs sup-
porting the bedsprings. They had little furniture and 
in 1940 a set of neater log bedsteads was made. 
Chests of dra wers and c10thes c10sets were added 
by Mrs . Horne. There was a medicine chest in the 
front bedroom. 

Each room had at least one coal-oillamp and the 
living room also had a pressure gasoline Coleman 
lamp. The Coleman soon gave trouble and needed 
a new generator. After 1953, a 6-volt electrical gener-
ator was installed, giving considerably better Iight 
and also emergency Iight late in the evening from 
the battery. 
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The kitchen like the veranda, was a log lean-to. 

The windows had screens and shutters . This proved 

to be col d most mornings sa one shuUer was 

replaced with a glazed sash. Crude shelves .covered 
one wall except for the space taken by the Ice-box. 
The cast-iron stove was in poor condition. The wood 

stove and kerosene ice-box we re replaced by pro-
pane units in 1953. There was not a sink ar coun-
ter sa a unit was made in the basement of 848 North 

Drive and taken to Caddy via ｴｲ｡ｩ･ｲＮ＠
We soon found that camping at Caddy without 

a power boat left much to be desired. We camped 
for a month in 1937 without an engine and never 
managed a trip to the tunnel ar the south island. 
In 1938, a Thor 4 H.P., 2 cylinder outboard was 

purchased. It served very well but, as the sea sled 
was gone, the punt (14 feet) gave poor service. Af-

ter twa years, the Thor was sold and a 5 H.P. John-
son twin purchased. This on the Wrn. Pen n gave 
good service ｵｮｴｩ＠ 1953 when the camp was sold to 

F. Horne for $1,600. 
After the purchase of the camp in 1939, a num-

ber of improvements were made. Undoubtedly, the 
untimely death of Mrs. Shanks in 1943 caused a stop 
of a11 but essential improvements, the main item be-

ing a new roof in 1950. When the platform at the 
back door rotted out, it was replaced with a con-
crete step. It was a lot of wark carrying the sand 
and cement. 

A ｴｲ｡ｩ･ｲ＠ bed, about 6xI2', with large tires was 
purchased second-hand for $25. It was repaired and 
taken to the home of Pen der Shanks near Rivers. 

He had won a 16x60' cedar boat in a raffle and had 
donated it to us. It had a 4-cylinder Star motor. This 
was removed on its arrival at 848 North Drive in 
Winnipeg and the hull was adapted to the new 5 

H.P. Johnson. In June 1939, the trailer finally took 
off for Caddy Lake, loaded with the boat, the new 
chest of dra wers (made in the basement of 848), a 
bookcase, a new spring and maUress, counter top 
of birch plank and a sink, a power drag saw, pump 

and pipe, 4O-gallon range ｢ｯｩ･ｲ＠ and second-hand 
lumber for adock. 

The trailer was retumed to Winrtipeg and sold for 
$25. 

Neighbors helped to unload the boat which was 
christened the "WM. PENN" in honor of the 

donar, William Pender Shanks. It remained in serv-
ice until after the sale of the cottage in 1953. When 
launched, it proved to be quite leaky because it had 
been in storage for over six years. To get it in and 
out of the water, a simple marine railway was built 
using a ｾｩｮ､ｬ｡ｳｳＬ＠ a 4-wheel dolly and a plank run: 
way. Thls apparatus was ｢ｵｩｴ＠ on a rocky outcrop 
on the northeast side of the point. Later, someone 
ｳｴｯｬｾ＠ twa of the 8-inch diameter wheels. Naw it has 

a mlsmatched set, however it is no longer in use . 
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Waler was carried in buckets for a long lime Th 
kitchen hand-operated pump was bolted to ｾ＠ b' e 
rock in front of the icehouse and a 40-gallon ra Ig 
b '1 . d d nge Ol er was ralse on a Slan made of four lags 

thal il was level with the kitchen roof. A pipe ｉＡｾ＠
from the bottom of the tank to the new sink and 
counler. The logs rotted In 1950. Using angle ira 
from bed ｲ｡ｩｳ＠ being lhrown out after the Ooad ｩｾ＠
Wlldwood, a metal sland on a concrele footing wa 

inslalled and is still in use. A vent hole was ｮ･｣･ｳｾ＠
ｳｾｲｹ＠ in the top of the 4O-gallon tank. When the pump 

ftlled the tank, a spray of waler went up like a foun-
tain . After 1953, the wom-out hand pump was 
replaced wilh a gear pump driven by a I-horse gasal-
ing engine. 

Of all the trailer load, lhe box-spring proved the 

hardesl to transport from the boat to lhe house and 
was lam in handling. The power drag-saw, made 

from scrap parts, oscillated a crosscut saw blade us-
ing a one H.P. gasoline engine. It worked well un-
ｬｩ＠ recently when the wood frame rotted. It willlikely 
be replaced with achain sawo 

There were not any really good places for swim-
ming, sa a tloat on three drums was ｢ｵｩｴ＠ near the 

big rock with lhe various initials. It was held in place 
by guy wires and pulled ashore each fali. 

For a smali lake, Caddy has an unusual variety 

of points of interest. The oldest perhaps was lhe Na-
tive Sons of Canada site, known to same as Green 
Bay and is the site of a tourist camp. Then there 

are the Gir! Guide buildings. There are long and 
short canoe trips - up the creek lO the falls at West 

Hawk Lake ar up the McGillivary Creek, past the 

beaver colony to the old highway. Tramping trips, 
both long and short, were ｡ｶ｡ｩ｡｢ｬ･Ｎ＠ Perhaps the 
most interesting walk is to the 1930-I 932 relief camp 

where single men on relief built an emergency land-
ing field. The field is mostly sand, ance covered wilh 

jack pine. At one time, there were twa complete 

Diesellighting units but during the war (about 1940) 
they were salvaged for use elsewhere. From the high-
way to McGillivary Lake is a pleasant trip. A visit 

lo Bear Lake is most interesting but sometimes the 
swamp is too wet to cross. For the most energetic, 

there is the canoe trip to Sailing Lake and the navi-

gation of the twa tunnels. Certainly Caddy Lake IS 

an interesting place. 



Also see: 

CADDY LAKE 
PADDON - BARKER 

LOT 5 ISOLATED 
1970 TO PRESENT 

Professor Lawson SHANKS 1939-1953 
Frank and Sybil HORNE 1953-1970 
Report on DIG 1970 (August) 

The above cottage was passed on to us from Mrs. 
Sybil Horne in 1970. The family then consisted of 
Michael and Barbara (Horne) Paddon, Neal, Julia 
and Lisa. Barbara unfortunate1y passed away in 
1974. Michael married Sheila Fleming in the falI of 

1975. 
The log cottage is the original structure with a few 

minor repairs which sometimes seemed quite major. 
No electricity or telephone makes for a nice, quiet, 
secluded atmosphere. We are trying to maintain the 
antiquity of our retreat. 

Many happy times have been enjoyed with fami-
ly and friends. 

Canoe trips have been taken up through South 
Cross to the top of North Cross for overnight camp-
ing where deer are seen at the water's edge and some-
times bear. Many hikes have been taken up the 
"Mountain" behind our cotlage to pick blueberries 
or just to explore. 

Good feelings come with hearing the calI of the 
loon as welI as watching the hummingbirds and 
other birds. Squirrels and chipmunks are interest-
ing to observe gathering hazelnuts, pinecones and 
mushrooms. The ducks come daily for their feed 
of bread or cornflakes. 

The annual slipping of some member of the fa-
ｭｩｹ＠ off the rocks and into the water has caused con-
siderable excitement. Julia, at age four, accidentally 
found she could fly into the water wit h her umbrel-
la, necessitating an unscheduled dip for her father. 

Neal practised surgical technique (amid many near 
faints) in removing a fishhook from his hand. 
Mother poured the antiseptic. 

Lisa, our fisherman, always could find the pick-
erel and the perch. 

Michael and Sheila found, to our consternation, 
that our boat could disappear at two o'clock in the 
morning on a moonlit night to be found later at the 
government pier. Lucky we had a canoe. 

On one occasion, we found that squirrels thought 
a winter in our cottage would be great. They had 
stuffed dried mushrooms, cones, etc. in toes of rub-
ber boots and most every receptacle they could find. 

Our annual exploration for Indian artifacts has 
yielded a few arrowheads. 

CADDY LAKE 
ISOLATED LOT 15 

TANGLEWOOD 
THE BARKWELLS 

Isolated Lot 15 on Caddy Lake has been known 
as Tanglewood since the smali three-room cabin was 
erected on it in 1946. Anyone who hikes through 
uncharted woodland will understand from whence 
the name came. Dead falI of ash, oak, birch, wil-
low, poplar, balsam, spruce and cedar accumulat-
ed over the decades to produce nothing less than 
tangle wood. 

The BackwelIs discovered Tanglewood by acci-
dent. We had our tickets in March 1961 for the fa-
mily admission to the Calgary Stampede in July. 
Betty suffered a back strain in April and it became 
apparent we wouldn't enjoy a camping trip to Cal-
gary that year. Leaving Betty in bed, Stuart bun-
dled five of our six children into the station wagon, 
with a list of "cottages for let" ads, headed for the 
Whiteshel1. 

After viewing a num ber of sites for rent or sale, 
he headed for Green Bay Cabins to borrow the key 
for one cottage - for inspection. 

Our children had never seen a hill of rock more 
than 15 feet high before, so we hadn't turned off 
44 very far along 312 before they started shouting, 
"Stop, Dad we want to climb that mountain". That 
was just the start. When we got the key from Her-
man Lerch, he told us the Palmers had left Lot 15 
the summer before for the east and were interested 
in selIing the cabin. By then, a lean-to kitchen had 
been added. Herman suggested we take a look at 
it and if we thought Betty would be interested in 
looking at it, we could rent it for the Victoria 
weekend, and, if we were interested in buying, it 
wouldn't cost us anything for the weekend rent. 

With the five children listening to that sales pitch, 
we knew we would have to have a good reason not 
to accept. "Buy it, Buy it" they shouted, and we did. 

When Betty visited Tanglewood on the long 
weekend in May 1961, there were six "salesmen", 
alI trying to emphasize what features of the lake, 
the 'mountains', the trees, and the lot interested 
them the most. And Betty wasn't the only one at-
tracted by the big stone fireplace, even though we 
noticed it seemed to be leaning on the cottage. 

The first night Betty and Stuart (my wife and I) 
lay on a lumpy mattress with a sagging spring, and 
discussed the possibility of financing a cottage that 
would cost us more than $3,000. It was then we dis-
covered water marks on each side of some of the 
ceiling rafters. The next morning, we found rust 
stains under metal chairs in the dining area, which 
confirmed that the roof did leak. The first rain 
didn't falI that year until July when we not 
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only realized that the roof leaked but that Ihe roof 

was a sieve. Herman supplied enough shmgles to 

permit the Barkwell boys to put on a ｾ･ｷ＠ rooL 
The first summer was one of endless ､ｬｳ｣ｾｶｾｮ･ｳＮ＠

Janet and her five brothers have now remllllsced 

about features and events of Caddy Lake for almost 
30 years but the most important one was the flrst 

- 1961. 
Herman had talked us into buying an 'old green 

boat' for only $25. 1t might need alittle caulkmg, 

he warned. He was right, but it took more lhan a 

little. 
We remember the long weekend in May because 

of the excitement of children who visualize the thrill 
of summer at a cotlage in the Whiteshell, compared 

with the alternative prospect of nine hot weeks in 
Winnipeg. They started making lists of features, ac-

tivities, privileges and even inventory of assets with-
in the cotlage and underneath; every last fish hook 

and teaspoon was counted. Betty used just one ar-
gument: "This could save my sanity in the sum-ywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA
mer," and it did. 

A canoe was bought in 1962 and the boys took 
swimming lessons, provided by the Red Cross at 
Green Bay and the government beach across the 
lake. The canoe was the incentive for taking the les-

sons because its use was regulated by the swimming 
badge earned. 

Flames in the fireplace we re the incentive for cut-
ting firewood . (Fortunately, the kitchen had a com-
bination electric and wood-burning stove.) 

Fishing and exploring the tunnels blasted out of 

shoreline rock between the Cross Lakes were the in-
centive for achieving competence in handling the ca-
noe and erecting tents and building safe campfires. 

The Girl Guide Camp around the corner was in-
centive for boys to explore Caddy Lake shorelines 
for more than blueberries. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIGFECBAvtsronmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONIFEAtsronmlihfecbaWTSONIFEA

As the years went by, a larger motorboat was pur-
chased. It provided incentives for Bronze Medallion 

(Red Cross Swimming Awards) and 'across the lake 
swims' as well as water-ski lessons. 

Overnight camping, fishing, photographing 
scenery and wildlife added to the pleasure of all the 
family . Janet became a c10se friend to Anna Lerch's 
children, Deseri and Tim, and a num ber of the boys 
had part-tlme Jobs at Green Bay Cabins. 

By the time I retired from G.E. we had decided 
we would be wintering in warrner climes and would 
sell the home in Winnipeg. Tanglewood was not in-
sulated for even the weather we would experience 
from April to October so another cotlage was found 

on West Hawk Lake in 1980 for the summer months 
of retlremenl. !anglewood was retained for use by 
most of Our chlldren, for vacations, weekends and 
for short pen ods on many occasions as a retreal. 

Gradually It became run down and we feared the 
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leaning fireplace would cause structural colIapse 

We found 1l would cost more to tear it dOwn tha ' 

the salvaged lumber .was worth and the most ｰｲ｡｣ｾ＠
ｴｬ｣ｾＬＱ＠ method of ｾ｡ｫｭｧ＠ way for a new Cottage Was 
to Raze by Flre . In Novembe.r 1985, aur carpenter 
Trevor Down, the volunteer flre chIef Pat MaSon 

and the park ｲ｡ｮｧｾｲ＠ supervIsed the burning of the 
old cottage. The flre bngade got practice and th 
fire engine got tested. e 

Early in 1986, Trevor started construction, after 
we had c1eared 16 large popI ar trees which would 

have severely endangered the safety of the new build. 

ing. We all gained invaluable experience in cottage 

design and construction and we are forever grate-

ful for the management Trevor provided in the 
building of "his" first cottage. We are glad we 

didn't rush it because there were other COntracts also 

in progress and we had time in the twa summers 

to assure ourselves that we were choosing the best 
designs, material and application. 

1988 saw its formaI initiation in two memarable 
events, Betty's family reunion and the wedding of 

our youngest son, Robert AJlen, and Nancy Mar. 

chell Geisbrechl. We are sure Tanglewood will host 

many more enjoyable occasions because it is naw 
designated "The Family Cottage". 

CADDY LAKE 

ISLAND NO. 1 

By Lieutenant-General Richard Stovel 

A reminiscent story about Caddy Lake: 

We lived in Winnipeg and spent aur summers at 
Whytewold Beach on Lake Winnipeg. This was in 

the late 1920s and early 1930s. The lake level was 
a1ways unpredictable and the high winds equally er-

ratic at the south end of Lake Winnipeg. My father 

Carl, and mother Pearl, wanted a more settled lake, 

a safer place for my brother, sister and myself. 
Mr. Gordon Hall who ran a hardware stare at 

Headingly, Manitoba, knew about Caddy Lake-
we do not know when or how. He was a friend of 

Mr. C. W. Davidson, who was president of North-

west Laundry and other cleaning establishments in 
Winnipeg. Mr. Davidson put his bid in for Lots 2 
and 3 on Island No. I, Caddy Lake (then calIed 
Cross Lake). Mr. Hall in the meantime, had ob-

tained Lot I on the north tip of the island. Each 
lot was about an acre in size. Unlike mainland 

property, the acreage is measured from the high-
water marko 

On the lake at that time 1932, there were aboul 
, F dlay 

three or four other cottages - a Mr. AJlan tn f 
the Milnes and the Steinmans at the north end o 
the lake. M'r. Stienman was brewmaster for Drewrys 

Brewing Company of Winnipeg. 
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May 1938 - let! to right - Art Tooley, Richard Stov-
el , (the author) Dan Tees, (nowadoctor in Winnipeg) 
and Bill Arnold (killed in World War 2 in the R.C.A.F.), 
all about 17 years ol age. Photographed by Richard 's 
dad, Carl , alter an eight hour - seven Ilat tires· drive 
lrom Winnipeg to Caddy Lake in their 1926-$40. lour· 
door Model 'T' car. The car had to be towed back to 
the city. 

Mr. Davidson took Lot 2 in the middle of the is-
land. He offered Lot 3 to his brother Bert who 
declined. My father, a dose friend of Mr. "Bud" 
Davidson, quickly grabbed Lot 3 on the south end 
of the island. 

My brother John was 13, I was II and my si ster 
Margaret was nine. 

Remember those were Depression years . A group 
of Finnish carpenters, headed by Mr. Eric Ericson, 
offered to build cottages on the island for free 
board, the charges for labour. That makes me recall 
my father's comment while our cottage was being 
built, "Boy, they certainly eat a lot" . 

And so, in 1932, the Hall cabin, a one-room and 
kitchen was built, as was the Davidson cottage later 
that fali and winter. No power, just axes and saws. 
The spruce trees, by direction of the Manitoba 
Government Department of Mines and Natural 
Resources, came from five miles away, floated 
across the lake and stripped of their bark on the is-
land. The Manitoba "Tax" was eight cents per log, 
not to exceed 40 feet in length or eight inches in di-
ameter. The Stovel cottage was built in 1933. Cost, 
excluding the "free" board: for Halls, $800.; David-
sons, $1,600; the Stovels' four-bedroom 40x40' cot-

tage, $1 ,500. But remember those were I 930s prices 
when milk cost nine cents a quart. 

Speaking of milk, there was no store on Caddy 
Lake. The method of getting milk, eggs and butter 
was to go to the main dock and wait for Mr. Nellis 
to come, (in his old truck) from West Hawk Lake. 
The Nellis family ran the only store at West Hawk 
Lake, on the Trans-Canada Highway, now 44. 
There was no road to Falcon Lake from Winnipeg 
at that time. The Nellis' truck was really old and 
unreliable. We would row or paddle over to the dock 
from the island, three-quarters of a mile, and wait 
and wait and wait, sometimes up to three hours . 
By then, the chances of getting fresh milk were slim. 

Mail came by Moore's Bus which we met on the 
highway two or three times a week. The then Trans-
Canada Highway was unpaved, made more of mud 
than gravel, a permanent 'washboard' from Lock-
port to Caddy Lake. Waiting for the late Moore's 
bus one day about 5, a car came around the curve, 
hit the gravel on the shoulder and rolled over, stop-
ping a few feet in front of our parked car. 

The car was on its si de and we were able to open 
the door on the drivers side. A man's head appeared 
covered with red. He ranted and raved about the 
inefficiency of the Department of Highways and 
how it did not maintain the Trans-Canada High-
way properly. We kept saying, "The lady in the 
other seat - you are standing on her! how is she?" 
His reply, "J ust fine" . He proceeded to dam the 
government. When we extracted the red soaked lady 
from the car, presumably the man's wife, she was 
distressed that she had lost her shoe. We took them 
both to the lake and did our best to dean them up. 
The red was not blood - the car was fi11ed with 
a load of strawberries. We never did find the lady's 

shoe. 
Newcomers to the lake were the Yates farnily. Mr. 

Yates was the head of the Manua! Training Depart-
ment at Kelvin High School, and a superb carpenter. 
With the hel p of his "summer students" including 
Ross McDiarmid, son of the Minister of Mines and 
Natura! Resources, their cottage was completed by 
1935, a real masterpiece. Subsequently pUIchased 
by Dr. Schu!tz, a professor at the University of 
Manitoba, it was nestled on the only sand beach on 
the southern end of Caddy Lake. 

l mention the Yates family because a young lady 
stayed with the Yates family each summer and pad-
dled two or three times a week to the main dock 
to await Mr. Nellis and his milk truck . My brother, 
more than two years older than l was, enjoyed the 
company of the Yates daughter Owen. Her girlfriend 
was Helen Goven. By now we had a lifeboat off 
Lake Winnipeg, a $20. purchase. We later found 
it to be of teak construction. We had also acquired 
a Johnson lO horsepower engine, again for $20. 
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Filty·six years alter meeting at Caddy Lake, Helen 
and Richard Stovel relax at 'The Point' on the north 
end ol the island. 

second-hand. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYUTSMLKJIHGFDCBlt had been Iying on the bottom of 
the Red River for twa years, it was reliable in every 
respect, but not speedy enough for my brother and 
myself. 

The ritual about going to Ingalf for the Satur-
day night dance was to get into aur lifeboat about 
2 p.m. and head for the main dock at Caddy Lake. 
There we would take out the needle valve sa no one 
could make off with aur engine. We would drive 
to West Hawk Lake in as many cars as needed to 
accommodate up to 18 teenagers. At West Hawk 
Lake, we would line up for space on a very pas h 
boat compared to ours for the trip across West 
Hawk to Long Pine Portage. Next came a % mile 
portage to Long Pine Lake. By naw, in the fali, it 
was dark. Three Peterborough outboard motor-
boats, each equipped with the reliable Johnson lOs, 
took us to Ingalf Inn. 

The dance in the old dance hall which subsequent-
Iy burned down (replaced by the Whistle Stop) start-
ed at 9 and ended at 3. As far as we can remember, ywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA
it was "dry" at least as far as our group was con

cerned. At 2 we reversed course and returned to Cad-
dy Lake by 5. Once when I dropped the needle valve 
in the lake on aur departure, with great confidence 
I reached under the water and retrieved it al most 
immediately. What luck! 

Back on this island, my mother would have a fuli 
breakfast ready, and sa to bed till noon. You must 
realize by naw there was no Highway 312 to Ingalf 
then . 

My date was Helen Goven, whom I married in 
1941 and who has stayed with me ever since, despite 
her 18-hour day of wark ing to maintain aur 
Caddy Lake complex. Our eldest san also met his 
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Adolph Zimmerman, Jackie Davidsan and Richard 
Stovel in Iront ol Stovels' fireplace. 

wife at Caddy Lake - she was only twa at the time. 
Referring back to Ingalf. A charming lady, Mrs. 

Knudson, the proprietor at Ingalf. lt was through 
Mrs . Knudson that we had aur 20 tons of ice put 
up each winter. Her men would come to Caddy, 
scrape the ice sa it would be tWeker , then come back 
a week ar sa later to cut the ice in 2OO-pound blocks, 
hau I it up 32 feet to aur ice house by horse team, 
pack it in sawdust and return to Ingalf. The price 
$20 for twenty tons. 

lt was ais o wit h the hel p of Mrs. Knudson (and 
her horses) that heavy items for aur cottage were 
sent by CPR to Ingalf, unloaded and loaded on to 
a sleigh and taken to the cottage in midwinter. One 
item was a second-hand refrigerator which held 400 
pounds of ice. We still have the old refrigerator, used 
as a storage cabinet in the original ice house build-
ing . Dad must have had one top price for everything 
because, ance again, the refrigerator cost $20. 

I mentioned that Mr. Allan Findlay had been one 
of the first cottagers on the then Cross Lake. His 
brother Jim, a graduate engineer, could be described 
as a bit of a hermit. His home throughout the winter 
was at the end of Sailing Lake at the falls. During 
the winter and the spring, he trapped and fished and 
generally lived off the land. We often stayed at hIS 
home, sleeping on the floor and listening attentive-
Iy to his stories of wildlife. I understand his house 
is still there . 

In the summer , Mr. Jim Findlay would accept 
work at Caddy Lake whether to build a dock or, 
as subsequentiy happened to build "John's Cabin", 
named after my brother. Once, I overheard my 
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father as king him to do some work. His reply, "l 

can't. l've already earned $660. this year". That was 
the income tax exemption at the time and there was 
no way he would take more. He was a very honoura-

ble and proud man but he disliked the government. 
He used to paddle up to his "homestead" at the 

end of Sailing Lake on numerous occasions during 

the summer . One fali, he found that, to control the 
level of the water, particularly in Caddy Lake, a dam 
had been installed along his route. It was very smali 

and insignificant, but large enough to annoy Jim. 

He bought some dynamite and blew it up. In court , 

he pleaded not guilty because a government agency 

had built a dam on "his" navigation stream. 
II was with Arthur Tooley of Winnipeg, a life-

time friend, in a canvas canoe that my brother and 

l went on a ISO-mile canoe trip. From Caddy Lake 

up through Sailing Lake, Little Whiteshell and Big 

Whiteshell, Crowduck, the Winnipeg River to 

Minaki, Kenora, Shoal Lake, High Lake, Fakon 
Lake, West Hawk Lake and home. lf it had not been 

for my adventurous brother, l knew l would have 

stayed at home. On the three-rnile portage between 

Shoal Lake and High Lake, we got lost and my 

mother's cooking and clean sheets came uppermost 

to my mind. l was an old fifteen at the time. 
At Caddy Lake from II years on, my mother 

would force or "encourage" me to pay an annual 

visit to "The Point" Lot No. I to pay my respects 

to the Luptons, father and mother of Leslie Hall , 

Mr. Gordon Hall's wife. Each time llooked around, 

l realized that some day this magnificent point with 

its spectacular view and privacy would have to be 

ours. No one else in our family seemed to care be-

cause there was plenty to handle on our lot at the 

south end of the island. 

With the passing of Mr. Lupton and Mrs. Hall, 

I offered the price that coincided with the insurance 
coverage. They accepted it so ｵｩ｣ｫｬｹ＠ that l have 

often wondered if l could have offered less. While 

the cottage was in terrible shape, l have never had 

any regrets and because of the work done by the 

late Dave Boutilier (Green Bay Cabins) we should 

really cali The Point after him. We will always 

be indebted to him for the renovations he made, 

despite his very busy program at Green Bay. 

Except for extended period s during Wor!d War 

II, Caddy Lake has been the annual meeting place 

for all the members of our family . Having moved 

32 times in 36 years of Royal Canadian Air Force 

duty, we could not have kept our sanity or our ties 

with our four children without Caddy Lake. To this 

day "the kids" (two over 40) still come every year, 

some to advise their father on what to do and what 

?ot to do. To Helen and me, this has brought great 

ＡｏｾＮ＠ We realize to own a cottage, open and close 
Jt 10 a three-month period, does not make sense to 

a lot of people. II would be much cheaper, much 
more practical to rent. Caddy Lake is much more 
meaningful than that. 

Do you socialize at the lake? I can answer this 
with a short story. A few years ago when I was in 
my oldest work clothes (my wife says I still have 

them) , I was unsuccessfully working on our pump 
by the shore. A boat came by, powered by a low 

horsepower engine - not noisy enough to hide ev-
ery word being spoken in the boat. One comment 

went like this: "There is som e Wing Commander 
lives on this island" . (Incidentally, I was an Air Vice-

Marshal or Major-General at the time.) He went on 

to say , "Nobody ever sees him; he's a snob." Ifthe 
definition of being a snob is for us to do nothing 

else but see our family and our close friends, so be iti 
This rambling epistle must come to an end. Many 

other thoughts will occur to me. For example, does 

anyone know that there was an emergency land ing 

field at Caddy Lake, north of the Milne cottage? 

Perhaps no one ever used it except me. I landed there 
in a Harvard Trainer during the war. As far as I 

am aware, no Trans-Canada Airlines OC 3s ever had 
to use this emergency strip. 

Today, the island at Caddy Lake is occupied by 
the Stovel family and by one of the original found-

er's granddaughters, Jacki Oavidson, who took over 

the cottage from her father. Caddy Lake has cast 
a haunting spell over her throughout her lifetime. 

My brother John, who passed away when he was 

48, following the affliction of a rare paralysis, wrote 

his thesis for Harvard University. It took him ten 

years and most of it was conceived and written in 

"John's Cabin" . In the prologue to this complex 

book, written about the balance of trade between 
Canada and the United States from the beginning 

to 1955, he, as an economist, wrote what would be 
the perfect toast and which would really describe 

our feelings about our 55 years on this beautiful 

lake. His special remark, which can be seen in ev-

ery library in the world simply states: 
To Caddy Lake - and to all those who have en-

joyed its pleasures. 

Addendum 
(The "Knob" is directly opposite the island on 

the northeast shore.) 
Mr. Ed. Lock and his wife, close friends of the 

Stovels and Oavidsons, folIowed suit at Caddy Lake 

in 1934 or 1935. They tried unsuccessfully to ob-

tain a lease on the "Knob" pro pert y as we cal led 

it. They were told no one would ever be on that shore 

which was reserved for a park. This caused them 
to take the sand beach and point across from the 

south end of the island, a beautiful point, bought 

in due course by the Lount family. In later years, 

the Gir! Guide Camp was given a lease on the 
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"K ob" and is stil! there today - without their tents 

as ｾ･ｹ＠ had for many years. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYUTSMLKJIHGFDCBlt is always.a ｰｬｾ｡ｳｵｲ･＠
to watch the Guides tak ing a test by ｳｗｬｭｾｭｧ＠ to 
the tip of our island and ｲ･ｴｵｲｮｩｾｧ＠ to theIf dock. 

As to the Davidson-Stovel relal10nshlp through-

out the years, it has really been a MYOB (mmd your 

own business) thing. Bud Davidson and Dad ｧｾｴ＠
along very ｷ･ｬ＠ on a handshake basis. Auntle 
Mac a World War I nurse was a hard worker and 
a ､ｩｲｾ｣ｴ＠ speaking lady. Not everybody's cup-of-tea, 

she was remarkably kind to me and I loved her. 
Their son ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCButsrponmlkjigedbaWVSROLIFEDCBlim, helped us many times to improve our 

side of the island. . 
If there was ever a problem, it involved the Davld-

son dogs - Trixie, Chubby, ludy, Tan, Keko, 

Sloughfoot, Ginger, Toby, and the last Keegan, ｡ｬ＠

wonderful, lovable dogs but, as we ｡ｬ＠ know, their 
calling cards were always left on our pro perty . ThlS 

was the only irritant between the Stovels and 

Davidsons. 
My brother and I were sawing wood ｭ｡ｮｵ｡ｬｹ＠

with a cross-cut saw. Jim Davidson, seven years my 
junior, put his hand into the saw and we al most cut 

it off. We were very upset but Auntie Mac bunehed 
his hand together and said it would be ｡ｬ＠ right 
tomorrow. I have never forgotten the scene. Had 
we had liability insurance then, as people have to-
day, who knows, Jim could be a wealthy mani 

P.S. Stovel's cottage was the fourth on the lake. 
Now there are between 140 and 150 cottages on 

Caddy Lake. 
Selecting and placing The Stones for the footpaths 

(still in progress from the family cottage to the 
point). 

Chopping out the 200-pound blocks of ice buried 
under the clean smelling sawdust in the ieehouse, 
and from there wheeled up in the barrow, washed 
and dumped imo the giant icebox in the kitchen. 

Sawing wood and gathering up logs and kindling 
for the fireplace and the kitchen stove. 

Cleaning the lamp chimneys and filling the coal-
oil lamps, being careful not to touch the f1imsy 
ｭ｡ｮｉ･ｳＮ＠

ｓｭ･ｬｩｮｧ＠ and tasting Grandma's 5-pointed star 
cookies fresh from the oven, and being banished 
from the kitchen whenever a cake was baking, for 
fear we would jar the oven and cause the cake to fali. 

Making ice cream in the hand-turned freezer with 
･｡ｾｨ＠ｰ･ｲｾｯｮ＠ taking a tum in order to be a part of 
thlS speclaI occasion. 

Doing the wash in the cookhouse with everyone 
takmg ｾ＠ tum manipulating the handle and hanging 
everY:hmg on the line with a prayer that there be ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
no ram. 

Pumping the water 930 strokes every evening from 
the lake to the ｉＱＰＰｧ｡ｬｯｮ＠ watertank outside the back 
door - a great muscle-building exercise, surpass-
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ing the need for steroids! 

Digging holes for the outdoor biffies - with a 
of Lysol always at hand. can 

Swimming out to the raft, anchored about 50 
yards from sho!e and f10ated on barrels and show_ 
mg off our vanous dlves - Jackknives, backfli 
and somersaults. PS, 

. Going on the hated ｢ｾｵ･｢･ｲｲｹ＠ expeditions armed 
wlth an assortment of palls and swathed in mosq 't 

netting -:- but happily ｣ｵｬｾｩｮ｡ｴｩｮｧ＠ in a delicious ｾｾｾ＠
sert of Ple, mufflOs or a dlsh of blueberries COver d 
with thick farm eream. e 

Enjoying ､ｾｾ｣ｩｮｧ＠ the sehottisehes on the Open ver-
anda or admmng Uncle Carl's tap dancing. 

. Lear?ing the fundamentaIs of bridge and play-
mg on IOtO the wee hours of the morning, a pleas-
ure stil I going on. 

Remembering the day John and I (at age 14) hoist-

ed the sail on the canoe and sailed 16 miles up the 

lake to Jim Findlay's cabin, stayed too long and had 
to paddle ｡ｬ＠ the way baek beeause the wind died. 
(Then we thought it was 16 miles long.) 

Sharing many unforgettable times wit h so many 

friends, many now passed away, more still to eon· 

tinue to enjoy the wonders of Caddy Lake. ywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYTSRPONLKIGFEDCBAywvutsronmlihgfecaYTSRPONLKIGFEDCBA

CADDY LAKE 

ISLAND NO. l 
PROSPECT LODGE 

By James A.W. Davidson 

aur family's original tri p down to Caddy Lake 
was taken with Mr. Gordon Hall, a very good friend 

of my father's, who had heard that the road, now 
Highway 44, had been pushed through to West 

Hawk Lake. Dad and Mr. ｈ｡ｬ＠ went down in Au-

gust of 1932 and walked in to the lake. They had 
a swim, liked the lake, and went to the Manitoba 
Departmem of Mines and Resources. The Federal 

government had just ｲ･｣･ｮｬｹ＠ given rights to crown 
land to the province. Island No. I had originally 

been surveyed into six lots. Dad and Mr. Hall 
offered to have three cabins up by the ｦ｡ｬ＠ of 1933 
if they would re-survey the island to three lot s in-
stead of six. The Hall and Davidson cabins were 

started al most immediately. 
The Davidson family's Northwest Laundry was 

located next to the CNR station and there were a 
tremendous num ber of people immigrating to the 

ki for west. Three young men came in one day 100 ng ed 
work. They were from Finland and my father ask 
them if they knew how to build log cabins. They 

said it was part of their upbringing. They were htr: 
and wit h their families were sent down to Cad Y 
about the end of ａｵｧｵｾｴ＠ 1932. They tented on the 
island and went across to the south shore and cut 
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1932, Prospect LOdge, the Davidsons. 

the logs for the Davidson and Hall cabins . 
These logs were then pulled by hand down to the 

water where they were roped together into a raf t. 

They had a 14-foot fiat bottom boat and a 5-horse 

engine and waited until the wind was in the right 
direction and took the logs over to the island where 
they were brought up and peeled. The two cabins 

were basically finished in late October. In early 
November Dad and Mr. ｈ｡ｬ＠ went back down to 

Caddy. They had to break ice to get to the island 

and take the three Finlanders and their families out. 

In 1933, the same families went back and continued 
to build the Stovel cabin and additions to the Halls 

and Davidsons. 
My association with Caddy Lake goes back to the 

late fali of 1932 when I was taken down as a four-

year-old. The Davidson cabin on the island had been 

reasonably well finished by that time but everyone 
camped in two large tents, just outside of what is 
now our cabin. The Stovels had been fortunate 

enough to bring all their materials for their cabin 

by winter sleigh road from Ingolf in 1932-1933 . The 
Davidson and Hall ｭ｡ｴ･ｲｩ｡ｳ＠ were brought in by 

hand and carried down from Highway 44 to the lake 
shore and brought across in the same 14-foot boat. 

There is still in my possession the origina1 bill from 
Brown and Rutherford Lumber for all the fir floor-

ing, roof shiplap, sash and door, and hardware, etc. 

It amounts to $1200.00. That would not build a de-

cent dock today. 
By 1935, the MacDonneIs, Locks, and the Yates 

came down along with Mr. Barker who built on the 

second point north of what is now the ｯｲｩｧｩｮ｡＠ Cad-

dy Lake Landing. Mr. Barker owned a piane and 

this was quite an exciting thing to young teenagers 

in 1933. 
The wives of about eight campers spent the sum-

mer down at Caddy completely isolated. The nearest 
telephone was a radio telephone at the West Hawk 
Lake Ranger Station. As far as groceries were con-
cerned, the storekeeper at West Hawk Lake, Mr. 

Nellis, used to bring his truck down every 

Tuesday and Thursday morning. You could pick up 
fresh milk, bread and chocolate bars, etc. from the 

truck. On Tuesday, Mr. Nellis would take special 
orders for anything they needed for the following 
Thursday. Other than that, the rest of the grocer-
ies, to keep the camps running, were brought in by 
the husbands who arrived on Saturday, about noon 
hour. Saturday at noon hour was Message Time 
when everyone found out when and who weekend 
guests would be. 

When the war started, there was gas rationing, 

and Mr. Nellis could not make his twice weekly 
grocery trips. As I was the oldest boy, I pedalled my 
bike to West Hawk Lake with a carrier on the front 

and back. I would load up wit h milk and bread for 
as many people as I could and would ｰ･､｡＠ back 

downhill to Caddy Lake. This was kept up until the 
end of the war. 

Any account of my early days at Caddy Lake 
would not be complete without a note about Jim 
Findlay. Jim was the brother of Allan Findlay, one 

of the first cabin builders on the lake, and one of 

the engineers who put Highway 44 through in 
1932-1933. Jim was a World War One Veteran and 
had filed two homesteads, Mallard Lake Falls and 
what is now known as the "High Portage". Jim be-

came quite a thorn in the sides of the Parks Depart-
ment. When a water control dam was built at the 

Sailing Lake Falls, Jim removed it. He was charged 

but won the case because the government had failed 
to get a per mit to block a navigable stream. 

My father would go down to Caddy Lake about 

Jim Davidson 



Putting up ice tor summer retrigeration. 

the last weekend of October with basic groceries. 
Jim would meet us there wit h two canoes, load up 
the groceries and head off up Caddy Lake on a Su n-
day afternoon. We would head back to Winnipeg 
having turned the boat over for the winter. Dad 
would always say to Jim, "Well, we'lI see you on 
the first Saturday in spring after ice-out." Sure 
enough when we would arrive back at Caddy Lake 
the following spring, on the first Saturday after ice-
out, Jim Finlay without fai! would be sitting on his 
overturned canoe waiting for us. Jim came out once 
during the winter from his winter home at Mallard 
Lake. He caught the CNR local at the second tun-
nel to go to town for supplies and return . 

Jim took many of us on canoe trips in the 1930s. 
Our mothers wouldn't think twice about us being 
gone for a week or more at a time . 

Jim could always tell when dinner was ready at 
Caddy Lake. Every Saturday night and every Sun-
day noon, he would tum up at either Stovels or 
Davidsons for a mea!. This was not begrudged by 
either fami!y as he did so many things for all of us. 
During the war with all the other boys in the serv-
ices, if we hadn't had somebody like Jim Findlay 
around, I don't know what we would have done . 
Jim could fix anything. 

By J acki Davidson 

The island on Caddy Lake has been a big part 
of ｾｹ＠ life since I was bom. There are only two fa-
rrulies now that the Stovels bought the old Hall/Lup-
ton cottage at the point. I took over Our cabin in 
1976 from my grandmother, Mac Davidson. Since 
then I have managed to spend at least six months 
a year at ｴｨｾ＠ lake, first working at the Weigh Scales 
at the Mannoba/Ontario border; and unti! recent-
ly at the Faleon Beach Riding Stables. 

So many things have changed on the island over 
the years. We now park and boat over from the 
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Grandmother Mac Davidson and Jacki. ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywutsronmlkihedcbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedcbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedbaQMJBMy first 
summer at the lake "Oh my gad! the upkeep ot this 
place." 

Lounts (years ago we parked at the Caddy Lake 
government dock) - Block 6. Come to think of it 
our boats haven't changed much since the 1930s: 

Whi!e I was growing up we had a smali genera-
tor for electricity and cold running water. We still 
have lots of kerosene lamps and candle holders for 
when the power goes out. [ remember my mother, 
Bette Hastings, fussing over the propane refrigera-
tors and combine wood/ propane stoves. Now we 
have as many conveniences as the city; indoor 
plum bing, hot water, appliances, telephone and tel-
evision. The cabin itself stiJl had as much charm and 
history as when my grandfather had it built. I've 
had to do some structural repairs to keep it sound, 
but I've tried not to change the character ofthe log 
structure during the renovations. 

My experiences growing up on the island have be-
come an integral part of my memories. With six 
Lount chi!dren, four Stovels, and my sister Trish 
and I; we were never without a gang to hang around 
with. Everyone still comes down for hoIidays in the 
summer from wherever they may be living. There 
are still six hour suppers around the Stovel's big din-
ing room table, just like our parents and grandpar-
en ts had. Now however, we dance to the stereo 
instead of the old Victrola. Ali the cabins on the 
island are fuli of memorabilia and we have at least 

one annual hat and costume party. 
There were always plenty of dogs on the island 

too. The Stovels had wire-haired terriers, and we 
raised Chesapeake Bay Retrievers. One of my first 
memories is my dad training our dog Judy to fide 

around the lake on a surfboard . . I 
I hope that future generations on the lsland fee 

the same bond that I have with the lake. Watchmg 
the sun set hearing the loons calI, feeding the ducks, 
I suppose lt's the same as my grandfather felt when 

he decided to build his family a cabin here. 
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Faleon Lake zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

FALCON LAKE 
A Poem By Steven B. Bewsky 

Just a few minutes l 'd like to take, 
And give you an interview with Falcon Lake. 

Surrounded by forest and Game Preserve, 

A tourist resort as it may serve. 

An undeveloped area, so sublime, 
Designed for sports and great pastime. 

Sparse tiny islands from end to end, 
Sun bathed water and skies do blend. 

Boats can be heard, don ' t stop to listen, 
Ripples in the sun like diamonds glisten. 

Clean as a whistIe, elear as a bell, 
Good fishing waters, that we can tell. 

To continue this poem a littIe more, 
We'll leave the water and go to shore. 

Keep well in touch with this place, be wise, 
'Cause in another year you won't recognize. 

A lake, unknown two years ago, 
We can't complain, is progress slow? 

Imagine, two years of labour and this place 
Developed and equipt like SI. Boniface. 

Workmen improving it every hour, 
They even supplied it with hydro power. 

Two years ago not even a visitor by horse, 
Now they've got a beautiful golf course. 

Two years, no longer, it will take, 
To auract people from Clear Lake. 

Saying this phrase may make me nervous, 
But thanks to our Government and Forest Service. 

FALCON BEACH TOWNSITE 

The creation of Falcon Beach townsite in the 
mid-1950s was to provide the Whiteshell with a com-
mercial, service and recreational center. By 1954, 
suitable plans had been submitted and surveys had 
been conducted for the proposed townsite on the 
west end of Fa1con Lake. The beach was improved, 
a number of roadways were eleared, and contracts 
were let for the installation of water and sewer oper-
ations. Streets were graded and eventually hard-
surfaced, sidewalks, curbs and guUers were built. 
Cottage subdivisions were laid out and extensive 
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landscaping was done . Dining and Sleeping facili-
ties for the park staff were set up as were a camp-
ground, trailer park and pienie area. A shopping 
center provided the visitor with everything from 
drugs to a beauty salon to hardware and lumber. 
Many sport s and game attractions were made avail-
able within a few years. An RCMP detachment was 
engaged to patrol the area and the services of a med-
ical doctor were provided during the summer 
months . By 1960, the Whiteshell visitor could find 
within the forest reserve many of the services he en-
joyed at home. 

Falcon Beach townsite was eventually established 
as the "game center" of the Whiteshell. In the spring 

of 1956, the construction of an 18-hole golf course 
within the townsite got underway. By 1958, the golf 
course was in operation, and within a year, a club-
house had been erected, soon to inelude a beverage ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
room. 

Construction of agames area in the townsite be-
gan in 1959 as asphalt was laid for six double ten-
nis courts . In 1963 a lawn bowling green and a 
miniature golf course were added. The first riding 
stable concession was granted on a trial basi s in 

1962 in the Falcon Beach area. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt was patronized 
to capacity during the summer and the following 
year a second riding stable was in operation. In the 
seventies, tennis courts were built in other resort 
areas : West Hawk, Toniata Beach, Brereton, Nu-

timik and Big Whiteshell . 

The following information was gathered from a 
conversation with J. Barnard and A. Zimmerman. 

Before Mo-Ka-Hon Beach was part of the present 

day townsite, this land was part of a Hudson's Bay 
Company ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCButsrponmlkjigedbaWVSROLIFEDCBV. section (Hudson's Bay land was land 
granted to the company by the King of England, 
when England took over what is now Canada.) 

Mr. E.J. Thomas bought some of this land years 
ago and started a tourist camp and cut timber for 
lumber, some of which was taken by team and slelgh 
over the ice in the winter to be used at and around 
Toniata. Some of the Balsam siding was cut here 
and used on many coUages around Toniata. 



leili. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
Illp. 
oing 
rOm 
ber. 
lai!. 

was 
led· 

mer 
find 

'en· 

,hed 

ring 

Itse 
golf 
lub-
'age 

be· 
:en· 

da 
ling ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
;in 

zed 
ing 
the 
IOrt 

ｾｵﾷ＠

na 
ano 

ent 

\ay 

IlId 
Id, 

.) 

ｾ ｳ＠

'or 

gb wvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWSPLFCAuonldaFCdaC

Ire 

When the first Trans-Canada Highway was built 
Mr. Thomas started a concession at Toniata in part-
nership with Mr. and Mrs. Steadsman. Some of the 
cabins were skidded from Mo-Ka-Han across the 
ice to Toniata by Mr. Steadsman with a team of 

horses. 
When Mr. Iwacha came into the picture, which 

isn't quite elear, Mr. Thomas eventually sold out 
his interest at Mo-Ka-Han and Mr. Iwacha carried 
on tiU sometime in the early 1950s when the govern-
ment bought him out and he and his wife moved 

to St. Vital . 
The following information was gleaned from the 

pioneer history of Glenn, East Brajntree and 
McMunn book - Edwin Forest Davis, who resid-
ed at Mile 83 on the greater Winnipeg Water Dis-
trict (GWWD) rajlway and worked at Indian Bay, 
helped in making the first trajl from East Braintree 
to Faleon Lake. It was known as the " Nault Road". 
Mr. Nault had one of the first cabins at Mo-Ka-Han 
beach, this was years before the development of the 
townsite. 

FALCON LAKE RESORT: 

FROM BUSH TO BOOM 

By Johnny Esaw 
July 16, 1960 

FALCON LAKE. Now you're a ranger! Not a 
New York, Texas or Winnipeg Ranger, but a 
Manitoba Ranger in the service of the Mines and 
Natural Resources department. 

Your name is Don McKinnon, you are 36, and 
while most rangers went west, you were sent east 
to cut a dream park out of virgin land and water. 
The dream had been toyed around with by provin-
ciallegislators for years; now it's 1955 and time to 
swing into action. 

The design is elear in the mind of the consulting 
engineer, the late Jim Smart who blueprinted Clear 
Lake, but now it's up to you, Chief Ranger Don 
McKinnon, to transform the lines, figures, dots and 
dashes from paper into sandy beach, wide-paved 
streets, a business area, a nifty golf course, paved 
tennis courts, and a vast camping area to cope with 
the fast swinging trend to the tent and trailer. 

It was a hot tri p to Falcon that summer of '55. 
You left the cooler elimes of Flin Flon and you ar-
rived to find water on one side, trees on the other 
and only survey pegs to go by. Wbile this would dis-
may most people it doesn't bother you, even though 
the job looms large. The vision is there and you 
come by it honestly, from your dad, the park warden 
at Riding Mountain from 1932 to 1959. But it is 
a long way from Grandview, especially if you have 
to carve your way through the heavy poplar, birch , 
spruce and pine that tower above. 

* * * •  

THERE'S A SENSE of urgency about the task 
for the new highway is on the move, people are buy-
ing boats, motors, tents, trailers and lining up for 
the lots that are being made available. The bighways 
are getting crowded and Manitobans are finding, 
after travelling to resorts around the country and 
on both sides of the line, that after all what they've 
been searching for is right here at their own back 
door, the Whiteshell Forest Preserve, 1,100 square 
miles of land, lakes and beauty, centering on Fal-
eon Lake. 

The bulldozers start scraping and timber toppling; 
beaches are eleared, sand hauled, townsite buildings 
and cottages are going up by the hundreds. Radio 
contact to all the other Rangers keeps the network 
together and the vi sio n becomes real. 

The people keep coming in ever increasing num-
bers . The campers are changing too. Whereas the 
big limousines with high powered boats and motors 
in tow would pull up and look for the most expen-
sive accommodation, now they want to know where 
they can pilch a tent, and ask in a southern drawl. 

* * * * 

THE CARD on your office door says Hours 8 
to 5, but you know that this is just a formality. !t's 
a 24 hour day for three months of the year, and that 
on quick calculation is almost a normal year's work, 
isn't it? 

But there you are to care for, guard, direct, pro-
tect, and yes, even play chauffeur to an expectant 
mother and a father too nervous to drive. 

It's all in a day's work, that ranges from super-
vising the building of roads, fighting fires, teach-
ing water safety, rescuing lost berry pickers and 
tracking down bears that become alittle mischie-
vous at times . 

Tourists are a quizzical lot. They want to know 
where the deepest part of the lake is, where the fish 
are biting, how to plant a tree and what kind to 
plant. !t's all part of the game and you feel good 
because, yesterday, along comes this canoeist from 
Kansas City, who has toured the Western States and 
much of Canada and says "This is the most beau-

tiful area I've seen." 
YOU FEEL GOOD because you think back over 

the past five years when you started carving the golf 
course out of solid bush and timber. Y ou elear the 
sawmill and make fairway number 14, part of the 

6,800 yard lay-out that has bowed to par 72 only 
twice, once to slender Harry Critchley and once to 
little Glen Harvey. And pro Al Gledhill , tallying in 
bis plush new pro shop, tells you that last year's total 
of 12,000 will be beaten by 50 per cent this year. 
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"Eighteen thousand is our objective," says Big Al 
and soon we'll beat the boys at Clear Lake course." 

lI's an unofficial contest, of course, because 
they've got federal money while you, with the help 
of conservation officer Doug Drysdale who had 
greens-keeping experience at Niakwa, St. Boniface 
and Pine Falls, plus mechanic Lyle Moffat, a WhlZZ 
with a welding torch, and the architectural hel p of 
Norman Woods, are building a tournament lay-out 

at about $10,000 per fairway. 
Fifty per cent is a popular figure around your 

office. Every increase is by about that much. The 
population at Falcon Lake increased by 50 per cent 
the second year over the first, and here it is, three 
days from July 19, the official second anniversary, 
and you can tell the folks at head office you'll set 
another record this year. Y ou only have 15 
families to keep you company here as year-round 
residents, but by now half a million people will have 
been here. Your best day topped 20 thousand peo-
ple and you are glad to see that more and more of 
these people are right from our home province. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBA

•  * • •  ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

EVERYTHING is here. You even added those 
hotplate kitchenettes. There aren't many in the 
whole of Canada, but you've got them right here. 
And how about those 3300 camping permits issued 
last year, including 2800 tents and nearly 500 trail-
ers! You wonder if the rest of the province knows 
these people move in for as liltle as 50 cents a day. 

You feel a litUe bit lucky that onI y one person 
has drowned at Falcon. Maybe it is as much luck 
as good management, but it doesn't hurt to keep 
repeating to the public your very strong views on 
water safety. Why only three or four years ago, a 
guy with a IO-horse motor was a big wheel, but now 
size and speed and water skiing is the thing. 

y ou know that the RCMP marin e division is 
going to have to get more boats to take care of only 
25 per cent of the boaters. These 25 per cent are 
show-offs and you wish they'd stay away from the 
swimming buoys. Unfortunately the 75 per cent who 
are experienced on the water don't realize how lit-
Ue the remaining 25 per cent actually know about 
water safety. The regulations and enforcement of 
such may be aggravating to many, but the Canada 
Shipping Act is going to need enforcing even more 
stringenUy for the safety of all. 

FALCON SPREADS WELCOME MAT 

Official Opening Saturday 
July 22, 1958 

Saturday, July 19, is "O" Day at Manitoban's 
smart new summer playground at Falcon Beach as 
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Premier Duff ｒｯ｢ｬｩｾ＠ officially opens the 400-acre 
resort and the flrst mne holes of the golf COurse are 
opened for general play. 

In the presence of invited guests from tourist and 
golfing associations, the premier will raise a Union 
Jack on a new flag standard near the waterfront. 
The ceremony takes place at 1:30 p.m. daylight time 
on a grassed traffic island at the junction of Fal-
eon and Lake boulevards. 

The ultra-modern resort, designed to serve as a 
major drawing card for the entire Whiteshell, will 
be as well the Manitoba terminal of the famed Mis-
sissippi Parkway. For that reason, Parkway offi-
ci aIs from the U.S. are among the invited guests for 
the occasion . 

Minister of mines and natural resources, Hon. 
Gurney Evans, will tum the sod for the new golf 
clubhouse at 3 p.m. And to the president of the 
Manitoba Golf Association, J .A. Swanson, will go 
the honor of driving the first bali off No. I tee, offi-
cially open ing the course . After the ceremony, the 
course will be thrown open for general play. 

While the first nine holes only will be played at 
the outset, 16 holes have been completed and all 18 
will be in use by late summer. The "19th hole" -
the clubhouse - is expected to be completed by next 
June. 

For the invited guests there will be a government-
sponsored luncheon at FaJeon Motel, a forma! tour 
of the resort, and a round of golf on the new course. 

The beach itself has been in the development stage 
for four years, ever since the routing of the Trans-
Canada highway past Faleon Lake created the need 
and offered the opportunity for an ultra-modern 
type of resort similar to those in the major nation-
al parks. 

Under the province's forestry branch, headed by 
J.G. Somers, the big project got under way. 
Assisting as consuItant was the late Jim Smart fol-
lowing his retirement as federal director of nation-
al parks. Mr. Smart had been mainly responsible 
for development of Wasagaming in Riding Moun-
tain NationaJ Park and a num ber of eastern national 
resorts. 

The Falcon Beach resort has been designed to ac-
commodate 20,000 visitors daily. Present facilities 
have served 10,000 daily, and future expansion will 
provide for the rest by 1960. The resort will serve 
all kinds and types of recreational needs for the peo-
ple of Manitoba and visitors. 

A long beach, pienie areas, tent and trailer parks, 
moteIs and cottages, paved streets and sidewa!ks and 
a complete water and sewer system serve the area. 

Bathing pavilions, beach concessions, kitchenettes 

and a modern shopping centre, aJI in keeping WIt h 
the motif of the resort have been included. Future 
development will include an outdoor amphitheatre, 



bali park, tennis courts and roller skating arena. 
And in the lake itself, a further removal program 

is being carried out to reduce the number of non-
game species and to provide more living space for 

sport fish. 

THE INSIDE STORY OF THE 
FALCON LAKE AMBULANCE 

From the Whiteshell Echo, Spring 1987 

The ambulance service located at Falcon Lake is 
unique in the province of Manitoba for many little 
known reasons. Firstly, this ambulance ser vice is 
owned and operated by the Department of NaturaI 
Resources and was initiated due to the high incidents 
of accidents and ilInesses that occurred in the 
southern portion of Whiteshell Provincial Park. 
From a slightly modified van staffed by volunteer 
park employees, the service grew and improved over 
a very short time period to reach the high level of 
emergency care currently in place. 

Ambulance personnel, whether volunteer or em-
ployees, are responsible for all the emergency care 
of a patient from the time they first arrive unti! the 
patient is delivered to the hospital. No longer is the 
"scoop and run" action acceptable to patient care. 
Attendants are expected to appraise the ex tent of 
injury with a high degree of accuracy, and safely 
move the patient, minimizing morbidity and mor-
tality. Responsibilities include proper immobiliza-
tion techniques; extrication from motor vehicles; 
sign and symptom assessment; safe and efficient ve-
hicie operation; communication between the emer-
gency, RCMP, dispatchers and hospitals; patient 
care on route; and the accurate recording of events 
on reports for records to medical and other authori-
ties. The ambulance service is now considered to be 
an extension of the emergency department, being 
as important in the field as physicians are in the 
emergency department. 

First Aid and C.P.R. 
Since the ongoing delivery of emergency services 

is such an important one, the ambulance attendants 
must be highly trained to meet the constantly chang-
ing standards of competence and efficiency. A com-
bination of constant on-going training and job relat-
ed experience are required to upgrade previously 
learned basic skills. These skilIs are taught in certi-
fied first aid and cardiopulmonary resuscitation 
(C.P.R.) courses. These two courses involve approx-
imately 30 hours of theoretical and practical work, 
with an evaluation based on a practical and writ-
ten exam. The current push by the province of 
Manitoba is to certify ambulance attendants as first 
responders, a course above and beyond first aid that 
requires over 100 hours of theoretical and practi-

cal work ｾｮ､＠ two working shifts in a hospital and 
hlghly actlve ambulance service. 

Summer Ambulance Service 

A unique function of the Falcon Lake Ambulance 
Service becomes readily apparent in the summer 
months. In July and August, two doctors are based 
in their office at the Falcon Shopping Centre. In 
addition to their regular working hours, one doc-
tor is on cali 24 hours a day for ambulance Calls and 
attends all responses by the ambulance service. This 
a1lows us to attain a paramedic type of response in 
a rural community setting. 

Another unique feature is the winter and summer 
search and rescue response within Whiteshell Provin-
cial Park itself. Should a snowmobiler be injured 
on the traiI, a back-packer be lost in the wilderness 
zone, or most any other outdoor related injury oc-
cur, the Falcon Lake Ambulance staff will often 
respond by helicopter or snowmobile with the dis-
trict's staff ranger. A limited amount of equipment 
and specialized training is available for su ch 
purposes. 

Territory covered by the Falcon Ambulance in-
cludes Falcon Lake, West Hawk Lake, Caddy Lake, 
East Braintree and Prawda. The ambulance is con-
tacted by phoning 349-2323, or, if the ambulance 
is on the road, contact Zenith 50,000 (Falcon Lake 
RCMP) and they will contact the ambulance by 
radio. 

Increasing Costs 
As health care costs increase, so does the cost of 

pre-hospital emergency care. An ambulance trip to 
the nearest hospital (Lake of the Woods District 
Hospital) from Falcon Lake, will cost approxirnately 
$130.00, and a trip from Falcon Lake to Winnipeg 
is now in the neighborhood of $240.00, depending 
on where the patient is picked up. These prices com-
pare in scale to most rural ambulance services in the 
province of Manitoba and reflect the high cost of 
vehicle maintenance, medical supplies and equip-
ment. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGDCBAIt is highly recommended that every individual 
subscribe to som e type of insurance plan that will 
pay for ambulance coverage and costs incurred 
above and beyond standard Manitoba Health cover-
age. This protection of a few dollars a month not 
only eases the pain of a high ambulance bill, but 
in a lot of instances, mayaIso discourage a patient 
from getting to the hospital themself. This type of 
action often aggravates the illness or injury, whereas 
the ambulance and crew are set up to stabilize the 
patient throughout the entire trip. 

It should also be noted that some ambulance calls 
can be from two to three hours long, depending on 
where the patient is picked up! Once loaded, trans-
portation from Falcon Lake to Lake of the Woods 
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Hospital is approximately 45 minutes (therefore 
early detection of a problem is imperative!) 

There are few jobs that are as frustrating, physi

cally and emotionally draining, and even at times 
as terrifying as providing emergency care . zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSONMLJIFEDCBA]t takes 

all the inner resources one has to deal with in a seri

ous motor vehicle accident at 3 o'clock in the morn
ing after you've been awakened from a solid sleep. 

On the other hand, few jobs offer such rewards 
as watching a man play golf a few weeks after hav

ing a serious stroke, hearing of a boy walk ing from 

the hospital free from the effects of a suspected 
spinal injury, and participating in the delivery of 

a child. 
Step hen Mackay 

Supervisor 

Falcon Lake Ambulance ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

BIG BUFFALO RESORT - A BRIEF HISTORY 

By Frank Hanel 

The Big Buffalo Resort, in the townsite of Fal

con Lake, was built by Selwyn "Smitty" Smith in 
1958. Ten cottages were built in that year and six 
more several years later. Smitty operated the mari
na which was located at the east end of the main 

beach. Many users were American guests who 
delighted in having Mamie smoke their fish. Mamie 

was from Kenora and was a housekeeper at the Big 
Buffalo. 

1958 was about the time that most of the com

mercial development took place at Falcon Lake. 
Laurie Hamin was renting a site at West Hawk Lake 

and noticed there was a drug store going in. He suc
cessfully tendered for it and also ran the ten ni s 

courts. One of the drugstore clerks went to the courts 
every hour or so to collect fees. At the time, Parks 
never had the manpower to look after the courts. 

In the next year or so, Pat Marks opened the Fal
con's Nest Restaurant, and the beauty shop and li
quor store were all established in the same building 

as Laurie's drugstore. After the completion of that 
building, a ShopEasy and laundromat were con
structed adjacent to it. 

The doctor's office is next the beauty shop now, 
but Dr. J ake Dyck opened the first practice in the 
area in the kitchen of the curling rink . 

Laurie, Mert Firth, who subsequently bought the 
Falcon's Nest Restaurant, and Jerorne Van Welle
ghan, who had the area milk franchise, along with 
about seven others, formed the Faleon Lake 
Businessman's Association in 1959. When the toll 
gate at the entrance to Faleon Lake went into ef-
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Big Buffalo Motel 

fect that year, they were concerned that people 
would be deterred from entering for prescriptions, 
groceries, and so on. Members of the association 

met with the provincial minister and were success

ful in having two-hour passes instituted, a practice 

that remains in effect today. 
By the early 1960s, Mike Manchulenko had built 

the EI'Nor Hotel and Martin Bucek had put up the 
Falcon Motel on the highway. 

Smitty operated the Big Buffalo until1966 when 

it was purchased by Alfredo and Marie Gusberti. 

Alfredo remembers the resort as being qui et and 
peaceful and attracting many families. The Gusber· 
ti 's had five or six children who helped out; two six
and seven- old children were bed-making experts 

who later worked at the Middlechurch Home. The 
nurses claimed they had never seen anyone make 
beds so well! It was about this time that a Winni· 

peg man claimed to have been burned by a flying 
saucer just outside Faleon Lake. This produced eon· 

siderable excitement and publicity for years later. 
The Gusberti's sold out in 1974 to George 

Popowi ch who sold to John Gunter in 1976. John 

remem bers the night lightning blazed a hole through 
the roof, down the wall, and out through the floor. 
The holidayers in the cottage were frightened out 
of their wits but were otherwise unhurt. Those folks 
returned in future years but chose to stay in other 

cottages . 
Frank and Donna Hanel purchased the Big Buffa

lo in 1986 from John Gunter and lived on-site all 
year with Donna's mom, Anona McKenzie. Over 
the years, the Big Buffalo has undergone contmual 

upgrading, such as the replacement of ーｲｯｰ｡ｮｾ＠ ':"lth 
electric appliances and the addition of air condltwn
ing. But, as in those early days, the summers con
tinue to see cottages fuli with moms and dads and 
kids enjoying the peace, beauty, and tranqUllty of 

Falcon Lake. 



FALCON LAKE PHARMACY 

MARKS 30 YEARS OF SERVJCE zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

Perhaps one of the busiest places during the sum

mer months in the Falcon Lake area is the Fa1con 
Drug Store operated by Laurie Hamin. For the past 

30 years Laurie has offered a great variety of serv

ices to cottagers and tourists alike. 
His store is a hub of activity from the May long 

weekend unti! the September long weekend. 
Whatever you may need, be it a souvenir of the area, 

sun tan lotion for the beach, medical supplies for 

bumps and bruises, prescription service for more 

serious ai!ments, games or books for rainy days or 
a variety of candies and snacks, Laurie has iti 

In 1958 Laurie and his wife Terrie obtained a lot 
at Star Lake with the intention of building a fami

ly cottage. He happened to notice some construc

tion taking place in the Falcon Lake townsite and, 

upon inquiry, discovered that space was available 
for a drug store. He was the successful bidder and 
opened his drug store in May 1958. During the first 

six years, Mr. Hamin operated the drug store at Fal
con in the summer , and worked for Red River Co

op as a pharmacist during the winter. 

Since then he has kept up the hectic 12 hour - 7 
day per week pace during the summer and has spent 
his winters as a relief pharmacist at drug stores 
throughout the province. Laurie says this has given 

him the opportunity to enjoy the won der ful holi

day area of the Whiteshell in the summer and also 
to travel the length and breadth of the province dur

ing the off-season. 
During the past 30 years the Falcon Drug Store 

has been the home of the post office (from 1959 to 
1967) and since 1970 has been the Liquor Control 

Agency for the Falcon area . 

Falcon Lake has had the services of medical doc
tors during July and August since 1958. Working 
in cooperation with the doctors, Mr. Hamin has 
filled literally thousands of prescriptions. During the 

first year he filled 75 prescriptions; this year he filled 

over 750. Most prescriptions are for standard sum
mer ailments - sore throats, ear aches and infect
ed eyes. 

The Falcon Drug Store, has been a family ven
ture, and Hamin's wife Terrie and their children 

have all worked in the store over the years. Laurie 

and Terrie have four children - Tracey, a 
chiropracter; IGm, a National Theatre School gradu

ate, now at the Banff School of Fine Arts; Ken, a 

dentist; and TOdd,a recent graduate of the Univer

sity of Manitoba, who is currently working at the 
store. 

The Falcon Lake Drug Store has provided sum

mer employment for countless students. Kareen 

McConnell, a current employee, is a second year 

University of Manitoba student. She enjoys her sum
mer job, and meets many interesting people whi!e 
being able to earn her university tuition and spend 
her summers at the lake. 

Mr. Harnin is always on hand with a friendly 
"hello" , especially to his regular customers from 
the past 30 years. The Fa1con Lake Drug Store is 
perhaps best known for its red and black licorice, 
which is sold by the hundreds of cases annually! 

Congratulations to Laurie Hamin for his 30 years 
of service to the Fa1con Lake community. 

Editor's Note: Before the liquor store was moved 
to the drug store it was located next door and was 

open for two months, July and August. 
On the other side of the drug store the Royal Bank 

had an outlet that was open two days a week in July 

and August for a few years. These two rooms in 
the mali are now occupied by the Doctor's office, 
which first operated out of the school for the two 

summer months and the hair salon which was first 
located where the present post office iso 

THE EL'NOR MOTEL 

(now the Falcon Lake Resort Hotel) 
By Irene Manchulenko 

The EI'nor Motel, built in 1957, with 20 units and 

a coffee shop was one of the first commerical es
tablisbments in the townsite. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSONMLJIFEDCBAIt was designed by Roy 

M. Lev of Winnipeg and the contractor was John 
Benstead of Winnipeg. It was named the El'nor 

Motel after the original owner's (Mike Man
chulenko) daughter Eleanor. 

The official openjng was June 27, 1958. At trus 

time it was only a summer operation closing for the 

winter months. 
In 1959 the upper level was added, consisting of 

a licensed runing room and a cocktaillounge. A ban
quet room to accommodate 300 people was also 

added. 
A fire September 30, 1965 gutted the majn two

storey section of the motel and some of the motel 
units. A motorist passing on the Trans-Canada high

way noticed the fire and alerted loca1 residents, who 
in tum got the forest fire fighting equipment and 

1958 EI'nor Motel 
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saved the outside units. Ali the units were vacant 
on that Wednesday night as all were booked for a 
convention at 9:30 the next morning. Mike and Irene 
(the Manchulenkos) were very grateful for all the 
hel p they received that night, without it nothing 
would have been saved. 

In 1966, the structure was rebuilt plus another 
group of units at the back, a heated swimming pool 
and saunas. The dining room now has a panoram-
ie view of the lake and surrounding area to make 
a very relaxing atmosphere. 

lune 26, 1975, Mike and Irene sold the El'nor to 
Mr. Charles Edwin Sameluk and Mr. Robert Berg-
man May of Winnipeg, Manitoba, after operating 
it for 20 years. 

The new owners in tum sold it to a firm that con-
verted one wing into time-share units and renamed 
it Faleon Resort and Club. 

In December, 1989, Douglas and Zelma Hay, the 
present owners bought the business from Mr. Mas-
sey. They have converted the banquet room into a 
popular beverage room with a coffee shop adjacent. 

The hotel plays an important part of the struc-
ture of the community and much credit goes to Mike 
for his foresight. 

To this day, many people refer to this place as 
the El'nor. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSRONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUSONMLJIFEDCBAIt was known the world over as the 
El'nor - as once a world convention was held here 

. with people attending from many different 

countries. 

1966 EI'nor Motel afler it 
was rebuilt 

In the early 1940s, Mike got his first timber sale 
in the Whiteshell, on the south shore of Faleon Lake, 
where he was cutting pulpwood, telephone poles and 
lumber. 

Mike and I moved from Dufrost, Manitoba to 
live in Falcon Lake permanently in the early 1950s. 
We lived in a house trailer off the Barren Lake road 
where Mike had his maintenance yard, equipment, 
lumber and garden. We then built our cottage on 
the north shore in 1953 and moved in. 

After the El'nor Motel was built we realized the 
value of having a place to go and get away from 
the stress of the business and relax. It was here we 
would come when we closed the motel and no mat-
ter what the hour, if the lake was calm when we got 
home we would go for a boat ride to the end of the 
lake to relax before retiring for the night. To be close 
to nature, whether it was sitting in the boat watch-
ing and listening to the loons or sitting on the deck 
feeding smali animals and birds is the height of 

relaxing for us. 

Mika Manchulenko with trophy he donated for 
seasonal curling to community club. 
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Now Eleanor and Nestor and their children Dana 
and Michael like to get away from the hectic city 
life and come to the lake for a relaxing weekend 

whenever possible. 
Some of the other ventures Mike was involved 

with in the development of the townsite are: The 
Shell Service Station, which he operated for about 
four years in the early 1960s and then sold to Paul 
Lacombe. He leased the food concession at the ski 
run in May, 1961 and operated it for five years then 
Gordon Reid took over. In May, 1973 he took over 
the operation of the Golf Course Restaurant and 
kept it tiU 1984 when he sold it to Donna and Jim 

Yoemans. 
During the deve10pment of the townsite Mike 

often used his big equipment for such things as clear-
ing and enlarging the beach and other areas in prepa-
ration for the next step. 

When the community club was under construc-
lion Mike and some of his men could often be found 
there with their hammers lending a hand . When the 
curling started Mike had a rink entered and often 
participated in the bonspiels. He also put up the 
trophy for the season curling league which was 
presented to the rink with the most wins in the winter 
season of curling. 

One funny memory I have, took place one day 
while we were stillliving in the trailer, when a bear 
came snooping around the trailer. Eleanor and I 
were petrified, and when we got the chance we ran 
for the big pulp-truck in the yard and started toward 
where Mike was working in the bush . We met him 
part way there, and he had a good laugh for he re 
was Eleanor, not yet old enough to have a licence, 
wheeling this big truck down a bush road. 

Those were our golden years. Mike passed away 
November 2, 1990. 

FALCON BUILDERS SUPPLY 

The Falcon Builders Supply was built by C. T. 
Loewen of Steinbach and Pete Koop was their 
manager when it opened. 

Mike Gagawchuk then bought and operated it for 
10 years (1967-77) while also doing carpentry in the 
area. 

He sold to J .D. Murray (Robbie) Robinson in 
1977, who operated the business until May 1991 
when it was sold to Bill Sheddon. 

The Gagawchuks now live at Prawda, Manitoba. 

FALCON LAKE GOLF COURSE 

Architect - Norman H. Woods of Langley, B.C. 
Construction Supervisor and Golf Course Superin-
tendent - D.H. Drysdale 

1955 - survey of site, construction commenced 
May 20, 1956. 

1956 - commenced fairway marking and clear-
ing, rough grade work and drainage. Commenced 
finished grading on first nine holes. 

1957 - completed rough grad ing, hauling of soil 
rough area clearing and drainage works. InstaUed 
irrigation system. Completed fina! grad ing and de· 
sign work. Seeded first nine holes. Manufacture of 
golf courS? signs and furnishings. Completed land-
scape grooming of first nine holes. 

1958 - first nine holes for play were opened. 

The beach at Faleon town· 
site thal Mike Manchulenko 
used his big equipmenl lo 
help develop. The boal 
docks have been removed. 
EI 'nor Molel near lop ot pic· 
lure al lett. 
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Completed seeding of second nine holes. Com plet-
ed landscape grooming of to tal course area . Com-
menced construction of clubhouse and pro-complex. 

1959 - opened completed 18 holes to regular 
play . Opened clubhouse and pro-shop to public use. 
Total acreage cleared and seeded was 109 acres. 
Process not previously used in Manitoba was pi-
oneered on the Faleon Beach Gol f Course construc-
tion. Namely the use of local peat moss and sand 
mixture for all seed bed, preparation including tees 
and greens. This being necessitated due to lack of 
normaI top soi I in the area. The golf course con-
struction and the bringing of same to maturity was 
done so in record time. Construction at the time was 
done within the Department of Mines and Resources 
Forest Service. zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBA

N Gledhill was hired as the first Professional Golf 

Pro. He left in 1966. 
Bud Edwards was hired as replacement and is still 

in this position. 
Course Records from White Tees Todd Fanning 

65. 
Course Records from Blue Tees Bud Edwards 68. 
Golf Course play has grown from a modest 12,000 

to 15,000 rounds per year to over 30,000 in 1987. 
Many improvements have been made over the last 

few years including enlargement of teeing areas and 
creek beds making the areas between #7 and # 12 golf 
holes very scenie with the smali lake now coming 
into play on bot h holes. 

A pond was built into the creek flowing across 
#14 which has enhanced the playing conditions of 
that hole. 

Extensive work has been put into the greens in 
the last year because of heavy traffic. Hopefully this 
will eliminate problems in the spring. 

Cart paths for traffic flow are on every hole. They 
are mainly by Tees and Greens where play is more 
concentrated. 

The Golf Course has fuli service Pro Shop for 
the golfers, ie . golf cars, carts, rental clubs, mer-
chandise for all your golfing needs. 

Restaurant and lounge which caters to golf tour-
naments and the needs of the casual golfer. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAwtsronmljigfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

FALCON MOTEL 

By Steve Bucek 

My father, Martin Bucek and his partner, Bill 
Kyliuk poured the foundation for the Faleon Motel 
sometime in 1957. My mother Anna, brother Jim 
and myself joined him in residence at the motel in 
1958. Our first day of business was May 15th ofthat 
year. We started out with just eight units. The peak 
months were June, July and August and they 
brought campers, fishermen, golfers and tourists. 
A look at prices back then will tell you how far in-
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f1ation has come over the yearsl You could get a 
room for $8.00 a couple, a cup of coffee was just 
10 cents, 15 cents for two slices of toast with jam 

a beer was j ust 40 cents and a T -bone steak with 
all the fixins' was only $2.751 

We had a few regular staff who stayed wit h us 
for years. We also hired university students, and the 
odd person who was just passing through and need-
ed some cash to move on . One of these included a 
musician-dishwasher Neil Young. 

We wore a lot of hats back then. In the earlier 
years we were the telephone exchange for the area. 
Waitresses were also telephone operators. My 
mother worked long hours in the restaurant and 
front desk , my father was sometimes a short order 
cook, most of the time a bartender, and part ofthe 
time the head bouncer. 

For the first couple of summers the local RCMP 
detachment was manned by a young motorcycle 
officer who stayed at our motel. He chased after 
girls and would show orr for them by chasing after 
speeders. 

Business in the beginning wasn't well and the 
winters were especially slow. Dad picked up the 
tender to bus the local school children and that took 
up some of the slack. The route was from Falcon 
Lake up the service road passed West Hawk and 
beyond to the fish hatchery. During those long rides 
the school children would occasionally break out 
into song . .. with my father's prompting of course. 

One winter my father and Don McKinnon and 
a few other friends went to Rennie and discovered 
curling. They thought that this would be a great 
pastime if it was closer to home. The other locals 
were enthusiasatic too! A permit from the govern-
ment allowed them to clear the timbers and on the 
site they built a three rink clubhouse. This is what 
really brought the smali communities of the sur-
rounding area together for bonspiels, dances, par-
ties, Boy Scout meetings, and Christmas concerts. 
(lt was also where all of our friends made a special 
farewell to us as we moved out wes!.) zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAlt was espe-
cially exciting for everyone when the town was 
charged with bonspiel fever, and that's how the 
"Falcon Motel Trophy" came to be. 

Business eventually improved. A ski slope opened 
up at the east end of the lake (l broke my leg the 
first season) and soon the motel was booked up on 
weekends with skiers and ski-dooers as well as curl-
ers for bonspiels . The TransCanada Pipeline added 
a pumping station to their system locally and it was 
during this time that the motel was filled with the 
pipeline's construction team. The boom brought the 
addition of six more units and a beer vendor, the 

Falcon Motel became the Falcon Motor Hotel. 
l remem ber that every Christmas we would erect 

a towering tree with Iights on the lot in front of the 
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Faleon Motel 

Anna and Martin Bucek 

Motel. Ib Jensen welded together a huge star for 
the top of the tree. At night it would be seen shin-
ing from far down the stretch of the Trans-Canada, 
but there was one catch ... it was the Star of David 
and we didn't realize this until sometime later. One 
particular tree was instrumental in a practical joke 
that my father played on a local Forestry Conven-
tion. He duped the delegates into thinking that the 
tree was alive, and asked them to explain why it was 
losing its needles. They em-"barked" on the 
"needleless" task of preparing a report on the mat-
ter for Don McKinnon. 

The one-room schoolhouse which eventually be-
came a two-room school is held in my mind as a 
very special place and time. Today, not too many 
people my age can say that their first years of school 
were spent in a classroom with eight grades . School-
ing after the eighth grade meant earlier mornings 
and longer bus rides to Whitemouth, or as in my 
case rooming and boarding in the city and commut-
ing home on the Eagle Bus for the weekends. This 
weekly separation and the prospect of the same sit-
uation for my brother, prompted us to consider 
moving to a larger centre, preferably one with a 
milder climate. 

In May of 1968 we sold the Falcon Motor Hotel 
to Jim Bell. We moved to Osoyoos, British Colum-
bia where we renovated and remodelled Foley's 
Lakemount Motel and renamed it ... The Faleon 
Motel. 

We have many fond memories of those ten years 
in the Whiteshell and the friends we left behind. 

Martin and Anna Bucek have retired and are still 
living in Osoyoos, B.C. 

Jim Bucek is a supervisor for Oil Pressure Sur-

veys Corporation in Calgary, Alberta. 
Steve Bucek and his wife Kim are expecting their 

first child in 1991. Steve is a recording engineer 
producer for British Columbia Television in Van-
couver, B.C. 

Editor's Note: The curling trophies that the 
Falcon and E1'nor MoteIs sponsored have been re-
tired in recent years. 

In June 1968 Mr. Bucek sold to Mr. Jim Bell. In 
going into the hotel trade Mr. Bell closed off a ten 
year career in government services, mostly with the 
Department of Mines and Natural Resources 
division. 

In his time Mr. Bell had been a Chief Conserva-
tion Officer and in his last position with the govern-
ment, as Park Superintendent for Falcon Lake and 
the south half of the Whiteshell. 

Mr. Bell sold to a syndicate who had managers 
living here and managing the business, two of whom 
we re Duncan and Dianne Jamison. When they left 
the operation they lived for awhile at Falcon and 
worked in the area, before moving to Thunder Bay, 
Ontario , 

The last family to operate the Faleon Motor Hotel 
was Pat and Roger Fisette, and family. While they 
had it there was a bad fire (January 8, 1981). To 
date nothing has been developed on this site. The 
story and picture of the fire follows. 

The following are a few price comparisons, the 
first from the Falcon Motor Hotel, menu of about 
1978 and the second list of prices are from the 
Faleon Hotel's 1991 menu. Grilled cheese sandwich 
.80 - $2.70; Cheeseburger .80 - $2.95; Chips with 
gravy .45 - $1.25 + .80; Hot beef sandwich $2.10 
- $5.95; New York sirloin 8 oz. $4.85 - $12.95 
and coffee .20 - .80. 
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Faleon Motor Hotel heavily 
damaged in evening tire zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

The Falcon motor Hotel in Falcon Lake 

was heavily damaged by lire Thursday night 

which completely destroyed the restaurant, 

beverage room, living quarters for the owners 
and Iwo of the 14 motel units. 

Owner-operator Roger Fisette said while he 

had no estimate of damage, he felt the cost of 

replacing the main portion of the buildlng and 

bu rned motel units could reach $300,000. 

There were no injuries in the nre which 
broke out about 9:30 p.m. 

The fire broke out about 9:30 p.m. and did 

not result in any injuries although sil{ niotel 

guests were forced from their rooms. Members 

or the Fisetle famUy were unable to remave 
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any furniture ar belongings from their living 

quarters, leaving the building with only the 

clothcs they were wearing. 

Fisctte sa id the nre may have started from 

an electrical malfunction in the restaurant 

kitchen . He sald more than adozen volunteers 

helped fight the lire and remave furnishings 

from most of the motel units. 

(Water to light the blaze was obtained from 

a nre hydrant on the yard but no pumper unit 

was available to lirelighters since the com· 

munity had no organized fire department.) 

The owner said a cali for help was made to 

Steinbach but he was told no equipment could 

be dispatched. However, three Stejnbach 

liremen drove to Ihe site to assist volunteers 

from the community. 18 months 
Fisette, who bought the ･ｯｾｰｬｾｸ＠ sald he 

ago from Tri-Star Inns of WIOOI.:g, He said 

hopes to rebuild as saon as pOSSl e. d b in. 
the building and contents were covere y 

surance. r 'ly recendy 
His san Grant noted the am,l I heating 

spent $25,000 upgrading the electTIca hout the 
and air-conditioning systems throug 

building, ress his ap-

ｆｩＮｳ･ｾｴ･＠ added he wished ｉｾｾｴ［Ｚｾ＠ assisting in 
preclatlon to the 20-odd vo , ttempts 10 

the firefighting efforts and, 10 a possible. 
remove as much motel furmture as 
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THE FALCON NEST 
and (he Beach Concession 

The first operators of this establishment as near 
as I can find out were Mr and Mrs (Mert and Gert.) 
Firth. They ran the operations for many years wit h 
their son Bob, helping out and gradually taking over 
the operation. 

Bob, with the help of his partner Lorna McTavich 
operated it until 1990 when it was taken over by 
Noreen and Bert Vinet and Lorraine and Gene 
Bazalo. 

Bob Firth also had another operation out of a 
trailer near the lumber yard where he had a Beer 
Vendor and sold frozen food produces and later 
started Turtle Beach wear. 

FALCON LAKE HARDWARE 

This establishment was first operated by John 
Ennis along with a plum bing business that he estab-
lished when development started in the townsite. 
Ron and Brenda Davies took over these businesses 
in 1972, Ron to do the plumbing and Brenda to 
operate the hardware store and propane. January 
1973 Brenda became postrnistress for Falcon Beach 
as well. (At this time the post office was part of the 
same location as the hardware store). Brenda gave 
up the post office in 1979 and they sold the hard-
ware operation in the fall of 1989 to Paul and Marg 
Duncan who operate it along with the propane refill 
and their service station. 

FALCON BEACH POST OFFICE, 
MAN. ROE ONO 

The Falcon Beach Post Office opened as a sum-
mer operation in 1959 and operated as thus until 
1967, with the permanent residents picking up their 
mail at the Whiteshell P.O. in the winter months. 

In 1967 Mr. Ennis and Mr. Hukans and some of 
the other residents fought and got a year round post 
office at Falcon Beach. Mr. Ennis was the first post-
master assisted by his wife Chrissie. The post office 
was located in the Ennis residence for a time before 
moving to its present location (which was formerly 
the location of the Beauty Salon) and Mrs. Ennis 
was the postmistress. 

While Mrs. Ennis had the post office at this 
location she was also managing the hardware store 
wit h a connecting door between the two places. 

Then the Ennis' s sold and left the area. Brenda 
Davies took over in January 1973 as the next post-
mistress for six years. 

On October I, 1979 Carole Krysko took over as 
postmistress. In the interim between when Brenda 
Davies left and Carole took over, a period of a few 

months Carole Krysko filled in. On her official first 
day of work themail never arrived. She waited and 
waited, only to learn later on in the day that the mail 
truck had burned on No. 1 Highway just east of 
Winnipeg. 

FALCON LAKE SERVICE - 1958-1991 

The Falcon Lake Service Station was built and 
opened in 1958, as a North Star (gas) Service Sta-
tion. A few years later Shell Canada Ltd. took over 
the operation. This operated as a leased operation 
until 1986 when Shell sold the garage and business 
to the present owners Paul and Marg. (Margaret) 
Duncan. 

The following is a list of all the lease operators. 
The first was Mr. Iwacha then Mike Senchuk for 
a year, folIowed by Mike Manchulenko for a few 
years, then Paul Lacombe for a short time who was 
folIowed by Alphonse Michaud. 

In 1967 Tony Prociviet took over the operation 
and ran it for a few years on his own before taking 
Eddie Smorong in as a partner. In 1976 Barry 
Prociviet bought out his brother's share, and Toni 
and his wife Grace and their three daughters left 
Falcon a few years later, moving back to Elma, 
Manitoba where Toni was raised. The next change 
in partners came when Paul Vinet bought out 
Eddie Smorong's share. Eddie went back to work 
for Natural Resources, later moving to Kenora, 
Ontario with his wife Edna and their children Dawn 
and Matthew. In time, Barry Prociviet bought out 
Paul Vinet's share and Paul went on to join the Win-
nipeg Police Force while Barry operated the garage 
on his own, untill983 when Brian and Al Gougall 
took over the lease and Barry went to work for 
Parks. The last leasees were Brent and Calvin 
Winters who operated it for about one season. 

At this point Shell Canada Ltd. sold the garage 
and business to Paul and Marg Duncan who oper-
ate it as a private business with assistance from sons 
Cameron and Burton and a qualified staff. 

HISTORY OF OUR SKI CLUB AND 
ORGANIZATlON OF THE PROJECT 

By Sandra Fisette 

When the Falcon Townsite was designed, the golf 
course and the ski hills were also designed and de-
veloped. For many years the Parks branch and the 
Walkers took care of all the needs. When the origi-
nal equipment and design became inadequate money 
was no longer available for continuing this opera-
tion in the same manner. The following story tells 
what happened next. 

1978-80 - This winter was my first experience at 
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Culting ribbon at Ski Run March 3, 1990, Dave Walk
er and Gord Hood. 

the Falcon Ski Hill. We arrived at the hill wit h our 
kids Keith 5, and Jodi 3, ready to learn to ski. Wait
ing to welcome us and help, both in getting us into 

ski equipment and teaching us to ski were Dave and 
Sandy Walker and the Tod family. At that time Dave 
was renting equipment, giving lessons, promoting 
the hill, running the Nancy Oreene League and at 
that time Bantam League as well and Sandy Walk
er was the secretary and treasurer. I was impressed 
by the warmth and friendliness of the Walkers and 
the other people in the ski club at that time. aur 
family really wanted to learn to ski and join in . 

The first years continued in this way, Dave and 
Sandy ran everything and the rest of us just enjoyed 

Lef! to righl: Sandy and Dave Walker Sandra Fiselte 
past president, Gord Hood, vice ｰｲ･ｾｩ､･ｮｴＮ＠ ' 

154 

First official ride up ski bar lift, Matthew Boulilier 
and Jonathon Bilenduke of Ihe Faleon Ski Club. 

participating and the use of our great facilities, that 
we re never overcrowded. Then we started hearing 

rumors of possible closure due to high expenses and 
lack of people using the hill. By this time Dave and 

Sandy started getting help from local club members, 
who had by now formed an active club with an ex
ecutive. This left Dave to run the ski programs for 

the kids, Sandy to do all the race paperwork and the 
banking in Winnipeg . We staned to try to let 
Manitobans know that facilities we had here and 

encourage them to come out and use them. 
January 21, 1986, our Ski Club executive which 

included Barbara Linklater president, Barbara 
Hamilton and myself met with the local Park 
authorities at the ski hill. We were informed of 
budget cuts and that the ski area may close. They 
sympathized, as they could see the value of the fa
cility, but their hands were tied. We decided we 

would have to lobby the Director of Parks and the 
minister of Mines and NaturaI Resources if we want

ed to keep this facility open. 
We dug in our heels and made the commitment 

not to let this facility be closed down. 
After many meetings around Barb Linklater's 

table our committee of Barb Hamilton, Dave Walk
er, Barb Linklater and myself plus Jim Walker, 
President of Biathalon, Ouy Magnusson, represen
tative of Telemarketing Association and Cathy 
McKnight, representative for Free Style Association. 
The latter three organizations had pledged support 

and drafted a presentation stating: 
-that other organizations had to be invited 10 

make use of the area, not only Apline Skiers, ie 

Free Style Skiing 

Telemarketing 
Cross Country Ski Clubs 
Biathalon Club 
We would advertise the Ski Hill to the limit of 
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our budget, i.e.; a display at St. Vital Mali staffed 
by local skiers. 

February 2, 1986 we met with Nick Carter Depart-
ment of Mines and Natural Resources, Mr. Potten, 
Director of Parks and Bill Regehr, Minister of Bus-
iness Development Tourism and presented our brief. 

This was jusl the beginning of many meetings of 
which some were not very promising and others 
offered some encouragement. Then we slarted look-
ing into the cost of installing a T-Bar and how we 
could we finance it, what grants were available and 
where to tum for backing. A very positive letter of 
support came from the Falcon-West Hawk Business 
Association stating the need for this facility in the 
area. 

The struggle continued to get a commitment to 
get the facility open, then to find a T-Bar and 
always to find ways of making money to pay our 
bills. 

Finally we purchased the T -Bar from Minaki and 
awaited approval on the grant application from 
Community Places Program to assist us in the in-
stallation costs. With help from Helmut Pankratz, 
our M.L.A. we got the approval for funding. 

That's all behind us now and thanks to people 
Iike the Walters, Tods, Karol Fedoryshyn, Barb 
Hamilton, Craig Christie, Bob Gawne, Jane Young, 
Gord Hood, Alec and Theresa Young and the 
McFadyens and everyone else that put in so much 
time and effort, we have an expanded facility now 
worth preserving and promoting. 

My sincere hope is that all the work and time put 
into this project is never forgotten and that ski clubs 
will continue to work together to make Falcon Ski 
area strong and never in danger of ciosu re again. 

FALCON LAKE HAS A T-BAR 
By Dave Walker 

(T-Bar Coordinator, Falcon Ski Club) 

The newly installed T -Bar at the Falcon Ski area 
is turning smoothly to the delight of the many wor-
kers, both volunteer and contracted, who made this 
dream come true. 

In 1982 l discussed with senior park s branch offi-
cials the possibility of upgrading the Iifts at Falcon. 
The purchase of a nearly-new T-Bar was almost 
complete when budget cuts or other changes, can-
celled the project. 

lncreased ski club interest resulted in discussions 
with the Ontario officials at Minaki in 1984/85. In 
August 1987, the Falcon Ski Club, headed by Barb 

Hami!ton, purchased the idle equipment at Minaki. 
The club raised funds through many community 

projects that summer, but was unsuccesful in receiv-
ing a grant to assist its project. 

Using what funds were avai!able, the club hired 

the Thompsons to dismant!e the lift and move it to 
Falcon Lake. This was completed by November 
1987, but again, unsuccessful grant applications 
resulted in a delay unti! March 1989, when commu-
nity places gave the club a grant of 49 per cent of 
the estimated total cost of $64,000, for installation 
of the T-Bar. 

Wit h myself as project coordinator, Jane Young 
as secretary, Alec Y oung as general contractor and 
C.B. Thompson as mechanical contractor, work be-
gan. At the end of the ski season last March, Sub-
terranean drove the piles for the base of the lift. Now 
there was no turning back! 

With the plans provided by parks and E&C, sur-
veying and concrete framing began. Later that sum-
mer saw steady activity at the ski area. Volunteers 
assisted the contractors. Wet conditions and the tem-
porary absence of a coordinator slowed the process, 
but work didn't stop. The Tod's, Jock, Joan, John 
and Tom were always willing to keep things going 
when interest or progres S lagged. 

Many other local people, too many to mention 
by name, worked at fundraisers, such as Owlidays, 
Fali Suppers, Bingos, Dinners and Socials. Workers 
showed up at work bees in September and October 
to clean up and do leveling or to assist wiring the 
safety circuit and installing the Ts. 

Many thanks to all who gave their time and ef-
fort to complete this very ambitious project for the 
community. 

Now, skiers with fancy ski clothes or weak arms 
will be able to get to the top in comfort. Snow con-
ditions should not deteriorate on the lift, and the 
Falcon Ski area will have a better image. 

Wit h normaI snow conditions, the residents of 
East Manitoba and visitors from Winnipeg should 
have a pleasant experience. 

Our young skiers in the Nancy Greene League (13 
and under) will benefit from the experience of rid-
ing a T-Bar and the biathlon and cross-country skiers 
will have a better area to share wit h the downhill 
skiers. 

A new clubhouse, donated by Sandra and Grant 
Fisette and remodelled by Bob Gawne and his volun-
teers gives the ski club a home for many of its ac-
tivities, meetings and race headquarters. 

SKI SLOPES - POWER TOBOGGAN RENTALS 

The first power toboggan rentaIs at the Ski Slopes 
were operated by Al Leoppky. This was in the late 
1960s. lb Jensen then had the rentaIs for five or six 

years in the early 1970s, then it ceased as a rental 
operation as more people got their own machines . ywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAyvutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECAyutsronmljihfedbaWUTSQMLKJIHFECA
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SKI SLOPES - LUNCH COUNTER 

This was first operated by Gordon Hamilton then 
by Mike Manchulenko and then by Ellie Zim mer-
man for a number of years. In later years a num-
ber of people have taken turns operating this yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
concession . 

FALCON LAKE YACHT CLUB 
The Year and Name of Commodore 

By Ted Law 

1964-65 - John Higham 
1966 - Don Marshall 
1967 - Dr. Polson 
1968 - Art Flexman 
1969 - Joe Van Harrewyn 
1970-71 - Paul Kettner 
1972 - Kas Kadelein 
1973 - Rene Scorpian 

1974 - Reg Friend 
1975 - Franek Pellerin 
1976 - Fred McElhose 
1977 - Eric Marshall 
1978 - Dr. Ron Bradford 
1979 - Chris Chapman 
1980 - Laurie Prokopanko 
1981-88 - Dave McBride 
1982 - Bill Panting 
1983-87 - Dod Biddell 
1984 - Ted Law 
1985 - Penny Kelly 
1986 - Dick Shore 
1988-90 - Steve Pellerin 
Note: Steve 1earned to sail at the Faleon Yacht Club. 
1964 - the Yacht Club started 
1980 - new clubhouse was built 

FALCON YACHT CLUB FROM RECORDS 
By P . Kettner 

Beginnings 
aur Club had its early beginnings in 1963 when 

adozen or so keen sailors from Falcon Lake got 
together and obtained a charter to form the Faleon 
Yacht Club. 

The Club, in the early days, had no land, but 
members would gather at Faloma Beach to hold 
races from the pub lic dock on weekends . 

In 1965, the Club leased land from the Provin-
cial Government on the bay next to Faloma Beach, 
and so began the slow but steady growth of our 
Club, from the purchase and erection of an old steel 
building in 1968, the introduction in 1972 of a Learn-
To-Sail program, to the present and recently com-
pleted new clubhouse on the cliff, providing a 
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panoramie view of the lake. 

From the modest early beginning, we have made 
steady progress by following the original purpose 
of providing low cost, organized sailing to all those 
interested in friendly but competitive racing. In other 
words, we try to follow the philosophy which caused 
the F.Y.C. to be founded and which remains its 
guiding principle: Give competitive racing top 
priori ty , but have fun too. 

YACHT CLUB PREPARING TO HOST 
1983 SAILING CHAMPIONSHIPS 

If all goes according to plan, the Western Inter-
mediate Sailing Championships for 16 and under 
will be held at Falcon Yacht Club this summer, on 
the weekend of August 20 to 21. The club execu-
tive is already busy making plan s for the influx of 
young sailors from across Western Canada. 

This is Manitoba's year to host the annual event 
and the responsibility was assumed by Falcon Y.C. 
at the Manitoba Sailing Association annual gener-
al meeting last October. 

On January 31, the club brought a detailed 
propos al to the Club Council meeting and the only 
major hurdle to be overcome is the borrowing or 
matched boats. 

The Western Intermediate matches crews of 
young sailors 16 and under from the four western 
provinces in a weekend regatta, providing good com-
petition and tra vel experience for the young sailors, 
a10ng with a lot of fun for both the competitors and 
the organizers. 

Members of the club plan to meet the competi-
tors on their arrival in Winnipeg, and drive them to 
Falcon Lake. 

Billeting will be arranged at members' cottages 
on the Friday and Saturday nights, a10ng with break-
fast the next morning. Club members will provide 
lunch on the two racing days and dinner at the club-
house on the two evenings. That's a lot of volunteer 
work on the part of club members, even before the 
racing begins. 

From 10 to 12 double handed crews are expected 
for the regatta inc1uding some strong Manitoba con-
tenders . The Canadian Yachting Association stipu-
lates, the event is to be sailed in sloop-rigged boats, 
without use of spinnaker or trapeze, and it appears 
that either Albacores or Laser II's will be used. 

The club has asked for M.S.A. assistance in 
resolving this question by early March. 

Falcon has also applied to use the M.S.A. racing 
package, while providing its own committee and 
crash boats . Club members will form their own race 

committee for the event, whiJe requesting assistance 
from other clubs in forming a jury. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBA

AlI in all, the members of the F. Y .A. are devot-
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ing a great deal of time and energy to ensuring that 
the regatta is a success. The competition among as 
many as 24 sailors is sure to result in an interesting 
championship and the question now is: who will be 
Manitoba's representative . The M.S.A. will soon 
be announcing the qualifying regatta to select the 
two or three young crews to represent this province. 
Interested sailors should stay tuned! 

FALCON YACHT CLUB 
CELEBRA TES 2S YEARS 

Falcon Lake provides an ideal setting for sailing. 
The lake is large enough to allow steady breezes to 
blow over plenty of open water, yet smali enough 
that you're always close to home. 

Falcon Yacht Club, located on the north shore 
of Falcon Lake at Faloma, is one of the local sail-
ing clubs which offers, for a reasonable member-
ship fee, an excellent program of sailing and social 
events . The summer of'88 marks the 25th anniver-
sary of the Falcon Yacht Club. 

Established in 1963, F.Y.C. has provided 25 years 
of enjoyment for casual and serious sailor alike, as 
well as turning several energetic youngsters on school 
vacation into seasoned mariners through its junior 
sailing program. During the late afternoon of any 
summ er weekend the grass leading down to 
Faloma Bay is covered with the colourful sails of 
Laser, Fireballs, Y Flyers, Hobbie Crafts, etc., wait-
ing for tired sailors to reluctantly stow them away 
for another day. 

One important aspect of club sailing is its race 
program, which is not as onerous as it might sound. 
Not only do novices get to compare their develop-
ing skills against others of the same calibre (as well 
as pro against pro!), but sailing dinghies belong to 
"classes" which, when used wit h a handicapping 
system, enable boats with asiower design to win 
races when sailed with faster crafts. Falcon Yacht 
Club has a very popular race program and events 
take place every Saturday and Sunday afternoon 
during the season. Race clinics enable rookies to 
learn from the more accomplished veterans (most 
of whom are well-known on the provincial and na-
tional sailing scenes). 

When the 19th hole beckons, apres sail activities 
include several social functions, typically shorts and 
T-shirt affairs, held in the clubhouse above the beach 
where there is a gorgeous vi ew of the lake. 

SIXTEEN YEARS IN THE 
REAL ESTATE BUSINESS 

IN THE WEST HAWK - FALCON AREA 
By Betty Smith 

I bought my cottage in September 1960, just for 
a place for relaxation. I was working in a drug store 
then and I would take July and August off work 
and com e to the lake with my children, Sharon 14 
and Ed 15 years old. 

It wasn't long before Ed started to work down 
here in the summers. His first job was working for 
Al Gledhill at the golf course, which was for two 
summers. When the Parks installed booths at the 
Parks entrance gates, he was one of the first to work 
at the gate, selling and checking passes. 

Sharon worked at the Games Center and the Golf 
Course Restaurant when she was old enough. 

They're bot h grown up, Ed lives in Australia. He 
was home for Thanksgiving in 1990 and back to 
Falcon Lake. He thinks there is no place like this, 
and he tra vel s all over the world. 

Sharon and her husband Allen and their children 
live in Winnipeg and they are often at the lake. My 
grandson Jason Borle, who was 16 in 1990 started 
working at the Falcon Marina in the summer. The 
cycle is starting over in the next generation of our 
family, 50 grand ma will be looking for work for 
Jodie (gr:mddaughter) saon. 

I got my Real Estate license in 1971. In 1974 I 
sold my first cottage (I thought this was great, work 
at the lake and the idea of selling cottages was bom), 
it was on a back lot in Block 13. There was no run-
ning water. It sold for $11,300. Today that cottage 
would sell for about $40,000. A comparable cottage 
on a lakefront lot sold for $31,000 then, and at 
today's prices it would bring in the range of 
$100,000. 

Those were good prices for cottages in those days. 
It was also all people could afford. Nowa fairly 
level lakefront lot with a sandy beach or shallow 
at the waler edge and a road to the back of the lot 
is worth $100,000 with no buildings on it. 

Cottages are changing from the standard 20'x24' 
built in the '60s and '70s with a combination kitchen-
living room at the front and smali bedrooms at the 
back, to cottages nearly twice that size. I was mea-
suring one recently at Barren Lake and broke my 
50 foot tape and I wasn't at the end of the build-
ing. Now the cottages are fully insulated, with fuli 
plum bing and many modern conveniences. Gone are 
the days when people want to do a lot of work at 
their cottages, they want their time at the lake for 
relaxing. 

Now you find many cottages have patios and 
decks, or screened and glassed-in sunrooms added 
for greater comfort while enjoying the summer. 
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Many people who own ar are looking for cottages 
naw want them fully winterized sa they can use them 
the year round. 

Real estate in the resort areas is very seasonal wit h 
a busy time in ａｰｲｩＬ＠ May and June, as people are 
looking for something for their holidays. One 
month, not too many years ago I had a very busy 
August, you just can't second guess these things. 
My busiest year was 1980 according to my records, 
and I was still working in the city at that time. 

There has also been a few times when I've had 
winter sales at the lake. 1'11 never forget ance, there 
must have been three feet of snow. I had showed 
cottages 13 times that day. Those cottages were all 
closed for the winter and I'd break a trail with 
snow up to my hips. Same of the cottages had shift-
ed and I needed screwdrivers ar whatever ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAI could 
find to open the doors that were stuck. Then you 
would get inside where it was colder than it was out-
side. I would be dressed for the occasion, but some-
times my clients weren't. I remember one lady came 
from the city in high heel shoes and no pantyhose 
on. I don't know what she thought she was walk-
ing into. 

Most of the cottages I sell are to people to use 
in the summer and same weekends in the winter. 
With businesses it 's different, most of those peo-
ple live in the area year round, and take part in the 
community as much as possible, especially in their 
off season. 

The summer cottage real estate has been an in-
teresting business and experience. In the 16 years 
I've been selling here, I have sold the same cot-
tage on Caddy Lake three times. I've dane the same 
wit h one on West Hawk and Falcon, and I've sold 
several twice over. I have also sold cottages to differ-
ent members of the same family. In one instance 
I sold twa sisters and a brother all cottages. Fami-
lies usually want to be on the same lake, which is 
sometimes haP<! to accommodate. Referral business 
has been really good for me and it also means satis-
fied customers. 

It is naw the end of another season, and as I sit 
checking my records and reminiscing same interest-
ing data shows up . I sold a cottage on a back lot 
in 1980 for $34,000. Then I sold in again in '82 for 
$36,500 and in '88 I sold it again, this time for 
$50,000. The only alterations that had tak en place 
we re a shower had been installed and a dock had 
been ｢ｵｩｴ＠ at the waterfront. 

One lot with a sand y beach sold for $13,000 in 
'74 and the purchaser had to bring in fili to raise 
the ground level one fODt before he could build. That 
lot today would bring $100,000. 

This business is the same as others, there are 
always the funny(?) things you remember. Like the 
time I had an appraisal to do at McKenzie Beach, 

158 

West Hawk Lake. The owners told me where to find 
the key sa during the week I went down to the COI-

tage, but I couldn't find the key, sa I did the OUI-

si de measurements and the other outside wark and 
went back home. A day ar sa later, after finding 
out where else to look for the key I went back, found 
the key and proceeded in making notes as I went. 
When I got to the kitchen I was stopped in my 
tracks. There in front of me, was the fridge face 
down on the floor, and the outside wall was ripped 
off and the cupboards all a mess. I took off - like 
I was shot out of a cannon! I went to the Parks 
Office and the ranger came back with me . lt was 
bear damage, there was food and stuff scattered over 
the grounds around the cottage. I phoned the own-
er, who came out that evening. The bears were there 
when he arrived, a mother and her cub. When he 
saw them he went out one door and they went out 
the other and up a tree at the back of the lot. 

The size of animals has nothing to do with my 
fear of them - I am petrified of mice. A good por-
tion of the cottages I sell have mice in them. One 
day a customer said, "Look at that cute little 
mouse" , and lalmost ended up in his arms. Another 
time I stopped to welcome the new owners to a cot-
tage I had just sold them. We were sitting having 
a drink when a mouse came out from under lhe fire-
place. I ended up sitting on the kitchen counter for 
the rest of my stay. 

I love my cottage and Falcon Lake. When I was 
working in the city and too busy to get to the lake, 
oh how I missed it. When Istarting selling more 
cottages I thought it was great, till I got sa busy thal 
I couldn't get to the water one summer. 

My only regrets are I wish I had had more lime 
to visit the people I sold cottages to to see how they 
were doing, and to see if they were enjoying their 

vacation homes. 

FALCON yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBALAKE REHABILITATlON CAMP 

By Ken Brook 

In a ｴｲ｡ｩ･ｲ＠ park aboul one mile west of Falcon 
Lake townsite are the remains of a past. No, nol 
prehistorie, for only a decade has passed since the 
excavation was dug into the side of a smali knoll, 
it turned out to be a root cellar, an underground 
vault where meat and vegetables could be stored in 
large quantities. That is all that remains of the Fal-
con Lake Rehabilitation Camp, a camp that would 
house inmates from the Headingly Correctional In-
stitution, who would under supervision do manual 
wark in the provincial parks. 

Sterling Lyon was attorney-general of Manitoba 
when in September 1960 the residents ar Falcon 
Lake were surprised and a littIe apprehensive to hear 
a camp was to be erected in their vicinity. Their con-
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cem was to be expected and even the organizers were 
alittle apprehensive that it would be accepted. It 
was. Late in September, Walter Danyluk, Director 
of Parks, W. (Bill) Kitchen, director of corrections, 
and myself surveyed the site and with fuli approval 
of the Parks staff decided that a start would be made 
immediately to construct a building to house six staff 
and about 30 men. 

Plans were hurriedly drawn up by the assistant 
supervisor Joe Levecque. Today those plans would 
have ended up in the waste paper basket, as totally 
absurd. With Joe in charge of six men, a building 
was soon erected, an H type hut eighty feet long with 
two 60 foot extentions, one at each end. The men's 
quarters we re at one end while the extreme end 
housed the kitchen and dining room. In between 
were the staff quarters, stores, laundry room and 
office. 

The weather did not cooperate on October 6, 
1960, we had almost eight inches of snowo By the 
end of October the rest of the staff had arrived from 
Oxbow Beach, now known as Norquay Beach. Ox-
bow had been our initial project that had proved 
to the pub lic that inmates could be used for special 
types of work without problems. Norquay is about 
six miles east of Portage la Prairie on Highway #1. 
Halloween was celebrated in camp upon their ar-
rival. Several items had to be covered before we 
could tackle the Parks program in earnest, such as 
a septic field, well, toolshed and garage to house 
our government vehicles. 

Don McKinnon, who was in charge of Parks staff 
at Falcon Lake, coordinated all our work projects 
and with his cooperation we were soon cleaning ex-
cess growth along the highways and byways, 
Faloma Beach, Toniata Beach and Barren Lake. 
While engaged in these projects, we became ac-
quainted with residents of the area. First, the post-
master and his wife, Mr. and Mrs. Ennis, wonder-
ful people who assisted us in many ways. Then there 
was Ed Schindler, Toniata Camp, Gordon Hamil-
ton of Penguin Camp, Mike Manchulenko, of the 
El'nor Motel and Tony Prociviet, Falcon Garage. 
AlI the Mines and Natural Resources staff were very 
helpful and our work was clearly set out in detail, 
so that very liule friction was encountered. Work 
progressed on the clearing of the new ski runs, 
boundary lines, and camping sites under the watch-
ful eye of Johnny Evanochko, an ideal man for the 
job. 

Tree planting, my favorite program, supervised 
by John Bissinger, park forester, turned out to be 
an immediate success. Hundreds of thousands of 
trees were planted all over the Whiteshell . Areas such 
as the campsite were planted with red pine. Spruce 
and jack pine were planted in rows along Highway 
44 near Bear Lake campsite, also at Mud Lake, 

Faloma Beach on Falcon Lake, at Star Lake, Pen-
niac Bay and at Nutimik Lake in the northern part 
of the Whiteshell, well over 40 large areas in all told. 
A small nursery for trees was started in the golf 
course area of which we were very proud. Our work 
expanded rapidly and we were soon under the 
guidance of Ed Polkowski, the head ranger at West 
Hawk Lake. Speaking of West Hawk Lake we must 
not forget the weigh scales at the underpass and the 
herd of deer that were fed there daily by the staff 
that worked there. These deer would go on from 
here to many other businesses at West Hawk where 
they also got handouts. At times there were herds 
of 25 to 40 deer seen feeding in and around West 
Hawk in the winter and early spring of the year. 
II was a welcome sight to all who passed through. 

Our next area was the fish hatchery, where staff 
assisted in many ways. II was here we becarne ac-
quainted wilh Gerry Malaher's project in the 
Caddy Lake, McGillivray Falls, White Pine and 
Mantario hi king trails. II was a pleasure to work 
under his supervision. Advancing westward along 
#44, we soon arrived at Rennie headquarters of the 
Whiteshell and source of all our major work 
projects. Harry Laws, park supervisor, was always 
co-operative and along with Cal Ritchey, chief 
ranger, made it possible for the camp to operate 
without interruption for many years . Fire fighting 
under the direction of Cal, was one of our respon-
sibilities, and many an inmate suffered days of sore 
feet and scorched Ilesh. The availability and prompt-
ness of our crews to respond were outstanding dur-
ing the worst fire seasons. During peak periods, our 
inmate population mushroomed to 50. Search and 
rescue required trained and semi-trained personnel 
who could organize at any given moment. The carnp 
organization fit perfectly into this type of emergency 
and so the camp once more proved its vaIue in the 
Whiteshell, although results were not always of the 
best. 

Falcon Lake residents allowed us one afternoon 
of curling a week for the camp residents, for which 
they were very thankful, as were the staff who were 
always invited to take part in Curling Bonspiels. We 
organized the First Falcon Boy Scout Troop which 
included Wolf cubs, and many an interesting meet-
ing was held in the Curling Rink. We received as-
si stance from a young lady who took over the 
responsibility of the Wolf Cub Packo Due to in-
creased presssure of camp organization, we had to 
cease this operation. 

Many a traveller on the Trans-Canada Highway 
has photographed the totem pole which stood at the 
entrance to the camp. Hewn from a large spruce, 
it was crowned by a falcon . Below, residents, staff 
and departmental heads were represented in the 
usual manner fashioned by the Indians. 
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The camp was closed in the fali of 1969 and the 

staff were transferred to the Bannock Point Camp. 

Mr. Brook was the supervisor of the Falcon Lake 

Rehabilitation Camp. 

FUN A'ND PROFIT IN OWNING A RANCH 

August, 1966 

As he completes his sixth year as owner and oper-

ator of Marlindway Ranch at Faleon Lake, Rudy 

Schmidt finds himself with a galloping success on 

his hands. 
Cordial hard working Rudy opens his riding sta-

ble early' each June and closes down in mid-

September after providing about 18 hours of fun 

and recreation a day for Whiteshell holidayers. 

Starting his business on a shoestring in 1960, Mr. 

Schmidt has seen his assets grow from six riding 

horses to atotal of 20, now stabled in large new 

quarters just off No. I Highway East, across from 

the entrance to Falcon Lake. 
"I've always preferred working outdoors and I 

love animals, so opening a riding ranch seemed a 

good way to make a living and enjoy myself," he 

commented in a recent interview. 
His original request to operate within the provin-

cial park was met wit h a non-commital "try it and 

see how you make out" acceptance of forestry 
officials. 

The steady growth and ever-increasing populari-

ty of the ranch have proven it to be a profitable idea. 
Now there's talk of providing assistance which will 

allow him to ｢ｵｩ､＠ a smali coffee shop with a 

screened-in verenda on the premises where parents 

can wait for their ｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮ＠ to retum from hour long 
rides. 

Last winter the forestry department also length-

ened the trail to a two mile length by clearing brush. 

A smalI pond has been stocked with domestic ducks 

and ducklings and Rudy hopes to keep baby goats 

and perhaps lambs or calves "to make a sort of yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
miniature farm." 

Recording the day's business has proved to Mr. 
Schmidt "the hotter the weather, the more people 

ride." Ninety degree weather brings more than 100 

people a day out to ride the ｴｲ｡ｩｳＬ＠ with groups divid-

ed into ｮｯｾＭｲｩ､･ｲｳ＠ and experienced riders . One guide 
wIli take elght to 10 non-riders out on a slow paced 

trip, ｷｨｩ･＠ the experienced group trot and gallop 
along sandy hills and ｴｲ｡ｩｳＮ＠

Moming breakfasts and midnight barbecues are 
provided daily, and are usually booked up in ad-
vance by enthusiastic teenagers. 

One hour's ride costs $2, breakfast or midnight 

barbecue r?ast on the ｴｲ｡ｩ＠ costs $4, with guides 
Randy Thlessen and Jim Chamick doing the 
cookmg. 
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Named after Rudy's two ｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮＬ＠ seven year old ' 

Marlene, and flve year old Dwayne, Marlindwa 

Ranch provldes fun for the Schmidt family to/ 

Dunng the summer the four Schmidt's live in 

ｴｲ｡ｩ･ｲ＠ not far from the stable yard. Winters are ｳｰ･ｮｾ＠
at the Covered Wagon Traller Park in Fort Garry 

ｷｨｩ･＠ Mr. Schmidt drives a fuel truck to rural point; 
each weekday. 

Although he admits the hours are long, Rudy 

loves his work at the Ranch. "Part of the pleasure 

comes in the people you meet each day," he ex. 

plains. "We've had football players, and exchange 

students from Quebec; members of church groups 

and people from business firms down on a company 

pienie. 

"Each year a man from New York stops over to 

spend the day riding with us as a break in his ano 

nual trip to Alaska," he continues. "We've even 

had a paraplegie who finds he can become a sports 

participant rather than a spectator when he rides in 

a special saddle." 

"Anyway you look at it, its a great way to make 
a living, " he concludes. 

FALCON BEACH RIDING STABLES 

By Carole Krysko 

In the spring of 1975 we bought Marlindway 

Ranch from Rudy Schmidt. We changed the name 

to Falcon Beach Riding Stables. 

We started out inexperienced, leaming the hard 

way that 60 per cent of the tack had to be replaced, 

non-existent veterinary supplies had to be purchased 

and horseshoeing equipment was urgently needed. 

Two horses had to be shipped immediately, by order 

of the govemment veterinary department. One was 

suffering from the heaves as well as being pregnant, 

and the other was infected with swamp fever. We 

were left with 16 horses and two ponies. 

We were unable to get the lease because the 

provincial govemment had tumed over our 12 acres 

to the Trans-Canada Pipeline's for easement. When 

we fought the government bureaucracy, we were told 

by a govemment lawyer that we could never :'win." 

Our lawyer approached the Trans-Canada plpeUnes 

legal department in the hope we could get restltU' 

tion. The pipeline informed the government ｴｨ＿ｴｾ･＠
were we1come to use their easement for our ｮ､＠ g 

stable operation. We were then told by one of the 

bureaucrats that we certainly could have a ]Q-year 

lease even 20 if we wanted iti We spent most of Dur 

years in the business constantly bickering over the 

lease. h yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBA
It was so discouraging, and we were gl ad to ave 

it behind uS. ff 
We had many good times with our family, sta 
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and customers and the animals, also many, many 
bad times. Knowing what we know, if we had to 
do it over again, we would probably turn away from 

it all. 

THE FALCON BEACH 

RIDING STABLES STORY 
By Marg and Murray Imrie 

The riding stables were purchased from Henry 
and Carole Krysko in 1978 by Murray Irnrie and Jeff 
Konchak. The operation at that time consisted of 
sixteen horses, a barn, corrals, a house trailer office, 
a small staff bunkhouse, a 1938 Fordson Major trac-
tor and a home-built horse trailer. 

After an initial phase-in period where Henry 
provided lessons on horseshoeing and ｧ･ｮ･ｲ｡＠ oper-
ations, Murray and Jeff ran the stables with the help 
of local children such as the Jamesons, Houstons 
and Neilsons. Sometimes to the consternation of 
their parents, these children loved to spend every 
waking minute at the stables, guiding rides and play-
ing with the horses and animals. Phone calls at sup-
pertime or evening would send them reluctantly 
trudging for horn e . 

Murray and Marg purchased Jeff's share in the 
spring of 1981. That same spring, with the help of 
friends, they started to build a 24 by 32 foot log 
house. The logs were felled on the property , and 
Murray skidded them out with Butch and Geo, two 
of the horses at the stables. The logs were moved 
across the creek by hand. Anyone who stopped to 
observe was soon pressed into service for this back-
break ing work. The Fordson Major tractor also 
helped move the logs into position near the build-
ing site. The logs were then slabbed on two sides 
with a chainsaw before being placed on the house. 

While still holding full-time jobs, Marg and 
Murray wit h the help of many friends, we re able 
to run the stables that summer , and complete the 
log house to a point where they we re able to move 
in September of the same year. 

The following spring, Marg and Murray were 
married in the same log house by local minister 
Lorne Curwen. There was a party that evening and 
the following day, everyone saddled up for a ride. 
The weather was sunny and about 50°F but the snow 
off the beaten pat h in the bush was still deep and 
up to the horses bellies. 

In September 6, 1983, our son Devin Imrie was 
born after a race to the Winnipeg ho spita yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAl. 

In the spring of 1984, the overnight horseback 
trips that Marg and Murray had been planning and 
promoting for two years got off to a rocky start. 
Arrangements had been made and written per mis-
sion was received to use the ski chalet for the rides 
in the off season. When Murray went down to the 

Parks office to get the final permit two weeks be-
fore the first groups were due to arrive, the local 
ranger said that the ski chalet had been leased out 
to Ed Schreyer for 25 years and it was no longer 
available. To make matters worse, parks head office 
denied ever having given permission for the chalet 
and had conveniently lost all five copies of the 
documents. 

When the stables produced the written perrnission, 
Parks agreed that they had made a serious mistake 
and gave us assistance in hastily preparing a new 
site at High Lake just as the first group was sched-
uled to arrive. 

In 1985, after a number of years of repairing and 
building outside in the winter , a large storage and 
work shed was built. It housed the equipment for 
the overnight rides as well as the tractors and hay-
ing equipment. 

On Valentine's Day, 1986, Megan was bom in 
Kenora. 

Tragically, about ten days later, the shed burnt 
down. The fire appeared to be the result of an elec-
tri cal short in a radial arm saw. AlI of the equip-
ment in and around the shed was lost. The list in-
cluded two tractors, a round bal er , snowmobiles, 
boats, canoes, chainsaws and the horse trailer. 

Fortunately, insurance covered most of the loss 
and the shed was rebuilt the same year by contrac-
tor Jeff Konchak. In the fall, a benefit shed party 
was organized, complete wit h live band. People 
brought extra tools to help replace those that were 
los t in the fire. 

Riding horses at the stables increased in number 
from sixteen to thirty to accommodate the demand 
by schools to take classes of thirty students for les-
sons, and various types of rides. 

In the fali of 1986, excavation started for a new 
log house. The Imrie's moved in the fali of 1987 
and continued the finishing work. 

In the spring of 1988, the old log home was reno-
vated, a screened-in porch added and it opened as 
"The Gift Horse," a unique shop offering hand-
crafted goods, art, woolens and many other interest-
ing items. 

Two days after Christmas, 1988 Gillian was borno 
The stables has a philosophy which encourages 

the interaction of people and ani mai s in a naturai 
setting. Farm animals such as sheep, pigs, chickens, 
ducks and geese are allowed to roam at large. In 
order for people to pet or feed these animals, they 
must learn to gai n the confidence of the animaI be-
fore it will allow one to approach. They must also 
learn to respect the territories of each animal or bird 
or deal wit h the aggressive or protective nature of 
some of these animals. This is a sharp contrast from 
restraining animals in pens and forcing them to ac-
cept our behaviour. 
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Since many people do not have a chance to deal 
with animals close up, the walk from their car can 
be a life-time experience. They may be approached 
by a 500-pound pig coming to say hello or an over 
protective gander seeing how ｱｾｩ｣ｫｬｹ＠ he can put 

some lo ud talking youths back m theIr car. 
The present day stables is a top-notch western 

facility. Guided ｴｲ｡ｩ＠ rides take people through beau-
tiful rugged Canadian Shield trails both winter and 
summer. Riders do not require previous expenence 
and are grouped with people with ｳｩｭｩ｡ｲ＠ riding skill. 
The rides are a thrill to people with any level of ex-
perience and are a highlight to a summer ｶ｡｣｡ｴｩｾｮＮ＠

Rides are taken year round wlth group slelgh 
rides, romantic open cutter for couples and bare-
back ｴｲ｡ｩ＠ rides in the winter. Bear, moose, deer, 
wolves or their tracks, along with many others are 
sighted during the appropriate time of year. Over-
night rides feature homemade muffins and fruit 
salad and steaks cooked over an open fire. 

The lifestyle is wholesome and labour intensive 
with long hours required to care for the animaIs and 
visitors. A large garden and surplus farm animals 
provide much of the food for the family and staff. 
The Imrie children grow up around nature with a 
realistic perspective of sustainable husbandry prac-
tises and invaluable ani mai experience. Even ｇｩﾭ
lian, the year and one half toddler knows where to 
stand and move so as not to be trampled by vari-
ous animals rushing to be fed. 

Strong family ties hel p with the daily activities. 
Grandparents provide an invaluable service look-
ing after kids and other chores. Grandpa, Tom 
Miller and grandma, the late Martie Miller in par-
ticular have spent many hours with such tasks and 
provided an experience rewarding to all. 

Marg and Murray are now moving to meet the 
challenges of the 90s. ywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

THAT'S NOT THE KNOT! 

Saturday, October 5, 1985, low, ragged Overcast 
sky.hung over Falcon Lake. Interrnittent drizzle felI 
dunng the mornmg, as the staff of the Falcon L k 
Riding Stables prepared to celebrate the closea ｯｾ＠
another tounst season by takmg an overnight tr '1 
ride to the remote High Lake campsite . al 

Camping supplies and food for the trip were as. 
sesmbled on the floor of the shed out of the rain 
For this final trip of the year, an aircraft, instead 
of pack horses, would move the gear to High Lake. 
This would allow the riders to move at a more 
leisurely pace. Pete Rutherford had volunteered to 
help load the piane for the various trips to High 
Lake. Together with Murray Imrie, owner of the 
stables, they drove to the south shore of Falcon Lake 
to prepare the float-equipped Cessna 170. 

During the second trip, the stage was set for events 
later that night. A stron g wind had come up from 
the north. Whitecaps were forming when the Cess. 
na landed and taxied to the dock on the south side 
of the lake. To counteract the strong wind, Mur-
ray kept additional power on the piane until dose 
to the dock. When the engine was shut off, the piane 
drifted to the dock and toward shore. Murray dam· 
bered out of the piane and fastened the rope to the 
front of the float, then threw the other end to Pete. 
ｗｨｩ･＠ Murray held the piane away from the dock, 
Pete moved backward, pulling the front of the tloat 
to swing the piane into position along the dock. 

The aircraft was moving into position nicely 
when, with a resounding splash, Pete disappeared 
into the 35°F water. Concentrating on moving the 
aircraft, he had inadvertently stepped off the end 
of the dock . Pete broke water a few minutes later 
with eyes considerably larger than when he went in. 
Wit h help from Murray, he climbed quickly onto zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIGFECBAvtsronmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONIFEA

An overnight trail ride 
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beci ｱｵｩ､ｾＮ＠

the dock. 
Steve Malcom, returning from a elean-up at High 

Lake, had by this time climbed out of the piane and 
was taking in the affair with a slight smile. He had 
expressed interest in meeting Pete but had only a 
glimpse of him for a moment before Pete's dip in 
the drink. Pete's feet were no sooner on the dock 
when he broke the ice of the awkward moment by 
extending his dripping hand and saying, "Hi Steve, 
I'm Pete." With the heater on high, Pete was driven 
to the stables for a change of dry elothes. 

The next leg of the trip went without incident. 
Three hours later after negotiating creeks and mud 
holes, corduroy roads and rocky gullies, the ten 
riders arrived on the high bedrock outcrop overlook-
ing High Lake. 

Supper that night beside the fire was homernade 
stew, salad, baked potatoes and garlic bread. While 
it was cooking the hostess served smoked oysters, 
cheese and crackers. The final course to the camp-
fire meal was hot chocolate, campfire coffee and 
toasted cinnamon buns. 

Dawn Smorong and Caro l Bazelo, who weren't 
about to go to bed at any regular hour, were nomi-
nated for first watch on the horses. Their job was 
to settle any fights among the horses. With their well 
established pecking order, the horses sometimes took 
strong exception to being tied next to another horse 
who was not in his or her social group. After every-
one was in bed, occasional disturbances would break 
out among the horses. Dawn, Carol and their friend 
Deb were heard discussing and adjusting the social 
structure of the horses in to what they thought was 
a more compatible group. Some horses had to be 

hobbled and left to graze around the tents, while 
others had to be tied to a line strung between the 
trees. 

The night passd ｵｩ･ｴｬｹ＠ until about 3 a.m. when 
Murray heard the scrambling of the hobbled horse 
up to smooth rock that led out of camp. When Clyde 
saw Murray's light, he spooked and moved up the 
trail as fast as his hobbled feet would allow him. 
Murray soon caught him but had difficult remov-
ing the hobbles because of Clyde's excited state. 

Clyde's persistent whinnies and attempts to move 
up the trail made M urray realize that other horses 
must be loose and on the way home. lacki David-
son appeared out of the darkness and took Clyde 
back to camp. Murray soon overtook zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAluno who was 
also heading home wit h hobbles. 

After rousing Carol and Dawn, lacki came back 
up the trail to retrieve luno. Murray heard the other 
horses ahead and ran down the trail as fast as he 
could, pausing occasionally to listen, then moving 
off again at a run when he heard the elamour of 
hooves on rocks . 

Half a mile down the trail he caught up to 

Flicka and Barney walking with their leadshanks 
trailing behind them. The story was now becoming 
elear. The three years of instructions on knots to 
tie horses had not been atotal success. Incredible 
versions of bowlines and half-hitches were stil! be-
ing attempted and with only lirnited success. 

Flicka and Barney realized they were free and took 
off at a gallop through a bog of knee-deep water 
which Murray had previously thought impenetra-
ble for horses. The horses could not be stopped on 
foot. 

Half way back to camp, Murray sawa light mov-
ing through the trees. He was surprised to see Dawn 
on luno and Carolon Beajo, both riding bareback 
in their long underwear. After making sure that the 
girls would stay on the trail of the horses until they 
caught them, he continued to the camp. 

Things were taking a turn for the better. Kelly 
Detchfield, foreman at the stables had instructed the 
girls to follow the trai! out on horseback. That meant 
they would be close behind the runaway horses with 
a reasonable chance to catch them. 

At camp Marg had a fire going and coffee on. 
Kelly was trying to convince the remaining horses 
to stay in camp, and wait for the planned depar-
ture at 10 a.m. 

Murray asked Kelly to saddle Bullet while he went 
to the tent to put on more clothes. He couldn't see 
himself riding through Falcon townsite at dawn in 
his underwear, following two loose horses and two 
girls in their underwear. lt might be difficult to 
explain. 

When he returned, Diamond was saddled. Kelly 
had picked the horse causing the most trouble. 
Diamond was not known for his sure footedness but, 
realizing there was no time to spare, Murray mount-
ed Diamond and set off to catch the girls. Instead 
of tak ing the trail out of camp the horses took a 
shortcut up the smooth rock. He slowed for a mo-
ment at the top and it seemed they might slide back 
down the rock. Somehow, his hooves found the grip 
they needed and he was over the top and into a gal-
lop. Diamond folIowed the twists and turns of the 
trail at a reckless pace. He charged down the poplar 
gully, jumped the fallen trees and elambered up the 
rocky slope on the far side. Murray checked him 
back at the little bog. Diamond lunged from the 
muck to the side of another smooth rock. His feet 
slipped and his hooves sent sparks flying as he strug-
gled to keep his footing. When they reached the 
creek, Diamond slid to a stop, then leaped across 
in what seemed like a bigger than necessary jump. 
When the open meadows of the ski slopes appeared, 
visibility improved. 

No horses or girls were in sight. Murray loosened 
the reins and Diamond raced to the top at a fast 
gallop. Murray stopped at the main road to adjust 
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the stirrups and check the traeks to make sure the 
other horses were stil! ahead of him. Flicka'.s traeks 
we re there in the gra vel heading home. Dlamond 
was not pleased with the delay and they were soon 
off at a gallop. A short time later, Murray heard 
the girls. Carol called out that they had the runa-

ways in tow. 
After an ali-out race with Bamey, Dawn leamed 

that Juno was not the fastest horse in the stables. 
She could not overtake Bamey and Flicka. She and 
Carol decided to tum off the flashlights so the horses 
wouldn't be spooked, then proceeded slowly to out-
manoeuvre the loose horses. When they caught up 
to the runaways, they were grazing. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSOMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt was possible 
to move in beside them and pick up the haltershanks. 
From then on it was back to camp to get some sleep 
and relate the stories of the night's events. 

You can bet knot-tying was at the top of the list 
for the next year's training session! ywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

TRANS-CANADA PIPELINES 

In the late 1950s with the expansion of distribu-
tion of naturai gas to eastem Canada a location just 
north of Falcon townsite was chosen for a pump-
ing station. 

When this operation first started it employed three 
men who lived in houses right at the site, plus several 
more that lived in the area. 

This operation brought more pupils for the school 
as whole families lived here. It also meant more jobs 
for some of the residents. As time went on the plant 
was tumed into an automatic operation and many 
of the families were moved to other locations with 
the company, leaving only work for one man and 
maybe at times two. 

In 1989 expansion at the plant brought a lot of 
work to the area, and a big upgrading to the plant. 

A loop line from the pumping station east to the 
Ontario border was aIs o built at the time. 

HISTORY: WHITESHELL 

COMMUNITY CLUB 

On October 29, 1958 a meeting was held at Fal-
eon Beach School at which a large num ber of local 
residents decided to form a Community Club. A mo-
tion was made by Gordon Hamilton to cali it 
"Whiteshell Community Club." 

The following people formed the first executive: 
President - Walter Melynk 
Secretary - Ella Schindler 
Treasurer - Sam Yanich 
Entertainment - Elsie McKinnon 

Jack Tod 

Martin Bucek 
Maude Hamilton 

This Club took over from the "Tea Time Ladies 
Club" that was formed in the fali of 1951 and each 
fali until 1958 to organize winter get-togethers for 
children and grownups, farewelIs, showers, etc. 
social evenings, the children's Christmas Concert 
and other activities. 

In January 1959 discussions started on the feasi-
bility of building a curling rink with club rooms at-
tached. In February 1959 the go ahead was given 
for construction. The task of raising the necessary 
funds then began and by the time it was cold enough 
to make ice, the curling rink was ready with tem-
porary club rooms attached. Ali this was built by 
volunteer labour. 

Regular curling began in December 1959 wit h 
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open ing ceremonies January 14, 1960. 1'11 attempt 
to give you some price comparisons . Curling rocks 
then cost $32.50 a pair. These same rocks are about 
$800.00 a pair now. 

Curling fees then were, men $12.50 and ladies 
$7.50. For the season of 1985-86 the fees we re 

$85.00. 
Memberships for the Community Club were $5.00 

a family when it started. Now the memberships are 
$50.00. _ 

The first bonspiels were hel d in 1960, a Men's 
January 29, 30 and 31 and a Cottage Owner's Mixed 
February 19, 20 and 21. The first Ladies Bonspiel 
was held February 25 and 26, 1960. The Mixed Bon-
spiels became so popular that in 1966 another one 
was added and now there is The Falcon Mixed, The 
Camper's Mixed, The Men's and Ladies' Bonspie!. 

In September 1960 a proposed layout for the new 
club rooms were drawn up and these club rooms 
are still in operation today. 

The main fund-raiser has been the Summer Week-
Iy Bingo. These started in July 1962 under the leader-
ship of Alf Gretzinger, and still continue every Wed-
nesday night during July and August. 

Another fund-raiser is the Snowmobile Poker 
Derby. It started February 1975. The first year it 
was a one day event with a dance at night. The next 
year the activities were expanded for a whole 
weekend and was called "Beaver Days." For a few 
years there was the crowning of the "Beaver Days 
Queen" at the Saturday night dance. This honour 
was bestowed to the girl who had raised the most 

money by selling tickets for raffles or skate-a-thons, 
bazaars, or teas. 

In October 1963 the Community Club and 
Curling Club amalgamated and have operated as a 
joint venture ever since. It was in the fali of 1963 
under the direction of Doug Drysdale that a float 
was built depicting the many different sports avail-
able in the Park and was entered in the Kenora Santa 
Claus Parade. On the float and leading the float 
were the local baton twirlers who were coached by 
Grace Proceviat. Some of the girls involved were 
Barbara Hamilton, Donna McKinnon, Kathleen 
Stem, Lori Ziemanski, Christine Podolchuk, Susa n 
Leoppky, Barbara Zimmerman, Donna Krysko, Lea 
and Lyn Pretzell, and Audrey Zimmerman. 

The float won the 1st Prize Shield which hung 
for many years in the Community Club. 

Some other important dates are September 1968 
when they decided to put in artificial ice. The esti-
mated cost for this was $15,000 (for which more 

fund-raising projects were needed). On March 15, 
1978 the Club became incorporated. 

Like all Community Clubs, Whiteshell is the 
center of a lot of the community activities such as 
the Falcon Beach School Christmas Concert, in-

struction c1asses, wedding socials/ receptions and 
bazaars. For a few years the United Church Serv-
ices were held there, before a church was built in 
the area. 

Over the years there have been a lot of changes 
and improvements made and a lot of this is done 
by volunteer help. Now there is a need for large ban-
quet and conference rooms so projects are being 
planned . Watch for notices of events. ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCB

The injormation jor this article was gathered by 
Ella Schindler, Vera Mayers, Gai! Harbottle, story 
by Olive Zimmerman. 

TEA-TIME ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBAyutrnliheaWUTSRPONLKJIHFEDCBALADIES CLUB 

The first club to organize in the West Hawk-
Falcon area started in the winter of 1951-52. Its main 
function was to provide some entertainment in the 
district. We held card parties, hard-time dances, box 
socials and Christmas parties for the children. We 
aIs o organized bridal showers and farewell parties, 
and any other activity that was needed. 

This club reorganized every fali and was active 
all winter , and every winter until the community 
club was built at Falcon when any and all assets were 
turned over to help furbish this community project. 

Some of the first members were Mrs. Janet Black-
well , Vicki Yanich, Doris Bellemere, Olive Zim mer-
man, Margaret Ealing, Maude Hamilton, Ella 
Schindler, Mabel Good and Marg Emes. This was 
an open club to all the ladies in the community and 
over its short Iifetime we had new immigrant ladies 
join us and also wives of seasonal workers in the 
area. Everyone had something to offer, sometimes 
it was a new form of entertainment and sometimes 
it was a new recipe. 

The following story, from the Whiteshell Echo, 
tells of part of one of the first Christmas concerts 
staged in the area. 

Asta Todd (IngoiI) Maude Hamllton, Elsie McKinnon 
and Edna Harbottle. One ol the many local rinks that 
curled annually at Kenora, Ontario. 
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One of the first concerts was held at what is now 
known as the Nite Hawk Cafe. ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBAyutrnliheaWUTSRPONLKJIHFEDCBAIn those days it was 

known as Jack's Dance Hall. Jack and his parents, 
Mr. and Mrs. Nicholson were year round residents. 
As there were not enough children to provide an en-
tire evening of entertainment, the ladies decided to 

present a Dialogue or One Act Play. 
The titIe of the play was "Please Sit Down to Sup-

per." The cast and plot of the play included a hus-
band his wife and the hi red man who were zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSOMLKJIHGFEDCBAIn the 
act or enjoying a dinner of venison steaks, just 
a little out of season, when much to their shock and 
surprise the Game Warden walks in. Ella Schindler 
directed the play. Doris Bellemere (Mr. and Mrs. 

Bellemere operated what is now known as Keystone 
Motel and Cabins) played the wife. Vicki Yanich 
(Mrs. Sam Yaanich of Sam's Garage) played the 
husband. Marj Emes (her husband was Forest 
Ranger, Game Warden and timber cruiser for this 

area) played the Game Warden. Olive Zimmerman 

(yours truly) played the hired hand. Rehearsals went 
normally with a lot of ad libbing. They did not pre-
pare us for the night of the concert. 

First, Ella arrived with real food - yes - right down 

to venison steaks and gravy! 
About half way through the play, a youngster who 

was sitting on the edge of the platform hollered out 
"When is this !!??!!??O. play going to end?" The 
audience roared! I can't recall how the husband and 
wife left the table and the stage but I do remem ber 

that I had to get rid of the venison steak and the 
dinner plate before the Game Warden spotted them. 
There was no way I could eat the steaks fast enough 
so I stood up (I was wearing a pair of Adolph's bush 
coveralls ) and I stuffed the delicious steaks, din-
ner plate, gravy and all into the poe ket of those old 
work overalls. The audience burst into laughter! My 

finalline was "Those Game Wardens sure are queer 
- ain't they?" 

The curtain came down. Off stage the rest of the 
cast including Ella were doubled over in laughter. 
I don 't know who laughed the longest and loudest 
- the audience or us. 

There have been concerts every year since that 
one. They have been held in a school room, the store 
at Star Lake, Penguin Lodge on PR 301, the Fores-
try kitchen at West Hawk, the first school and the 
present schoo!. After the club rooms were built at 
the curling rink the Concert has always been staged 
there. 

Another Christmas activity that started 16 or 17 
years ago was that of carolling. The young people 
would congregate after supper on Christmas Eve and 
walk from house to house at West Hawk Lake. 
When power toboggans became available the 
carollers would include Falcon Lake in this very 
popular holiday tradition. At times their means of 
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tra vel was a sleigh pulled by either horses or a trac-
tor. The num ber of participants has increased over 
the years. 

My records show that the first Christmas Eve serv-
ice was held at the West Hawk United Church in 

1977. Before we had our own full-time minister 
a guest minister would drive out from Steinbach: 

Oakbank or Keewatin to officiate at the service. This 
annual event stil! tak es place. 

WHITESHELL CURLERS 
OPEN FINE NEW RINK 

January, 1960 

By Scott Y Harper 

Falcon Lake, Man. (Staff) - They didn't have 
a curling rink so the gents of the Whiteshell Com-

munity Club had to do something about it. They 
got busy last fall and built one of the nicest, three-

sheet curling emporiums you could wish to see 
anywhere. 

And here's one for the book! They hardly spem 
anickel, outside of the material for the electric wir-
ing and the 57 laminated rafters strung over the 
curling surface. Of course, the gents of this 

widespread area, which is a popular summer ren-
dezvous for thousands of Winnipeg citizens, had to 
spend alittle do-rae-me, which they raised in the 
usual procedure. 

* * * * 
In the early spring of last year the 25 men in the 

Whiteshell area went out and cut the lumber, un-
der the capable supervision of Chief Forester Jim 

Sommers. Jim, it needn't be said, is an ardem curl-
er, "though I'm not a very good one," he ad mit-
ted with a grin. 

But sometimes it wasn't easy getting at the tall 

timbers so they had to build roads to haul out the 
lumber. But what's building a road in the life of 

these progressive residents? 
So they hauled out the lumber for their rink. But 

it was in the raw. The lumber had to be cut to a 
size, trimmed and planed. And they did this job 
themselves. "Do it yourself" is a continent-wide ex-

pression among amateur artisans, and we can say 
that about the Whiteshell folks. Incidentally, the 
area contains about 30 families. 

After these hardworking gents had cut and 

trimmed the lumber, the next operation was to bUlld 
a rink. "And we only started about last October, 
when you city fellows start curling, to build our 
modest rink," said Gordon Hamilton, secretary of 
the curling club. 

"We don't like that word 'modest' Gordon. You 
fellows have built a rink which everybody should 
be proud of," we told him and his three colleagues, 



president Don McKinnon , Lyle Moffat and Ed 
Schindler. Had the rink been built by contractors 
it would have cost well over $40,000. 

........ 
The clubrooms are just a "get by" for this sum-

mer. They intend to tear down the temporary build-
ing and erect nice clubrooms with upstairs accom-
modation and locker rooms in the basement. Y ou 
can't beat these Whiteshell fellows. They're going 
to do the job themselves. 

... ... ... zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTPONMLJIHGFDCBAywvutsrponlkihgfedcbaWUTPONMLJIHGFDCBA. 
A smali community you say? Yes, but they're gen-

tlemen with big hearts, so it's congratulations all 
around for the residents of the Whiteshell, who have 
done a great job in building a curling rink which 
will be a great asset to everybody in the scattered 
area. 

Of course, when any community builds a new rink 
they have to celebrate the occasion. So it was an in-
formai affair in the Fakon Lake Motel Thursday 
night, for the dinner which was folIowed by a few 
friendly games at the rink . 

President Don McKinnon said a few words about 
the new rink and how it all came about, and Hon. 
C. H. Whitney, minister of mines and natural 
resources, paid a fine compliment to Whiteshell 
residents. 

"You gentlemen have done a wonderful job," 
said Mr. Whitney, who was accompanied by deputy 
minister S. W. Schortinghuis. And of course the 
friendly neighbors of the Whiteshell area, Ed 
Malkowski and Steve Lycar from Rennie and 
Whitemouth, were there to add their congratula-
tions. Gordon McTavish brought greetings from the 
Manitoba Curling Association and Scott y Harper 
spoke for the press. 

The highlight of the night was the presentation 
of a fine curling trophy and prizes set up for an-
nual competition by Mike Manchulenko . 

... ... ... ... ... 

In the friendly curling matches Gordon McTav-
ish skipped the MCA rink of Jack Beech, Earl 
Jenkins and Earl Sherman, while Lorne Leech of 
the Whiteshell Echo and SI. Vi tal Lance and Ken 
Thompson made up another rink. 

The rink is known as the Whiteshell Community 
Curling Club. Elden Leoppky is president of the 

community club, with Sam Yanich and Ella Schin-
dler, treasurer and secretary. Gordon Hamilton is 
secretary of the curling club. ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBAyutrnliheaWUTSRPONLKJIHFEDCBA

BONSPIELlTIS 
By Olive Zimmerman 

Some people get the curling bug, 
Others ski for their arthritis, 
But I enrolled in something new 
I called it Bonspielitis 
Many with brooms in hand do go 
To the curling rink nearby 
While I sit home with our wee ones 
And sing them a lulIaby . 
When early one frosty evening 
Some neighbor folks dropped in, 
To ask if I wouldn't join them 
In a mixed bonspiel about to begin. 
I said I would be delighted 
To give those gray rocks a spin, 
So early the next morning 
II was oni y a mere 20 below 
And me clad in six layers of woollies, 
I gave that gray rock a throw. 
The first two games were quite even, 
We had a loss and a win to show 
But late that very same evening 
When I'd lost my get-up-and-go 
We tackled our third opponent 
And dropped to the thirds with a blow. 
Nowa sorry sight was I next morning 
When 8:30 we appeared on the ice, 
For I had some mighty stiff muscles 
And my throat was gripped in a vice. 
But our spirits lifted as we proceeded, 
And it was all tied up coming home 
Then wit h their last rock they succeeded, 
And we quietly took our brooms and went HOME. 



A wedding at West Hawk United Church. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
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A bridal shower at Birchwood Hall , West Hawk 
United Church. 

Baby Jesus' Birthday, West Hawk Lake United 
Church. 



"Pot ol Gold" hunt at High 
Lake cross-country ski 
shack March 17, 1991. 

Trying the new T-bar ski 
slopes, Falcon Lake. 

Overnight trip at cause
way on Falcon Lake_ 

Nancy Greene ski race, 
Falcon Lake 1991 . zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

169 



Toniata Beach, Falcon Lake 1940 ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

FALCON LAKE SUBDIVISIONS 

NORTH SHORE 
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/ ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

TONIATA AREA zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

Serving the public in a tourist area has sure had 
its rewards. There are the memories people share 
with one another, the triais and problems endured 
together and the relaxing atmosphere all around 
when people are away from the strain of everyday 

work. 
These stories were shared by the campers around 

Toniata campgrounds. The first one happened one 
day when two campers saw smoke coming out of 
every door, windowand crack of a nearby cottage 
up on the hill. They ran up the hill and went through 
every room in the cottage looking for the owner who 
was nowhere to be found. They then removed an 
empty frying pan, the source of the smoke, that was 
on a hot plate element that was tumed on high. They 
tumed off the power and went looking for the own-
er. They had a good idea where to look, as the owner 
had a garden some distance off in the bush that he 
spent a lot of time in. That was where they found 
him, working away among his flowers. He had com-
pletely forgotten he had started his supper. 

Another time, this gentleman bumed out the 
c1utch in his little car and asked a fellow to give him 
a tow to the city. The man had a new car so he said 
he would prefer to push him. When they got to the 
c10verleaf at the Falcon entrance, instead of going 
under the highway, they went directly onto the high-
way. The gate attendant called out, "You can't go 
on the highway there." The fellow in the broken 
down car yelled back, "I'm Mr. so and so. 1'11 do 
it if I want to," and he did. 

These are som e of the memories that still bring 
smiles when told in the campgrounds. 

EARLY DAYS OF TONIATA 

By Myrtle Bashford 

Curiosity brought us to it!!! My husband was 
hearing so many fish stories about that end of Fal-
con Lake - even by casting off the harbour! So we 
decided to make our Sunday drive out there in the 
summer of '34 or '35. We set off down to 'The 
Locks' then No. l, now No. 44, through Beausejour, 
Garson (the stone quarry), Tyndall, Whitemouth 
(big hill and bridge), Rennie (Forestry headquart-
ers) to Sam's Garage, where we tumed off the high-
way on to a narrow traj] till we came to a sign saying 
'Toniata' . We looked at each other wit h a silent, 
"Shall we?" This trail through the woods was rocks 

and ruts. We could walk but we had two little girls, 
seven and three years old. It wasn't all bad and we 
found that at least four other families had done it, 
as there were four tents along the shore in the shade 
of a row of handsome trees. They all came out to 
greet us and showed that they were enjoying life with 
nature. 

Someone made coffee on a big black woodstove 
under a shelter. We ate our lunch and talked to 
strangers as though we had known them alI our lives. 

Next weekend, when we came down on Saturday 
and stayed until Sunday evening, there were five 
tents along the shore. Everything was shared. A 
heavy cast-iron frying pan that was left at the stove 
was excellent for frying bacon and eggs, par excel-
lent for frying fish. Someone had left an iron rack 
toaster, someone else a large kettle and a coffee pot. 
Close by was a stool that held a hand was h basi n 
and soap dish. A wire was hung from branch to 
branch for a towe!. A pail of water sat on the stool, 
also, and a mirror was tacked to a tree. 

We spent many a weekend there and my hus band 
caught many fish. Next year, a big wind blew a tree 
down, luckily lengthwise with the lake. The Fore-
stry thought it unsafe, cut a11 the trees down and 
ordered us to move to the center of the grounds in 
fuli blaze of the sun. 

When the road had some work done on it trail-
ers began to come in. They were placed against the 
hill so there were two distinct sections. They had 
their own little stoves and more equipment and 
didn't need the help of the tenters. 

Poison ivy grew on the hill, as some found out 
to their sorrow. 

Drinking water came from a pump on the grounds 
and an artesian well at West Hawk Lake. 

Over the hills there were quantities of blueber-
ries and raspberries. People made a day's excursion 
to pick pails of them, then spent days canning them 
on the woodstove. Some, of course, were saved for 
pies baked in the oven. At certain seasons there were 
plenty of pincherries and chokecherries. (We a1ways 
had pincherry jelly for Christmas.) We had big bon-
fires with a sing-song, maybe a1so a com roast. Each 
year the road was improved and more trailers and 
more tents arrived until it was a thriving community. 

We had trips around the countryside and saw that 
West Hawk was progressing and had more trees and 
shade, so we decided to leave Toniata and lease in 

West Hawk. 
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),{r·S. Carricre with one Dr her hobbics, growing cactus plants yvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAyvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAyvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAyvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCA

Unique Hobbies Shorfen Winfer 
For Fa/eon Lake Woman 

(Frum ｔｬｩ＠ Cullhln ",ew" ｉｈｬｮ｢Ｎ｣ｬｬｬ＠

"j ol;""',)y.; flnd that the ..... in!er5 one oi ｾｨ･ｳ･＠ is sc.-wn on to zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA:l gc:ls them irce, .Mrs. Carrierc "H'.;; a lot oi work. movillg 

ar(' lO)/) $hon, sars ｾｴｲｳＬ＠ Alf }ackf't t:,at waB Blatc-d to go to a col1C'cts ｨ･ｭ＠ _ aiter thirty those planlS around:' says her 

ｃＺｲｮｬＧｲｬＧ＠ who with her hu.sba:1(] ma"Querade dance man)' rears y!'ars, sh!' has 292 diUercnt sels_ husband. Alf. "When we move 

11\-"" ,,:1 Toniata Bcadl at Falcon ago, but Dolly ､ｩ｣ｮＧｴ＠ gpl it lin- ' At ｦＡｲｾｴ＠ I .lIso kepI the plain lo our winler quarlers on West 

LJk,-. T'J !l,any thlS would Sl'i.'m i"llu:'d in tim(' for lhe dance and uli lity kll)ds but tllat wasn'l Hawk !..ake. I have to make 

,I ｾｉｲＬＮｮｧＢ＠ "ta\pmcnt, comillg afh'rward,; it l>cc.'\mc S(') hC3\'Y mu oh fun_ Naw I ke(')} them onlYlaboul ｨｲ･･＠ to .four trips for ｴｨｾ＠

lr'lIn Ｎ［ＧｭｬＧｾＧＡＱｴＧ＠ In'ln/( Sol) cI(,..!' lo ｉｾｗｬＧｬｬｬｹ＠ pounds.) ｴＮＱ［ｬｴ＠ il \,\,';JS too,if they arc old and intercsting caclu:<; plants alone" 

:1 1'>\Tly tik", bu: ".\'I1Cll :'I-lr.i lIfleumforlabl .. tn w!'<lr Among for somt' other ｲ･｡ｾｯｮ｟Ｂ＠ ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywutsronmlkihedcbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedcbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedbaQOMJIDCBOl the forty varieties, there is 
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'er ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

TONIATA LODGE zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

Toniata Camp was built about 1935 by E.J . Tho-
mas. From then ｵｮｴｩ＠ the camp was sold in ａｰｲｩ＠
1963 he owned the larger percentage of the camp. 
He always had working partner s who lived on the 
site and operated the business ｷｨｩ･＠ he continued 
with his job in St Boniface as Crown prosecutor. 

The first partners he had were Mr and Mrs Bill 
Steadsman. They lived at the camp, maintained it 
and ran it. Margaret Reid , who worked for Mrs 
Steadsman, said you might have to do anything at 
the camp in those days. She can remem ber helping 
to shingle No. 1 cabin roof with shingles that had zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
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been made right there. They also made bread and 
sold it to the cottagers, as well as serve it to their 
customers who could eat in the lodge as it had din-
ing room facilities for their own guests. Many of 
their customers were American fishermen and they 
allliked to eat there. The laundry was done by hand 
or a hand washing machine and dried outside, then 
ironed. In wet weather, drying lines were strung 
inside. 

Mr. Thomas came to the lake on Friday evenings 
and went back to the city Sunday nights. Most of 
the time he rod e the bus. He loved this country so 
much that he often came out in the winter , always 
bringing supplies with him in a shopping bag or a 
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"",J., ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAsrolIHCAobVUTSRONLIHEDB VUTSRONIHEDBVUTSRONIHEDBVUTSRONIHEDBUTSROIHE............ Ol,> D r wvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWSPLFCAuonldaFCdaCWTSLKHECAWTSLKHECAWTSLKHECAWTSLKHECACCCC' _ _ Ｎｾｾ＠ zyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronlecSPJC
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Map Toniata Beach with streets (roads) named 
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1965 July, new stare at Toniata zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

gunny sack. 
When he came out to the camp in the winter in 

the early days, sameone would have to meet him 
at Sam's Oarage with a team of horses and a sleigh 
(this was at nine o'clock at night) to tak e him to 
the camp, then drove him back to catch the bus on 
Sunday evening. This was a long cold trip along a 
bush trail. There were times he walked all the way 
into camp. 

When Mr. Thomas started the camp, the govern-
ment was starting to survey lots for people to build 
on. He bought some of these lots and hi red men to 
build cottages on them. He had a saw mili and Dick 
Oood operated it in the mid 1930s and much of the 
lumber in the first cottages, in and around Tonia-
ta, was all from local timber. Sometime when you 
are driving around, look at the timbers in some of 
the log buildings in the area and see the si ze of the 
trees that used to grow in this area. 

Mr. and Mrs. Steadsman were with Mr. Thomas 
for about 10 years more or less. When they wanted 
a change they got a lot (Block I Lot I) on Falcon 
and built a half log siding cottage. They were go-
ing to live in it and build cottages in the area, but 
took a job with Mr. MacKenzie at C.B.C. camp at 
West Hawk Lake, so they sold their cottage to Dr. 

Original ice-house and storage shed with staff sleep-
ing quarters. 

and Mrs. White, who later sold it to Mr. and Mrs. 
O.B. Scrivener. 

The next working partners were Ed and Ella 
Schindler who arrived in May 1946, and the story 
of that period is contributed by the Schindlers. 

1946· Ed Schindler and staff (Ralph and Erwin) at 
Toniata camp. 

1946 . Learning the busi· 
ness, Ed Schindler and ｨｾｬｰ ﾷ＠
ers delivering ice to cablOs. 
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After many coats ot linseed oil , the cabins had 
turned black, a paint job brought renewed lite to them. 

The camp was sold in 1963 when the Schindlers 

moved to their new home in Falcon townsite. Mr. 

Thomas continued to come to the summer cottage 

he had built years earlier and where he and his wife 

and their two sons , David and Ted, had stayed. 

Ella Schindler on sleigh, daughter Merna is musher. 

About 1947 - this hay was cut at the Lily Pond, and 
before thera was a truck at camp big enough to haul 
it, the hay was brought to camp with horses and 
wagon. 

Heading trom Shoal Lake to Camp Lake. 

Mr. Thomas was a great lover of nature and wrote 
poems about the beauty of FaJcon Lake. He c1eared 

a small patch of land and planted different kinds 
of fruit trees . For years he knocked at doors with 

an armful of the nicest crispest rhubarb. He could 
grow the largest dahlias I ever saw. As the years ad-

vanced on him, we used to store his root bulbs for 
the winter. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIn the spring, he wouJd tell me how to 

divide them. He couldn't see well enough to do it 
himself, but he knew how many eyes he wanted on 

each tuber. 

Mr. Steadsman at Toniata 1936·37 
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The Falcon Lake (Toniata) gang 1938, note the ten
nis court in background. 

Cottage owners still comment on Mr. Thomas' 
yellow tea roses or fruit trees. He spent long hours 
moving rocks, bringing soil from places like East 
Braintree in pails and tubs and carrying water by 
the pailful up hill. Often he went to his little garden 
to pick something for his lunch, only to find a squir
rei or gopher had beaten him to it. 

Several owners succeeded the original owners . The 
first were Mr. and Mrs. Smith and their daughter 
and son-in-law. Then there were the Fedoryshyns 
who had a partner when they took over for a year 
or 50. They sold to the Mandzuiks, Joan and Andy, 
who sold to the present owners, the Bartel Brothers 
who have turned the camp into a condo-like estab
lishment. 

With each set of new owners there were chan ges 
and upgrading. Schindlers wrote about the com ing 
of electricity, the building of the store and two more 
cabins. The Smith s removed four cabins and 
replaced them with two double housekeeping units 
with bathrooms. Fedoryshyns did a lot of remodel
!ing to the main lodge, moving the kitchen to the 

Cook house, Toniata campgrounds 1950 
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Falcon Lake gang about 1938 at Toniata dock. 

Toniata campgrounds 1954. Note: tents on one side, 
trailers on the other. 

sunroom 50 you could see the stare and keep an eye 
on things out front while working in the house. They 
also installed a bathroom in the lodge. The Mand
zuiks did a lot of modernizing to the cabins wit h 
carpet, windows and bathrooms. Living quarters 
we re made in the part of the stare that had been 
the restaurant. 

The days are gone when people only want a roof 
over their head and a bed to sleep in when they corne 
to the lake. Naw they want all the luxuries of horne. 
As with many others the smali cabins of yesteryear 
are naw comfortable'larger cabins to accent today's 
!ivingstyle. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

EDlTOR'S NOTE 

We have no records of all the people who worked 
in the development of the camps in the Whiteshell, 
but in the spring of 1937 Nik Feilberg of East Bram
tree took a job of getting out building logs for a 
man (E.J. Thomas) who was starting a surnmer 
resort at the lake same twenty miles away (TonIata 
Lodge on Falcon Lake). The distance was 50 far 
in tho;e days that you went and would stay till the 

job was done . 
This was not the very beginning of Toniata as 

some stories tell of activities there at the camp a few 
years ear!ier . 
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AT FALCON LAKE 

Bast from the gates of the city, 
Aspan of a hundred miles, 
It lies asleep in the virgin hills 
Asleep wit h emerald isles, 

On a silver bosom cradled, 
That mirrors the sky's deep blue, 
And granite cliffs that were old and grey 
When man and his dreams we re new. 

A wind-swept, sun-drenched eyrie 
I shaU seek on a rock I know, 
The green of the pines above me, 
The green of the grass below: 

And there I shaU idly ponder, 
Ponder the long day through
And fast as they fali asunder, 
My dream castles build anew. 

Tribes of forgotten red men 
ShaU people the lake once more; 
Their birch canoes on its waters, 
Their camp fires on its shore. 

TiIl night and a silver stairway 
That leads to a crescent moon, 
And argent headlands that echo 
That lonely cry of the loon. 

And so shall slumber woo me, 
And a whispering poplar tree, 
My tent high-pillared with star tipped spruce 
The sky for a canopy. 

East of the gates of the city 
Grey granite and ancient trees, 
And rocky leagues of pine-ribbed shore 
And dawn, and a balsam breeze. 

That fondles the jade-green tresses 
The shimmering birch-tree wears, 
And day-and-night-Iong caresses 
My Falcon Lake chaumiere. 

This poem was written by E.J. Thomas, a form
er owner of Toniata Lodge at Falcon Lake. 

TONlATA SUBOIVISION 

The first surveying done around Falcon Lake was 
around Toniata and Faloma Beaches on the north 
shore. The only access to the lake was from High
way No. ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDBywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDBywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDBywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDByvutsronmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDB44 at West Hawk Lake. At that time the 
blocks were given names, not numbers, and the 
names were taken from beaches in the vicinity. Some 

of the roads were given nam es too. The road be
tween the campground and Lots l to l I was named 
Adelaine Street. Frances Street is the road in front 
of Toniata cabins. Marion Street goes up the hill 
behind the store. 

During my research I could not find who built 
most of the cottages, whether it was the owner or 
hired carpenters, but it is noted that many of them 
had the same log siding when they were new. The 
road to these cabins was named Adelaine Street. 
Early map s of the area have aU the streets named. 

With the hel p of Judy Buchanan (Bennett) and 
a few other oldtimers I have put together the fol
lowing history of some of the first cottages, with 
stories from some of the present owners. 

Lot l - The cottage was built for Mr. and Mrs. 
PaschaU in 1934. The second owner was a family 
by the name of Lee who worked for Eaton's. Who 
else owned this cottage isn't known, but the present 
owners are Lois and Cecil Bums. 

WONDERFUL "SOMMER-TIMES" 
IN THE WHITESHELL 

By Elmer E. Sommer 

My first recoUection of any involvement by the 
Som mer family with the area known as the 
WhitesheU Provincial Park dates back 50 years to 
the summer of 1938 when it was still officially the 
WhitesheU Forest Reserve. 

As a lad of 14, I accompanied my parents and 
my lO-year-old si ster on one of our Sunday excur
sions to an indeterminate destination. We set out 
from our home in Morris and drove in a northeaster
Iy direction, intersecting at Ste Anne with the Old 
Dawson Trail. We proceeded eastward on this trail 
to Hadashville. Up to that point it was not too bad 
aroad. Thinking that we would in due course con
nect up with P.T.H. l, now known as P.T.H. 44, 
somewhere in Eastem Manitoba, we continued on 
along the Dawson Trail which before very long de-

1947 . Typical Ilat-bottomed lishing boat. 
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teriorated into very little more than twa ruts through 
the bush. II eventually reached the state where we 
could no longer turn around, so.we were forced to 

continue slowly and painfully forward until finally 
we emerged into a clearing on the shore of Falcon 
Lake at a point either at or near the location of the 
present day Falcon Beach townsite. The trail ap
peared to terminate there and though we we re but 
four or five miles as the crow flies from P.T.H . I, 
there was no possible way to get b'y car to connect 
up with it from where we were. 

II was then late in the afternoon and we were left 
with no alternative but to turn around and retrace 
our route back down that wilderness trail for it 
seemed like fifty miles all the way to Hadashville 
before we came to a connecting road that took us 
over to P.T.H. ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYTSONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaTSNMLKJIHGFEAywutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaTSNLIHFEAywutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaSNLIHFEAywutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaTSNMLJIHGFEAl and a relatively smooth road home. 

In retrospect, it is alittle frightening to speculate 
on the very serious predicament that we would have 
found ourselves in had we had any car trouble way 
out there in the wilderness, far from any assistance. 

My next, and more intimate, encounter with the 
Whiteshell occurred two years later in July of 1940 
when I accompanied my parents and sister on a short 
holiday trip. 

We proceeded down P.T.H. I to Rennie and then 
north on a winding road past Brereton, Red Rock 
and Jesslca Lakes to White Lake. I recall this road 
being so narrow and winding that, if upon round
lOg one of the many curves , one met an oncoming 
vehicle, one vehicle had to back up to the nearest 
wide spot in the road to enable the other one to get 
by . 

. At White Lake we overnighted for several nights 
10 the cablOs, then operated by Mr. and Mrs . C. W. 
ｃｵ｣ｫｾ･ｹ＠ .. II ｾ｡ｳ＠ at this time that I received my in
doctnnatlon IOtO the sport of fishing. From that time 

on, I was the one who was thoroughly hooked . 
At that tJme, the road for all intents and purposes 

ended at White Lake, but there was a rudimentary 
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1956 - New boat 'Aqua. 
belle' Linda and Helen on 
dock, Eleanor and daughter 
in boat. 

trailleading north to the shore of Green Lake, which 
by boat crossover and a short portage, gave access 
to Big Whiteshell Lake . I recall that we set out on 

this trail one afternoon in the 1940 Mercury sedan 
that my father was driving and after winding around 
and over rocks and stumps for several miles and 
practically wrecking the underside of the car due to 
its relatively 10w ground clearance, we realized that 
further progres S was foolhardy. So, with great 
difficulty, we got ourselves turned around and head
ed back for White Lake. It was not unti! a few years 
later, after the trai! had been improved somewhat, 

that we did get to Green Lake and over to Big 
Whiteshell Lake. 

We travelled to White Lake once Dr twice each 
year during the early 1940's and were constantly en-

1947 - Eleanor Linklator (Sommer) proudly display' 
ing the fish she caught in Faleon Lake. 
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1947 . Emilie Sam mer leeding deer al 'Buli 
Bungalow'. 

thralled by the tremendous fishing. I remember one 
day in late October, 1942, standing on the shore of 
White Lake and casting my lure. It was cold and 
bIustery, half raining and half snowing, but with 
every cast I hooked a fish, mostly northern pike, 
but also quite a few walleye. I finally had to give 
up because my hands got too cold. 

By this time aur farnily, along with the family of 
my uncle and aunt, Mr. and Mrs. Ed Schwark, also 
of Morris, was completely enamored of the 
Whiteshell. In the summer of 1944, while I was 
home on furlough from the army, the Sommer and 
Schwark families took a short holiday trip to Fal
eon Lake, where we camped for a few days in the 
campground at Toniata Beach. 

During a visit to the local store, operated, if I 
recall correctly, by the Schindler family, my father 
and uncle became aware that the summer cottage 
located on Lot l, the first one up the hill from the 
public dock and beach, was up for sale. This cot
tage, quite possibly the first private summer home 
on Faleon Lake, had been built back in 1931 by the 
manager of the Hudson's Bay Co. stere in Winni
peg (so we were told) and now for family reasons 
was up for sale. 

After inspecting the premises and receiving con
siderable encouragement from the other members 
of the Sommer and Schwark families, my father and 
uncle purchased the cottage in partnership and we 
became the pro ud owners of our first summer resi
dence. The building was of bungalow style, built of 

logs and painted a buff co lor , and so was prompt
Iy christened Buff Bungalow. 

Back in those days, Faleon was still somewhat off 
the beaten track, with the main centre of activity 
in that part of the Whiteshell being located at West 

Hawk Lake, which was right on P.T.H. l. 
Consequently, for the first decade of our residence 

at Falcon, we practically had the place to ourselves. 
Ours was one of only about two dozen cottages on 
the lake and on any given weekend one would have 
been hard pressed to encounter more than half a 
dozen other boats on the lake. It was truly almost 
an unspoiled virgin paradise in those days. Fishing 
was perhaps not as spectacular as in the northern 
lakes such as White and Big Whiteshell, but was 
satisfactory, and for just pure enjoyment of natur
al beauty the east end of the lak e was unsurpassed. 

The amount of time that I was able to spend at 
the cottage was unfortunately limited by the fact that 
home was 155 miles away in Morris, where I oper
ated an auto dealership and garage in partnership 
with my father. I recall many instances of working 
until 11:30 p.m. on a Saturday night, going horn e 
and sleeping until 4 a.m., getting up and jumping 
in the car, driving the 155 miles to the lake via Win
nipeg, Lockport, Beausejour, Whitemouth and Ren
nie to Sam's Corner at Penniac Bay, West Hawk 
Lake and then south on the road through the bush 
to Toniata Beach. Arriving at the cottage about 8:30 
a.m., one would spend most of the day on the lake 
fishing, with departure for the return trip to Mor
ris occurring between 7:30 and 8 p.m. so as to be 
back home for wark again on Monday morning. 
Long weekends were a bonu s because then one had 
two days to spend at the lake. 

Shortly after meeting my wife-te-be, Eleanor, in 
early 1947, I had the pleasure of introducing her to 
the beauties of the Whiteshell and the joys of cot
tage life by inviting her to a family outing at Buff 
Bungalow on the Victoria Day weekend. She im
mediately became an avid "Whiteshell fan" and has 
remained so to this day. During the years folIow
ing our marriage in 1948 and the arrival of our five 
children, there were many occasions when we en
gaged in the Sunday morning ritual of all piling into 

1947 - Taniala Beach, Sam mer and Schwark 
Families. 

179 



aur car ar station wagon at 4 a.m. along with aur 
supplies and taking off for a day at the cottage, 
returning home in the evening bane tired, but happy. 

Another incident I recall rather vividly occurred 
late in the falI sometime in the latter 1940's. My par
ents and ＠ were at Buff Bungalow, probably for the 
purpose of cios ing it for lhe winter , when we we re 
contacted for aur assistance in a very serious situa
tion. There had been a crew of men al wark on the 
south shore of the lake clearing bush for develop
ment purposes. One of the workers had been slruck 
by a falling tree and was in desperate need of med
ｩ｣｡＠ attention. My father had a large and very sta
ble flal-bottomed boat thal he had built himself, 
which was equipped with lhe 9.7 H.P. Evinrude that 
we had purchased as our first outboard motor in 
1944. 

The weather that day was terrible, col d with a 
bIustery north wind that made the lake fairly rough, 
especially towards the south side, all in all condi

tions that were not at all favorable for venturing 
forth onto the lake. However, in view of the seri
ousness of the situation, we set out and worked aur 
way over to the south shore, loaded the poor fel
low, who was comatose and obviously in very bad 
shape, into the boat and eventually got him back 
to the north shore. There he was loaded into a wait
ing vehicle and transported to the hospital in 
Kenora. Unfortunately, his injuries were so severe 
that he did not survive, but at least we felt that we 
had dane what we could to give him achance. 

Although we did not foresee it at the time , in the 
early 1950's events were unfolding that would soon 
shatter the peace and quiet of our idyllic Falcon Lake 
paradise. The building of the current P.T.H. I along 
the north shore of the lake and the subsequent open
ing up of the south shore unleashed a flood of de
velopment and traffic that soon badly eroded our 
sense of privacy. The campground in the hollow be
low aur cottage became increasingly crowded and 
noisy, to the extent that my father began seriously 
looking around for another location in the 
Whiteshell that would offer more peace and quiet. 
In the summer of 1956, Parks Branch opened up 
for cottage development the subdivision known as 
Block 2 on Eleanor Lake. My father put in bids on 
several lots that he thought had potential and was 
awarded the opportunity to lease Lot zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAII in the twelve 
lot Block. Subsequently, in the fali of that year, he 
and my mother set up camp in a smali trailer on 
the site, and he, singlehandedly with just my 
mother's assistance, began clearing the lot and then 
started and completed construction of a three 
bedroom summer home on the site. 

We officially inaugurated the occupation of the 
ｰｲ･ｾｩｳ･ｳ＠ with a family gathering of my parents, my 
famlly and my sister's family on the Victoria Day 
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long weekend in 1957. 

In 1963, with the arrival of several more grand
children in the intervening years, my father felt that 
the cottage was naw too smali, so he built an addi
tion housing two more bedrooms. Another facel of 
our Whileshell experience dealt with the love of aur 
family for boating. In the winter of 1955-56, using 
our garage building in Morris as our construction 
site, my father and I built an 18 foot cabin cruiser. 
＠ recall making a special trip to Minneapolis in Janu
ary of 1956 to obtain and bring back the necessary 
materials to cover the marine plywood hull with a 
skin of fibreglass mat and resin. At that time this 
process was so new that these materials were not 
yet available in Manitoba. We equipped this boat 
with twin 35 H.P. Evinrude outboard motors and 
had a special trailer built for transporting it. We 
named her "Aquabelle", had her registered as No. 
5F-2026, and our family launched her at Faloma 
Beach on Falcon Lake on Mother's Day, 1956. She 
became a familiar sight as our family cruised the 
length and breadth of the lake until we transferred 
our base of operations to our Eleanor Lake cottage. 
From that base, she explored that stretch of the Win
nipeg River ranging from near Pi nawa upstream to 
Sturgeon Falls, and was the vehicle for many hap
py family excursions and fishing trips, as well as act
ing as the tow boat for our waterskiing children and 

their friends. 
For a num ber of years after 1957, my parents 

divided their time between the cottage at Falcon in 
which they still had a half-interest, and their new 
place on the Winnipeg River at Eleanor Lake. 
However, with the sudden passing of my aunt in 
the spring of 1963, my uncle lost interest in the Fal
con Lake property , and since aur family really did 
not need twa cottages at that time, Buff Bungalow 
was put up for sale and sold in the fali of 1963 to 
a Winnipeg family named Bums. 

While having to give up aur intimate relationship 
with beautiful Falcon Lake was an emotional and 
heart-wrenching experience, especially for our chil
dren, it did, nevertheless afford us the opportunity 
to devote ourselves wholeheartedly to the develop
ment and enjoyment of aur new place on the shore 

of Eleanor Lake. 
Over the ensuing years, it has been an intensely 

interesting and rewarding experience to participate 
in the transformation of a piece of lakefront 
pro perty from a tangle of underbrush, rocks and 
weeds into a cottage site with rolling lawns, genIle 
sloping sand beach and burgeoning evergreens. Cer
tainly, it has required a lot of hard work and much 
tender loving care, but the end result is more ｴｨ｡ｾ＠
adequate compensation. My father, who was a dedl
cated workaholic, left his imprint on this property 
and we regard it as a tangible reminder of hIS love 
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and devotion to his family. We felt it only appropri
ate to give our summer retreat the name of Som

mer Haven. 
lt was quite obvious that my parents both der

ived a great deal of pleasure and satisfaction from 
the time that they spent at their cottages. My father 
was also an arden t fisherman, and from his bases 
at bot h Falcon and Eleanor Lakes, he mounted fre
quent fishing expeditions to other lakes such as 
High, Big Whiteshell, Lone Island and Horseshoe 
as well as on the Whiteshell and Rennie Rivers. 

On the Winnipeg River, which ran right past his 
doorstep at Som mer Haven, he was particularly fas
cinated by and became quite adept at the catching 
of goldeye and mooneye and he would invariably 
return to base with limit catches. He was also very 
much at home in the woods and as an avid berry 
and mushroom picker would range far and wide in 
search of prime specimens. He truly loved the greal 
ouldoors and for the thirty years between 1940 and 
his passing in 1970 he made the Whileshell his prime 
staging area. 

Our children also have spent many enjoyable 
hours during their years of growing up engaged in 
swimming, boating, water skiing and exploring, us
ing our cottages as a base of operations. They have 
developed a fondness for the area to the extent that 
one of our daughters and her husband in 1987 pur
chased the cottage located on the little island situ
ated in Nutimik Lake just opposite the mouth of 
the Whiteshell River. If anything, they have an even 
greater degree of enthusiasm for the Whiteshell and 
cottage life than my wife and I have. 

While I have seen a great number of changes in 
the Whiteshell during the 50 years that I have known 
it, such as the provision of electricity and telephone 
service to cottages, the extension and improvement 
of road systems, the proliferation of subdivisions 
and cottages, as well as much increased tourist and 
campground traffic, the fact remains that the area 
is still basically an unspoiled wilderness setting of 
unsurpassed natural beauty. My wife and I both con
sider ourselves privileged and are very grateful to 
have had lhe opportunity to avail ourselves of its 
pleasures for such a long period of time. One of our 
fondest hopes is that we may continue to enjoy the 
Whiteshell for many years to come. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

TONIATA LOT 1 - 1941-1990 

By Lois Burns 

In 1941, the first year after I married Cecil Burns, 
I was to become aware of a very beautiful spOI in 
Manitoba called Toniata, an Indian name. 

As we first came in sighl of Falcon Lake at Tonia
ta, I sawa beautiful spot for camping. About two 
acres of enticing, tall swaying grass at one end and 

tapering from there to a more exposed or c1eared 
area approaching the lake, very suitable for pitch
ing a tent. 

The lake was shallow enough and protected in a 
small bay to make it ideal for launching and anchor
ing fishing boats. This Toniata bay was also suita
ble for the poorest and youngest swimmers. 

Mr. E.J. Thomas was a Crown Prosecutor in St. 
Boniface at this time. He saw the beauty and 
prospects of Toniata and had a house built with an 
area in it for a smali store. This in lime was fol
lowed by a bigger house and a barn (where the gas 
pipeline now is) to house the horse and sleigh run 
by Bob Saunders for Mr. Thomas. 

In the winter , Bill Steadsman would hitch up the 
horse to the sleigh every Friday and drive to the main 
road to pi ck up Mr. Thomas . 

The daily work at this time was to cut and put 
ice into the ice·house behind the store. Ice was deli
vered to a few of the cottages that were here, as well 
as supplying it to their own camp. I can remem ber 
going many times to get ice for our ice-box. 

As cottages were built, many American fishermen 
came to Toniata, some for many years. Fishing was 
very good at Falcon Lake. lt was also profitable for 
the good fishermen. There were no limits as to how 
many fish you could catch and keep. The good fish
ing continued on into the late fifties, and up to the 
seventies. 

Proof of this are the 12 trophies on our cottage 
mantel, four more our grandsons have plus numer
ous Master Angler Awards which Cecil earned af
ter the limits were introduced. 

Just this week in July of 1988, Toniata Lodge 
received a letter from Chicago asking if there were 
cabins for rent and boats in High Lake. The writer 
had been coming for 20 years, he said. 

In 1946 when the men came back from overseas 
we became acquainted with Ed and Ella Schindler 
and family. They came here as partners of Mr. 

Thomas. 
Many children and aduIts, too, will recall the 

many Saturday nights when Alan Beaven showed 
Foreslry educational pictures jusl off the steps of 

lhe sto re. 
Ed Schindler was never too busy to answer any 

questions put to him by the children. He also kept 
a wary eye and ear on the renters of the cottages, 
many times joining them till the wee hours of the 

morning. 
There are many spots from which to view the 

beauty of Falcon Lake around Toniata. The road 

behind the store leads up to some of the best. Mr. 
Thomas was aware of this when he picked his lot, 
No. 13 for their cottage. Some of the others being 
.. Journey's End" known to us Aunt Lou's now the 
Merkeleys. Then there were the Bells, Rattrays and 
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Ruth Young,later many others, ourselves included 
being blessed by the height to enjoy the views. The 

Greggs, being our neighbors, have been here for 

many years, and their third generation is here now . 

There are many campers at Toniata who continue 
to come for years and from these early forties good 

friends were made, many fish stories told and com-
petitions engaged in. 

Much later, the Government took over open ing 
up and enlarging this site, along with many more 
in the Whiteshell. 

Boats have become bigger and motors fierceI. 

Even spear-fishing is allowed. So the Toniata of to-
day is not the relaxing, peaceful area it used to be . 

Many fishermen go out, but not as many are suc-
cessful as in the early days of Toniata. lt gives me 
a thrill to enclose a copy of a Master Angler Award 
showing Cecil has a young grandson (Norm's youn-
gest son Todd) following his grandfather's footsteps 

in casting a line. On June 19, 1988 Todd, age 7, 
caught his frrst award fish; a 60 pound brown trout. 
His older brother Timothy now has to show his 
prowess and beat the two of them. 

In c1osing, I must say many, many happy sum-
mers have been spent at Toniata by Cecil and I and 
with much luck we hope to cominue to do so a; Lot 
l, Toniata. 

Lot 2 - Was first owned by MI. and Mrs. An-
derson. Mrs . Anderson was a Paschall. A daugh-
ter Carol, who lives in Winnipeg, phoned to this area 
recently to see if the cottage was still there . 
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Lot 3 - This cottage was first owned by Mr. 

Clancy who worked for Eaton's. lt was sold to Mr. 
McFetridge who in tum sold it to MI. Flannigan. 

Lot 4 - The first owners of this cottage were Mr. 

and Mrs. Hull. MI. Hull was an Eaton employee 

and Mrs. Hull was a ｐ｡ｳ｣ｨ｡ＡＮ＠ In more recent years 

this cottage belonged to the Dejong family. Now 

it is owned by Conlans . 
Lot 5 - Charlie Hinds, who worked for Eaton's, 

first owned this cottage. Then it was owned by Mr. 
Rodgers and it is now owned by the Warms family. 

lt is noted that these cottages were owned by one 

family or men who worked together in Winnipeg. 

The road to these cottages was caUed Marion 
Street. 

There are some lots in this area that are undeve-

loped . In May of 1932 they were surveyed Lots 6 
to 10. These cottages were built on a very high rock 

outcrop and have magnificant views of the lake. De-

pending at which one you were at, you could see 
sunrises , sunsets, sailboat racing, people fishing 
miles away, the mist rising, the eagles soaring near 

their nest or have end less views for artists to sketch 
or paint. 

Lot 6 had a cottage built on it for Harold An-
derson about 1938. This cottage was rented every 
summer umil aboUl 1950 when MI. and Mrs. Young 

bought it and with their two sons John and Fred 
spent nearly every summer here even when they Iived 
in Florida. About 1980, Ruth Young sold it to her 

nephew. 

The cottage on the next lot was built for MI. E.J . 

Thomas by a fellow named Mike. 
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BLEST SHIP OF MEMORY 
By E.J. Thomas yxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaVTSPOMLJIFDCBAyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaVTSPOMLJIFDCBAyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaVTSPOMLJIFDCBAyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaTSPOMLJIFDCBAyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaTSPOMLJIFDCBAyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaTSPOMLJIFDCBAyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaTSPOMLJIFDCBA

"Ofl in the slil/y nighl 
ere s/umber's chain has bound me 
Fond memory brings Ihe light 
of olher days - around me" 
-Thomas Moore 

Sail down the river of my dreams, 
Blest ship of Memory! 
Where on the far Horizon gleams, 
The open boundless Sea; 
There by some shimmering coral Shore; 
Some sheltering pa1m-fringed lea , 
To dear dear days, that are no more, 
Sail, Ship of Memory. 

Sail, down the river of my dreams, 
Blest Ship of Memory, 
The longer missed, the dearer seems, 
The joys that used to be; 
A loved-one' s kiss; A baby's smile; 
Prayers lisped at Mother's knee; 
Lie anchored by some far-off Isle, 
Blest Ship of Memory. 

Sail down the river of my dreams, 
Magic enchanted Barque; 
As fades the Day's last lingering Beams 
As ･｡ｲｹ＠ falls the Dark; 
Heaven, and Home, and long-Iost Friend, 
Thou knowest where they be; 
Bear, bear me on: to Journey's End, 
Blest Ship of Memory. 

A NEW YEAR W ASSAIL 
By E.J. Thomas 

O! Friendship is a shelt'ring tree 
Whose roots through years strike deeper, 
A Resting-Place for you and me 
As braes beyond grow steeper. 

Fili brimming up yon wassail cup 
A New Year's Troth be plighted: 
Friends still are we, Friends still shall be 
TilI Journey's End is sighted . 

AN SIGHT* zyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCAzyutsronmlecaSPJCA
uArma yvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAyvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAyvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAyvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAvirumque eono" 

By E.J. Thomas 

This is the pebble David took 
Long years ago, from Kedron's brook; 
He tucked it deftly in his sling 
And ｴｷｩｲ･､＠ it round his head, and Ping 
With cool and calculating eye 
He loosed the cord, and let it fly; 
And fly it did with might and main 
And conked Goliath, on the brain, 
ar where, at least, his brain would be 
Had he had brains, like you and me. 

"How does that feel? you heathen cad" 
Exclaimed the simple shepherd-Iad. 
The Philistine just folded up-
"You win, my boy, game, match and cup" 
And that my friend was the last clause 
That ever cluttered up his jaws 
As, down he sank into the clay 
A flabby feast, for birds of prey, 

Unwept, un-honoured, un-reprieved, 
(Save what these verses have achieved.) 

A tidy sum we had to pay 
To find this pebble, where it lay 
A hundred yards from Kedron's flood, 
Half-hidden in the sand and mud, 
With bits of skuli; and tuf ts of hair 
Still clinging to it, here and there. 

Disturbed from its prolonged repose 
Behold iti right before your nose! 

Now if you doubt this tale and scoff 
Don't pocket it; and mosey off; 
For others-just as smart as you-
May well believe, the tale is true. 

*Linesfor a 9 fi. granite bou/der al Toniala Beach, 
Fa/eon Lake, Manitoba to be erecled-perhaps
by the authorities, in an endeavor lo off-set a bil 
the slatue of Josiah Flinlabbatty F/onalin al Flin 
F/on and Pau/ Bunyan 's B/ue Ox al Bemidji, Min
nesota. 
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The fireplace was built by Dick Good. This cot-

tage was built about 1936-37 and had many years 

of use by the Thomases and their twa sons Ted and 

David. In recent years it has undergone major al-
terations which have only enhanced the views from 

this location. Werners. the present owners. are en-

joying a11 this beauty naw. 
Lot 14 - Mr. and Mrs. Wilson Rattray are the 

original owners of this cottage which was built in 

the 1930s. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyutsronlkedYMJIEAyutsrqonmlkigedbaYWUQOMJIGECBAlt is still in the family and in constant 

use a11 summer. 
Lot 15 - People by the name of E11ice had this 

cottage built in the 1930s. Across Ihe front Ihe house 

were alI windows. This was Mr. Ellice's sludio where 

he did a lot of his drawings and layouts for Eaton's 

catalogue. Mr. and Mrs . Black bought it from Ihem 
and in recent years il has passed on 10 a daughter. 

Lot 16 - This cottage. known as Journey's End. 

was built at the end of a dead end road. lt was built 
for Mrs. Lou Toombs by Mr. and Mrs . Steadsman 

in the 1930s. lt was her summer home. and a sum-

mer home for many of her family. first her own 
generalian of relatives. then nieces and nephews and 
naw it has passed on to the next generation. 2 great-
nephews. Garth and Tex Merkeley and their fa-

milies . 

Audrey Merkeley. 1988 at Journey's End. 

LOT 16 TONIATA 
JOURNEY'S END CABIN 

By Norman Merkeley 

Journey's End Cabin was owned by Loue11a Kin-
near Toombs. known to a11 as "Aunt Lou" . lt was 
bUllt In the early 1930s on the top of the rock bl ff 
lU u 

behind Toniata Lodge. and faces east with . 
down the lake . a Vlew 

. My earliest reco11ections of Falcon Lake were 
mg there by car In the late I 920s via the old Daw;o. 

Trad lhrough Lorette. Richer and HadashvilJe ｾｮ＠
Mokohan Beach on lhe north shore of Falca La ° 
Thls was for a day of picnicking and swim n. ke. 

lhis beautiful sandy beach. At lhis lime. the Ｚｾｮｧ＠ on 
was owned by the Hudson's Bay Compan perty 

When the old No. I Highway (naw No 44Y') 

b '1 . was 
Ul l lhrough Lockport. Beausejour. Rennie to West 

ｈ｡ｾｫ Ｎ＠ and the service road to Falcon Lake. we used 
ta flsh every May 24 weekend at High Lake at Ihe 

easl end of Falcon. I remem ber staying overnight 

at TOnIata Lodge when it was under construclion 
and .bef ore the roof was on. The lodge and the ad. 
JOInIng tOur1St cabms were being built by EJ. Tho. 
mas and "Pop" Steadsman. 

Silling in the backyard in Winnipeg wit h Aunt 

Lou and brother Garth. I was reading the Free Press 

and came across an ad-"Will build a cabin at Fal. 

con Lake for loan of $1.000." This was in the ear. 
ly 1930s when cash was hard to obtain. The ad had 

been put in the paper by E.J. Thomas. "E.J. ... the 

original developer and entrepreneur on Falcon Lake 

was building lodge. stare and cabins at ｔｯｮｩ｡ｴｾ＠
Beach. Lou loaned him Ibe money. 

We designed the cabin to be built on top ar the 

rock bluff hehind the Slore. lt was built ofhalf·logs 
primarily by Pop Steadsman (a partner of EJ.). 

Dick Good was a helper in the project. The cabin 

was built to Lou's specifications and was probably 

the fourth cabin built on the lake. My brother Garth 
and l built the screened front parch and bunkbeds 

in twa of the bedrooms. Lou used to go to the lake 
in early May and stay untillate September each year. 

One year. Lou, E.J. and l went to thelakeinearly 

May on Moore's bus which only went as far as Ren· 

nie. Frank Rogers was the driver. From Rennie we 
went in E.J.'s Packard car. At the crest ofhills EJ. 

would turn off the motor and coaSI down to save 

gas. 
In early 1943 we went by bus and got off at Sam's 

Garage, run by Sam Yanich, one of the pIoneers 
in the area. We we re picked up by EJ.'s Packard 
to drive to the lake. Partway there, we stalled.1 put 

a stick in the topless gas tank and it was bane dry. 

This driver couldn't understand it because he had 

put a gallon in before leaving the lake. 
Naw Lou's cabin was built with a kitchen. com· 

bined living room and raised dining area and ｉｨｲｾ＠
bedrooms. A large stane fireplace graced one ･ｾ＠
of the living room. We used 10 visil mOSI y 

weekends except for twa weeks in earty May. 
, L ddie was 

For several years Lou had a pet deer. a . ed 
a big white-tailed ｢ｾ｣ｫＬ＠ blind in ｯｾ･＠ eye. He ｡ｾｉｖｈ･＠
each evening to be fed potata peehngs by han . 
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stood on his hind legs to reach the elevated back 
porch. In the mornings he would eat from a plate 
on the round table in the front yard while we had 
breakfast. 

"Tugboat, " Lou's 1928 Model A Ford with a 
rumbIe seat, was used to drive around Falcon to pick 
up water in a large milk can at the dock on Toniata 
Beach and for the odd excursion to Kenora after 
the road was built. 

For many years, Lou resisted having electricity 
installed in the cabin, so evenings were spent by 
candlelight or Coleman lanterns. 

Other Falcon Lake pioneers were Ed and Ella 
Schindler who ran Toniata Lodge store and cabins, 
and were partners with E.J. 

E.J . also had a cabin near Lou 's. He was the 
Crown Prosecutor for St. Boniface for many years. 
E.J. was an eccentric, an avid collector of "useful 
junk" from several secondhand stores in Winnipeg. 
A noted poet, he used to give Lou a poem every 
birthday. 

Among the many happy memories of Journey's 
End and its hospitality are barbecuing steaks over 
coals on the large kitchen wood stove and the roast 
beef done in the oven of this stove, none better! This 
was really living! The odd time when we visited and 
Lou was away there was always a hand-written work 
list on the kitchen wall with the last words - "And 
don't burn the cabin down." 

The cottage has always been called Journey's End 
and still iso 

The next group of lot S on the survey map were 
23 to 37 . Of these 24 to 36 are known as Toniata 
camp and the lot at each end of this gro up is un-
developed . The road in front of these cottages is 
named Frances Street. 

Lots 38-39, although surveyed in 1932, were not 
built on. They were resurveyed in 1940 and built on 
then. 

Lot 39 - This cottage was built for the McVey 
family . The next owners were Shaws. One of the 
Shaw daughters married a Fancet and the cottage 
is now owned by M.M. and E.R. Fancet. 

Lot 40 - The Newman family had this lot from 
the time these lots were opened up or shortly there-
after. They built a double-decker boathouse on it 
and that was all . They had an isolated lot about I V, 

to 2 miles beyond the end of the road on the north 
shore of Falcon. When they acquired the lot, the 
road probably only went as far as Lot 58 Toniata 
Block. So they would park their car at the boat 
house and load everything into the boat and go to 
the cottage. When I say everything, this would be 
material to build the cottage, then the furnishings, 
icebox, beds, mattresses, bedding, table and chairs. 
Most difficult of all was the wood stove. These 
stoves could weigh up to 500 pounds or more and 

every cabin had one for cooking and warmth. Som e 
stoves had a reservoir on the si de for hot or warm 
water. Above the main part of the stove was the 
warming oven, where the emery paper for cleaning 
and polishing were kept. This was also a good place 
to store things in the winter to keep them safe from 
the mice. 

When they came to the lake and the weather 
prevented them getting to the cottage, they could 
wait inside till daylight to load up the boat. There 
was (and may still be) no hydro at the cottage, so 
they had to get ice for the icebox and coal-oil for 
the lamps, as well as food and other necessities and 
get it and the farnily to the cottage. A few years ago, 
Park regulations started to require a cottage to be 
built on a lot. It was at this point that Jim McKen-
zie acquired the lot and built a cottage on it. 

Lot 41 - Mr. and Mrs. McKenzie got this lot and 
built on it in 1933. Mr. McKenzie was an Eaton em-
ployee too. They used the cottage continually. This 
is where their young family learned to love the 
wilderness with all its serenity, raging storms and 
inquisitive wildlife . When the farnily grew and mul-
tiplied, Jim bought the cottage next door and Ken 
built a fly-in camp at Crow Duck Lake in the north-
end of the Whiteshell. 

Lot 42 and 43 - The McDonald and Bennett cot-
tage story will follow . As far back as 1932, the sur-
veyors had the foresight to see the need of 
right-of-ways every so often between some lots. 
Wit ho ut the protection of these buffer zones, there 
would be little privacy today. 

TONIATA - LOT 42-43 
BEA TTIE 42 - HA Y 43 

(Illustrated 00 froot cover) 
The first two cottages are at Lot 42 and 43 Toniata 

on Falcoo Lake and they are still in the same fami-
lies . These cottages were bought for around $800.00. 
The first by Mr. and Mrs. Grant McDonald in 1935, 

1939 · Florence McDonald and Mrs. Bennett . 

185 
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is now owned by their niece Evelyn Beattie and her 
family. Mr. and Mrs . Tom Bennett came down on 
the May long weekend in 1936 looking for a place 

to spend their summer holidays and bought the cot-
tage next door. It was then passed to their daughter 
Judy Buchanan, more recently bought by Ted Hay. 

These cottages are built of logs which we re cut 
between Indian Bay and Shoal Lake and Falcon and 
brought across the lake by horses in the winter. They 
were built by Mr. Nelson and Mr. Westerlund who 
first built a smali cabin which later became the 
garage at McDonald's. Then, they built the main 
cottages and these cottages have been so well main-
tained that they have the same appearance today as 
when they were buil!. They have seen many changes: 
from co al oil and gas lamps to electric lights, from 
large cook stoves to smali annex heaters besides elec-
trie ranges in the kitchen, from ice boxes to keep 
the perishables in, to refrigerators and from Que-

bec and propane heaters to electrie baseboard heat-
ers as supplement heat with the big wood screened 
in fireplaces. 
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1963 · Mrs. Bennett and Evie Beatty (neighbor Lot 

42). 

Margaret, Heten and David Aikenhead and Judy ｂ･ｮｾ＠
nett (now Buchanan) children ot cottage owners on th 

north shore in the 1940s. 

The screen in front verandas and eating ｫｩｴ｣ｨｾｮｳ＠
have had cottage style windows or heavy plasttc m-

stalled for use earlier in the spring and later in the 

falI. 
The lots these cottages were built on were heavy 

wooded rocky lots, now the lots are cleared, old ｴｲｾ＠
cut down and young trees planted in some cases WIt 
fruit trees like apple and butternu!. The underbrush 
was cleared and grass is growing, stones havebeen 
dug up and used to build rock gardens or retammg 
wall s that really blend with the setting. Log boat-

houses were built later and a smali building or lean; 
to near the garage where iee was packed in sawdus 
. . . h · b in the summer. In the WInter for use In t elce oxes h 

One of the first jobs the families had to do w ･ｾ＠
they bought Ihe cottages was to chink between a d 
the logs with oakum to keep out smali rodents an 

insects . 



Bennett cottage with water barrel for gravity flows 
water to the tap in the kitchen. 

Mrs. Bennett, age 90, at their cottage 1981. Note: 
1991 Mrs. Bennett now lives in a nursing home in Lac 
du Bonnet where she celebrated her 100th birthday 
last December. 

Another characteristic of these cottages is some 
of the furniture wruch is made from diamond wil-
low gathered around here and skillfully fashioned 
into unique pieces of furniture, then varnished to 
bring out the natural grain and color of the wood. 

There are always things that are remembered 
about any place, one thing the Bennetts remem ber 
is the bad hail storm the July long weekend when 
they moved into the cottage, because, they had to 
have the roof reshingled that same summer. The 
McDonald s have records of the hummingbirds at 
their cottage as far back as 1939. 

After nearly fifty summers at Lot 43 Toniata Mrs. 
Bennett and her daughter Judy Buchanan sold to 
the Ted Hay family. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

TONIATA BLOCK LOT 44 

By Sandra Coopland-Sadler 

The Coopland-Sadler cottage was originally built 
by the Francis Family in the 1930s and sold to the 
Thompsons in 1963. They, in turn, sold to Ashley 
and Sandra Coopland and their four children in 
1971. 

After almost 20 years of cottage life, we have en-
joyed many memorable moments. Such as moon-
light sailing with bats hovering around our sails, 
watching thunder storms from the front window 
with all four children peering out at the lightning 
while the family dog hid quivering in someone's 
sleeping bag, laying on the dock on a col d August 
night to watch the meteor showers. Late night swim-
ming folIowed by a cup of hot chocolate. Catching 
crayfish with a piece of bacon tied to a rock with 
a string, and watching the bears in the evening as 
they came into the yard to eat acorns and 
crabapples. 

During the many summers at the cottage the chi!-
dren learned to sail and participate in the Learn-
to-Sail Program at the Falcon Lake Yacht Club. As 
each child became old enough to learn to sail they 
began to take sailing lessons. To cater to our novice 
sailors, we built a sailboat in the basement of our 
Winnipeg home and, needless to say, the boat could 
not be removed from the house without much saw-
ing of the ceiling and the basement stairs. Trus boat, 
a mirror dingy with red sails, was initially sailed by 
Craig (the eldest) who along with Jonathon Davis 
and his mirror dingy (also home-made by the Da-
vis family) entered the club races. Soon Craig moved 
on to a bigger sailboat, the Y-Flyer, and Graeme 
to ok over the mirror dingy. Graeme became a fa-
natic sailor. With daily trips to Faloma to buy sup-
plies of bread and milk, we had to be extremely 
careful not to capsize on the way home. 

Coopland-Salder cottage inside and out. 
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In 1974, Angela Davis (now of the Aikinson cot-

tage) and I were coordinators of the Learn-to-Sall 

program and Jonathan Davis and Craig Coopland 

were the program instructors. We decided to allow 

adults into the Learn-to-Sail Program. This proved 

to be very interesting and not without problems. 

Most adult novice sailors feared the capsize drill dur-

ing c1ass practice. One well-known professor ada-

mently refused to capsize his boat. Another man cut 

the essential sheets (ropes) for the mainsail and used 

it to hold up his jeans!! Within a year or so, along 

came Ted Law and some of his sons to tak e lessons. 

The boys did very well and so did Ted after much 

capsizing! There we re always student s who would 

carry on sailing down the lake and then were una-

ble to return the boat to the club. This happened 

to Jonathon Kroft and Rowan Davis who on 

separate occasions had to be rescued from some-

one's dock while worried relatives paced back and 

forth at Faloma Beach . 

Art Flexman, one of the founding members of 

the Falcon Yacht Club, was very involved with the 

junior sailors. He would joke and play pranks on 
unsuspecting individuals and he would Iiven up the 

ground activities after the Commodore's Cup Race. 

Over the years, Falcon Lake has turned out a 

num ber of good sailors. Karen Law, Colette Peli e-

rin, Deisre Coopland, Rowan Davis are some of the 

notable female sailors. Graeme and Ian Coopland 

competed against other teams from other provinces, 

so did Steve Pellerin, Craig Law and Mike Davis . 

These sailors got their first experiences in the junior 

sailing races which were held every Sunday morn-

ing for many years at Faloma. 

Now, the mirror dingy has many leaks in the hull 

and patches on the sails, but it still cruises Falcon 
Lake with me at the helm. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

GOLDEN MEMORIES OF 50 YEARS 

AT FALCON LAKE 1936-1986 

This year marks 50 years that Roy Jacob has been 
spending at least part of his summer at Toniata on 
Falcon Lake. 

The only summ er he didn't come to the cottage 

was in 1969. That year they had bought a home in 

Houston, Texas where they now Iive. The move 
from St. Paul, Minn . with a young family was all 

Mrs. Jacob could handle in one summer so they 

rented a cabin in the woods and roughed it nearer 
home. 

Roy's father, Dr. Jacob was practicing dentistry 
in a smali town in northern Minnesota when he 

heard of an opening in Winnipeg and moved his fa-

mily and business to Manitoba. Dr. J acob was al-

ways an arden t fisherman so it wasn't lon g before 

he was looking for good fishing lakes in Manito-
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ba. When he ｦｯｵｾ､＠ Falcon Lake many thoughts 

must have been gmng through hIS mind. One thing 

he did ｾ｡ｳ＠ to take a pole to check for sharp drop 

offs gomg out mto the water from the shoreline as 

he had 2 young sons .. When he. started the cottage 
lt was gomg to be a flshmg cabm with just one big 

room. Before the cottage was finished yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBA2 partitions 

were added to make one main room and 2 
bedrooms. Later that summer Dr. Jacob's father 

came to the cottage and said they had to have a back 
porch, so that was added also. 

The next construction that was done was a smali 

shed in the spring of 1937 to hold things like tools 

oars, and their I horsepower outboard motor. Late; 

that summer Dick Good built them a "change 

room" near the lake to change in and out of bath-

ing suits because in those years people didn't sit 

around all day in bathing suits, but would put them 

on, go into the water for as long or short a period 

of time they wanted, then would get dressed before 

sitting to relax. That was L-O-N-G before ladies and 

gentlemen would ever think of sitting in scimpy 

bathing suits and drying off and tanning by the 

hour. 

This "change room" was well used as it also 

served as an extra bedroom. During the war years 

an L shape patio was added to this building. Sam 

Yanich did this job. He also dug out the earth from 

under this building and framed in a place to store 

a boat. 

In about 1938-39 a man by the name of A1ex Bud-

dock who did odd jobs in the area was hired by Dr. 

Jacob to build a fireplace. The stone was hauled 

from the stone quarry on No. 44 highway between 

West Hawk Lake and the Fish Hatchery road. Some 

things haven't changed. I imagine many ofyou have 

come to your cottage and found the construction 

not as far advanced as you thought it would be. So 
imagine the surprise and dismay when they arrived 

for a weekend and found a big hole in the outside 

wall where they thought the fireplace would already 

be. 
Dr. Jacob was furious but for Roy and his brother 

Bernie it was an adventure for they all moved beds 
and bedding to the "change house" by the lake and 

everyone slept there. Mr. Buddock did many odd 

jobs at the Jacob cottage. One was transplantmg 

smali pine trees that barely came up to Roy's knees. 

These are now stately trees protecting their cottage 

from sun and storm. Mr. Buddock could be found 
at the Jacob cottage even when he wasn't working, 

and he would do things Iike take everyone berry 

picking (he even got them lost one time-for you 

see he had a crush on the girl who worked for Mrs. 

Jacob-a few years later the two were marned). 

Roy's recollections go right back to when the cot-
tage was being built and he would stand between 



the 2x4's and watch the Jim Francis (now Coopland) 
cottage being built. He also remem bers a big pine 
tree just over the property line on the Francis' lot. 
Both he and his father liked and admired this tree 
that was fuli grown. yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFECBAIt seemed ironie to him that 
wit h us getting wind and storms at all times of the 
year, that tree should be blown down onto their lot 
in a storm one summer while they were at the cot-
tage. He also remem bers the hustle and bustle ev-
ery weekend to get everything ready for the trip to 
the lake. In those days the only way to get here was 
by the present No. 44 highway through Lockport, 
Beausejour, and Whitemouth with something differ-
ent to see around every ben d in the road. In some 
places it was trees and rocks, some places there were 
farms and animaIs, but the most we1come sight was 
the sign saying "SAM'S GARAGE", as that meant 
they were nearly at their cottage. 

As a teenager he remem bers sitting by the fi re-
place on cool summer evenings when everything was 
quiet and peaceful and not being able to visualize 
a war wit h bombing and shooting going on some-
where else, when it was so peaceful here. He was 
at the cottage on V J night August 14, 1945 and can 
remember having the radio at the dock and waiting 
patiently for 6 p.m. when Churchill, Roosevelt and 
Stalin were to make a very important announce-
ment-it was to dec1are that World War II had 

ended! 
Mrs. Jacob and the boys would spend the sum-

mer at the cottage, Dr. Jacob and their grandmother 
would join them on weekends, bringing groceries 
and other supplies with them. One time his grand-
mother arrived on the bus with a great big pail of 
com, it seemed to Roy his grandmother could pick 
the best com. It was always the sweetest and ten-

derest com he had ever eaten. 
Times have changed-Roy's dad was a great 

fis herman and taught the boys how to bait a hook 
with a minnow, drop it into the water till it touched 
the bottom, then lift the line 2 inches and wait. In 
those days it wasn't long before you had a bite and 
then a fish. In fact, still fishing from the shore was 
often the best way to catch the most fish. 

As Roy and Fradie's children were growing up 
they didn't spend as much time fishing. They were 
more involved at the Yacht Club, learning to sail, 
and now spend their leisure time wind surfing. 

One year their son Maury came to the cottage in 
June to do some work. As a diversion he took a few 
days off work and accompanied the teachers and 
students as achaperone from Fa1con Beach School 
on their canoe trip to Caddy Lake. He a1so acquired 
a cute little pup, which immediately attached itself 
to Roy when he arrived. That was fine while they 
were at the cottage but when it was time to leave 
Maury wouldn't part with the dog, and by then the 

rest of the family agreed . So they had to get it in-
noculated and for 9 years now 'Canuck' has made 
the trip from Houston, Texas to Fa1con Lake, 
Manitoba. 

Of the four Jacobs who came to Faleon in 1936 
only Roy is stillliving. His mother died in 1959, his 
dad in 1965 , and his brother in 1978 . The summer 
of 1987 Fradie spent 6 weeks at the cottage. Their 
daughter Rachel who is married and lives in Syra-
cuse, New York and their son David from Houston 
were with them at the beginning of their holidays 
and their son and daughter-in-Iaw Maury and 
Maryann from College Station, Texas spent 2 weeks 
at the end of the summer here. This constitutes the 
second and third generation of a family who are car-
rying on a tradition which started 50 years ago. 

TON lATA ywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBALOT 46 

This cottage was built for Mr. Thomas by Dick 
Good about 1936. Mr. Thomas sold it to people by 
the name of Wright. It is now owned by Miss Lewis, 
but we don't know if there was other owners be-
tween the Wrights and Miss Lewis. 

TONIATA LOT 47 

Dick Good built this cottage for E.J. Thomas. 
When the present owners wanted to know when it 
was built, Adolph Zimmerman said it was the first 
job he worked on when he came to this area. He 
remembered putting the date in the cement at the 
top of the fireplace chimney. When someone was 
on the roof one time, they indeed found the date, 
1936. The first owners were people by the name of 
Dyers. The next people who owned this cottage were 
Flanigan. They rented it for a few years till it was 
bought by Richard Kroft. Soon after Richard and 
Helaine moved to Ottawa, so they rented it. On their 
return to Winnipeg, they had the cottage tom down 
and built a new larger one with the same fireplace 
in the focal point in the living room again. They 
have done a lot of upgrading and Helaine has de-
veloped the grounds with many small plots for Ilow-
ers and shrubs. Although not a winterized cottage 
it was insulated so when their children were grow-
ing up they could spend winter holidays in it. 
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TONIATA LOT 48 

THE ASPER FAMILY zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYWVTSRONLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYWVTSRONLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaYWVTSRONLKJIHGFEDCBA
By Babs Asper 

The Best Years of Our Lives 
We bought our cottage in the fali of 1961, from 

Dick Good, who had built it in 1936. 11 was their 
home and thus was winterized when we bought it. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIGFECBAvtsronmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONIFEA
It is indicative of the attachment to Falcon Lake, 
that in 55 years, we are oni y the second owners . We 
renovated modestly shortly after we bought the cot-
tage. Fixing the basement, which Dick had used as 
his workshop while building cottages nearby. We 
changed the heating from coal to electricity. In 1983, 
when we did extensive renovations we put in a year 
round water system; prior to that, in the winter , we 
use to chop a hole in the ice, and pump the water 
into a holding tank in the basement. Sometimes the 
system worked, and sometimes not. For the first 18 
years, while the children were growing up we spent 
every Christmas holiday and many winter weekends 
at the cottage. We all remember the winter 
'bathroom trips' to the EI'nor. 

Winters at Falcon Lake 
Our first experience there was New Year's Eve, 

1961, and it was perhaps our most memorable . We 
arrived at the cottage with Dee and Harold Buck-
wald on a VERY cold December 29. Jt was cold out-
side and col der inside. So cold infact that a glass 
of water sitting on the kitchen counter froze before 
we got the fires going. We dragged our supplies to 
the cottage on a toboggan and Dee and I unpacked 
them while Harold and Izzy got a fire going in the 
coal burning furnace. Several hours later, we were 
still freezing, and Izzy went down to feel the pipes. 
They were very hot, causing him to burn his hand 
badly . He quickly ran outside and buried it in the 
snow to relieve the pain. We realized then we hadn't 
opened the heating vents to the main floor. Tired, 
we went to bed in our snowmobile suits, covered 
with blankets, to wake several hours later in a 

sweat when the cottage warmed up. The only other 
problem we had that weekend was with Haroid, who 
was in charge of the liquid refreshments, forgot 
about breakfast, and only brought wine. It then be-
came a problem to choose which wine to have with 
Cornflakes. The best part of the weekend was New 
Year's Day, which was bright and elear and crisp. 
When we looked out our kitchen windowabout a 
dozen deer we re in the yard. 

In the early years there was always deer around , 
winter and summer. We have pictures of the chil-
dren feeding them. 

We love it at the cottage in the winter. When the 
children were smali, the toboggan run was down our 
driveway. As they grew, it became the 'big-hill ' 
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down by Flexmans. In those days there were few 
people out in the winter , and the road was not 
plowed beyond our cottage. New Year's Eve we 
would get together with the Kroft families, ar other 
friends for a festive dinner , folIowed by a 'hockey' 
game on the rink the children had eleared on the 
lake. It was not your usual hockey, because same 
wore skates and some wore boots . Some had hock-
ey sticks, and same used brooms, rakes, shovels ar 
whatever was at hand. It wasn't the NHL, but it 
sure was fun! At midnight, we would go for a long 
walk on the lake, and the memories of the big white 
lake, the spectacular midnight sky, and the quiet will 
stay with us forever. 

Summers at Faleon Lake 
When we bought the cottage, our son David was 

four and a half, our daughter Gail was three, 
Leonard born in 1964, and came to the lake when he 
was six weeks old. In those days we came out on 
July l, and with rare exception, stayed right through 
till Labour Day. We never wanted to leave to go 
back to the city. The drive to Winnipeg for the first 
few years was not as easy as today, as there was only 
a two-Iane highway, often construction and at least 

one fatal accident every summer. 
As long as the weather was good, there was .al-

ways lots to keep the children happy. It was the ramy 

spelIs that were the problem. . 
We remem ber the excursions to Ingalf ar the FlSh 

Hatchery or even Kenora, after all other amuse-
ments failed. I still have a drawer somewhere wlth 
miles of paper chains the children made on those 

days. 
For many years the Red Cross had swimming les-

sons at Toniata, where the children were able to earn 



their badges. Our children David and Gail were in 
classes with Wayne and Audrey Zimmerman, and 
Olive and I will never forget one particular test day. 
Falcon Lake was like the Atlantic Ocean, with waves 
roUing over the dock at Toniata, and it was so cold 
that some of the parents were wearing parkas. The 
instructor said it was the only time the test could 
be scheduled, it was now or never. After aJ] that hard 
work, the children wanted their badges, so into the 
freezing, raging water they went. Miraculously, they 
aU did what was required, and they aU passed their 
test. Hot drinks were supplied to the instructor who 
had many hours of testing to do that day . I can't 
remember the instructor's name, but she was good, 
and the next summer, at age lO, our son David, 
swam across the lake. 

In the 30 years we have been there, we have seen 
many changes at !he lake. In the old days, there were 
no phones in the cottages, and no doctor at the 
townsite. If you wanted to talk to someone you had 
to go and see them. The nearest public phone was 
at Toniata, which in those days was a mini town-
site for us. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIGFECBAvtsronmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONIFEAIf anyone had to be reached in an emer-
gency, the cali would go to the lodge, and they would 
send a messenger out. There were people living at 
the lodge year round then. In the summer there was 
a store with a fuli line of groceries, and at one 
point a smalI restaurant. We could pick up our mail 
there, buy stamps and mail a letter. Above aU, they 
had the best penny candy! While our children we re 
ton smaU to swim off the dock they spent many hap-
py days at Toniata Beach, which at times seemed 
as large as Falcon Beach to them. The final cIosing 
of the Toniata store was a source of regret to us, 
because it had been a focal point for our area of 
the north shore. Another loss was the cIosing of the 
bakery at Penniac Bay. We would go there regu-
larly for delicious home baked cinnamon buns and 
fresh fruit pies. 

During the early 1970s, a lot of Manitoba's po-
litical business was conducted from that mosquito 
infested phone booth at Toniata. Izzy becarne leader 
of the Liberal Party in 1970, and shortly thereafter, 
Sidney Spivak, who rented a cottage in Block 21, 
becarne leader of the Conservative Party. Many were 
the time when one was in the booth talking while 
the other was getting eaten alive outside waiting. I 
suspect it became a game as to who could keep the 
other waiting longer. FinaUy, Izzy, couldn't stand 
the mosquitoes any more, and we had the first pri-
vate phone line in our block instaUed, about 1973. 
Much later, we aU got party lines. I think I preferred 

it without phones! 

AnimaI Life 
Over the years, we have had many encounters with 

wild life around the cottage. One evening a family 

of skunks blocked our way up from the dock, and 
kept us sitting down by the water where it was cold 
for two hours . Another time a beaver chewed off 
the leg of our dock. In the late 1960s hundreds of 
bat s settled in the attic of our cottage. What a job 
to get rid of them! Then there were the bears that 
scavenged our garbage before we had garbage cages. 
One summer one was so regular, that you could set 
your clock by him. FinaUy, one night the bear 
walked into a huge trap set behind our cottage. What 
a noise, when the door came down, and then the 
bear set up a huge furor - thrashing around in the 
trap, and roaring at the indignity of it aU. Nearby 
cottagers carne out in their pajamas to see the sight. 
We aU have mixed feelings about him being caught, 
but were relieved to learn he would just have his bot-
tom painted, and taken to a less populated area. 

Our dog Tuffy, loved it at the lak e both summer 
and winter , and fittingly, he died there at the age 
of 18, in the summer of 1984. 

In 1990 we welcomed the next generation of our 
family to the lake, wit h the arrival of our first two 
grandchildren. 

In conclusion I'd like to say that we have had 
many wonderful associations over the years at the 
lake, but we would be remiss if we didn't single out 
Olive and Adolph Zimmerman. Between them, they 
have been our advisors and support system for 35 
years. I know that Adolph often wanted to laugh 
at the crazy messes we sometimes got into, but he 
was always there to help out, with his poker face, 
and a twinkle in his eyes . Thank you Adolph and 
Olive. 

TON lATA LOT S2 
MURRA y AND MURlEL SMITH 

Built by Dick Good during the Second World 
War, this cottage features a peeled balsam log ex-
terior and a fine fireplace of local stone. Since origi-
nal construction, it has been changed only by the 
addition of electric wiring (necessitated by lack of 
ice for the old ice-box) and a large open deck (neces-
sitated by the arrival of six grandchildren). 

After visits to the Toniata cottage of Essie and 
Jim Francis (now Coopland's) in the late 1930s and 
rental of the cottage where Richard and Hilaine 
Kroft have recently built a new one, Murray's par-
ents Rhodes and LueUa Smith bought Lot 52 in 
1946. This was primarily his mother's initiative. She 
loved Faleon Lake and, even after moving to Otta-
wa, returned every summer to relax and swim. 

Friends in those early days were the farnilies Fran-
cis, Kennedy, Holmes, McLennon, McDonald, Ben-
nette and (Mrs .) Lou Toombs up on the hill. The 
family swam, played element ary tennis and read . 

When LueUa Smith died in 1963, the cottage was 
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passed to Murray and Muriel Smith, who have en-
joyed it with their growing family of Marta, Elaine, 
Carolyn and Cathy until today when in tum their 
young children are learning to swim and boat off 
the smali dock. 

Ali four girls are serious swimmers, Marta being 
particularly successful in competition. This interest 
was partly sparked by parental advice that they could 
paddle or row with a life-jacket in the boat but not 
on the body once they had swam ac ros s the lake. 
Marta started this procession by swimming across 
with her mother Muriel and a friend, Nancy Hall. 
The others folIowed , Carolyn doing it al most all on 
her back just after her seventh birthday. 

The girls also sailed a Flying J uniro with the Fal-
eon Lake Yacht Club for a couple of years, this in-
terest being fostered by the enthusiasm of Art 
Flexman. Recently Murray, Marta and her husband 
Brian O'Leary have put in many miles jogging on 
the local roads, where Murray and Brian also cycle. 

Lot 52 is truly a family establishment. The Smiths 
have enjoyed it over 40 years and expect to for many 
more. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAII has always been a place for time together, 
time that is often scarce in the modern urban life 
of a very busy home. As such, it holds a very spe-
cial place in the hearts of those who have grown old 
with with it. 

TONIATA LOT S4 

MEMORIES 1940 - 1989 T.R. EDWARDS 
By Reg Edwards Junior 

When asked by Olive Zimmerman and Anne Cott 
to recount memories of the Edwards family over the 
49 years we have been cottagers at Faleon Lake, l 
didn't know where to begin or what would be of 
interest. However, rather than editorializing the ar-
ticle I decided to write some of the incidents in point 
form and let someone else decide if the informa-
tion was relevent or not. Here goes! 

(l) The Edwards family (senior) contracted with 
E.J. Thomas to construct a cottage on Lot 54, 
Toniata Beach, over the summer of 1940. Dick 
Good was the carpenter and he built the half log 
cottage from balsam brought over from the south 
shore and milled in E.J. Thomas's old saw mill. I 
believe Adolph Zimmerman w ｓ＠ involved in the 
building: l can recall the noise up on the roof as 
Adolph scrambled across the poplar shakes with his 
size 12 to 14 boots! If I recall correctly, the Edwards 
cottage was about the 16th cottage built on the lake 
excluding the rental units at Toniata and Faloma. 

(2) Fishing in those days was fabulous. The 
Americans knew all about it as they would come 
down the old Trans-Canada Highway (now No. 44) 
and tum in at Sam's Com er by the dozens. II was 
quite common to see them pull three-foot-plus jack 
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fish out of the lake. As they cleaned them, they 
would find a respectable-size pickerel swallowed 
whole inside the jack fish. 

(3) In the summers of 1941 and 1942, E.J. Tho-
mas , who owned and operated the store at Tonia-
ta, offered Edwards Junior a job, supposedly as 
Boat Boy to keep the rather decrepit boats bailed 
out. Soon it became apparent that the job was the 
above, plus working in the store and tending an old 
white horse kept in a barn beside the saw mill. The 
last job included cleaning out the barn, walking the 
horse down to the shale beach for water and pick-
ing up after the horse if he escaped into the tent 
grounds. 

(4) Edwards Junior managed to get work with 
the Forestry Department in the summers of 1943 and 
1944. The main job included looking after Toniata 
Beach campgrounds. A busy weekend would have 
about eight to 10 campers setting up tents. At the 
same time Edwards Junior worked with Adolph 
Zimmerman who had just returned from overseas. 
He taught me how to use a buck saw without strug-
gling with your partner! 

One job I didn't care for had to do with remov-
ing rocks from the gra vel road to West Hawk. This 
entailed walking the road from Falcon to West 
Hawk with a pitch fork to remove the rocks. I still 
think of that job when driving over the hardtop 
highway. 

(5) E.J. Thomas had an old Buick, about 1927 
vintage, which he parked on the hill in front of the 
store, facing down toward the loop to the beach. 
II was parked this way because the poor old Buick 
lacked compression in several cylinders. In order for 
it to get up the hill to West Hawk Lake, the driver 
(and passengers) started off downhill toward the 
lake, with the hope that when they reached the up-
ward hill there was enough momentum to get over 
the top. Many times the old Buick would roll back-
wards to the store and the process would begin aJl 
over again. 

(6) People I recall from those days included the 
Shaws, McKenzies (Dimmer and family), Mac-
Donaids (I looked after Grant and Florence Mac-
Donaids' flower gardens), McLennens, Goods, 
Smiths, Kennedys, Holmes family, Watsons, 
Thomases, Toombs, Bennetts, Reids, Andersons 
and McEwans. 

(7) In the mid 1960s we (the Edwards Junior) 
took over the cottage from the Edwards Senior and 
added comforts that were not even thought of in 
the old days . Things like electricity, indoor plum b-
ing, T.V. I don't say it made cottaging any better 

but somehow it seemed necessary. Thank goodness 
we stil! only get one channel (CBC) on the T.V. 
which means our children (ali since grown up and 
moved away from Winnipeg) and our grandchildren 
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still enjoy getting together for a week or two in the 
summer and playing cards or some of those other 
old games that are still in the cupboard. 

FinaJly, one wonders with the family spread out 
from Vancouver to Toronto if we should continue 
to hold on to the cottage which means painting, 
repairing pumps and docks etc. each year. BUT with 
so much of what we see at the cottage being the 
result of blood, sweat and tears of our parents and 
ourselves, how can one ever think of disposing of 
it as long as we have our health and the fantastic ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCB
view from Lot 54, Toniata Beach. 

I'm Red Edward Junior of this story. We are now 
four generations of the Edwards enjoying the cot-
tage at Lot 54. 

TONIATA LOT SS 

The sign at the bottom of the steps that lead up 
to this cottage Said Coleman and Flexman for years. 
The Colemans didn't use the cottage much, but Mr. 
and Mrs. Flexman and their daughter Sandra and 
her family have been constant visitors to Fa1con 
Lake. Mr. Flexman is well known for his love of 
the outdoors, and also for the time he spent help-
ing the young sailors at the Yacht Club. 

The next three cottages were at what was known 
as the end of the road, years ago. These cottages 
were all built in the late 1930s and early 1940s . The 
first owners were Mr. and Mrs. Jack Holmes, then 
Mr. and Mrs. A. W. (Shorty) Kennedy and next Dr. 
and Mrs. Rennie. It is just in recent years that these 
cottages have new owners. 

* * * •  * 

This is just alittle history of the earliest cottages, 
from here on the history will be in cottage owners' 
stories. 

* * * * * 

TONIATA LOT 64 
BILL AND BEA MILNE 

In 1965, we bought our cottage on the north shore 
of Fa1con Lake, Lot 64, Toniata. A family by the 
name of Strong were the previous owners, and they 
were moving to Alberta. We had just sold our sum-
mer home at Victoria Beach, because we wanted to 
relocate on lakefront property . After looking at 
several cottages on the south shore of Fa1con and 
also at West Hawk, we were walking down the road 
from Toniata, when we sawa sign on a tree, "For 
Sale - Lot 64." We found a cottage, about 30 feet 
above lake level, the lot dropping in terraces down 

Lot 64 Toniala, collage owners idenlily Iheir col· 
lages al bal h Ihe road and lakelronl so guesls can find 
Ihem. 

to the lake, where there was a boat house. The lot 
was well treed. The cottage of log siding exterior, 
had a beautiful view of the lake from the large Iiv-
ing room windowo We feli in love with the location 
and quickly e10sed the dea! to become the new 
owners. 

At that time, our two sons David and Robert were 
teenagprs, and they were rea!ly enthused about the 
cottage, with its ready access to the lake, and the 
potential of swimming, boating and water skiing. 
We bought a Peterborough boat with a 45-HP, 
which was big in those days. So many hours of fun 
were spent water skting, swimming and enjoying the 
long summer days. Dave had a large fiberglass ca-
noe, and I suppose he paddled the entire lake with 
his friends. Bill helped Roberl build a hydropIane 
and equipped it wit h a 9-HP motor. Occassionally, 
Bill and I took our Peterborough to the east of the 
lake, where the water was crysta! elear, and the fish-
ing excellenL At that end, there were no cottages, 
the rock formation rose steeply from the water and 
bird song broke the stillness while the odd hawk 
soared overhead. One year we discovered an eagle 
nest, about 40 feet up on a e1ifr. We frequently 
found beaver dams. At this east end, there was a 
portage into High Lake which our sons explored 
with the canoe. In the vicinity of High Lake, a UFO 
was sighted by a Winnipeg man, I believe in the late 

1960s. 
Each summer, we had a projecL The first one in-

volved building new docks . Then, we modernized 
the cottage, putting in a seplic system, a fuli 
bathroom, and added two large bedrooms. We built 
a brick wood-burning fireplace, insu1ated and 1ined 
the cottage with knotty pine, replaced the windows, 
brought down new appliances and carpetted the cot-
tage throughoUL 
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The lot needed attention at this point, so we had 

a private road put in, to the first terrace, c10se to 

the back of the cottage, making about a five-foot 
drop. Dave rock cribbed this first terrace the width 

of the lot, collecting stones from the bay at Tonia-

ta, or from the highway and the quarry . With the 
aid of a cement mixer, we put in concrete steps off 

this carport to the level ground. A patio was made 

c10se to the steps of the cottage, with once again 
awalled ter race, and in the summer we grew flow-

ers around the patio. To give us easy access to the 

lake, we built steps from the patio right down to 

the docks. 
Sometimes in the evening, Bill and I would sit on 

the deck of the boa t house, and a beaver would 
quietly swim across the lake, to nibble at the saplings 

growing at the edge of the bank. When he was satis-

fied, he would swim quietly back across the lake in 

the moonlighL 
Our neighbors then at Lot 65 were Dorothy and 

Bob Watson. Bob passed away some years ago, and 
the cottage is owned by Michele and Angie Fiori-

no, good neighbors who put in many hours enhanc-

ing their cottage. On the other side, Lot 63, the 
owners were Dr. George Brass and his wife Jean. 

A Scot, George usually donned his kilt before he 

barbecued Saturday nighL Occasionally on a sum-
mer evening, the drone of a bagpipe could be heard, 

drifting on the breeze from the vicinity of the Kenne-

dy and Rennie cottages, down by Toniata. 
We frequently saw mergansers swimming by just 

at dusk with the mother in the lead and the Iittle 
ones following in single file, c10se to the shore, to 
spend the night under a dock. 

Sometimes we went down to the cottage with our 

family in the winter , bringing snowshoes and tobog-
gans. With the incline of the lot, one could tobog-

gan right down to the lake. Bill and the boys would 
elear a small rink on the frozen lake, and we'd have 

a broomball game which was fun, winding up with 

mugs of hot chocolate in the cottage. As the years 

passed, there was always a new project for the sum-
mer, repairing the docks, painting and so forth. As 

our grandchildren grew, they also took part in our 
activities, spending many happy hours there. 

Eventually, we sold the cottage, to give us more 

leisure time at home. The current owners are Denise 

and Bill Dobbelaire. We have many happy memories 
of Our 16 years at Falcon Lake, and we hope the 

present owners are enjoying it as much as we did. 
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PENGUIN CAMP 

Marjorie and Eric Law started to build the 

in ＱＹｾｏＬ＠ and for six weeks they Iived in a tent. ｾＺｾ＠
Jone s grandmother owned a log cabin at L t zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHGFEDCBA40 
Faloma which had been built by Mr. WeStlandeo d 
Marjorie had spent summer hOlidays there. ran 

Marjorie and Eric were newlyweds when th 
came here. Relatives gave them furniture they w ･ｾ＠
en't using to hel p with the furnishing oftheir ｨｯｾｲ＠
Marjorie's grandmother gave her three penguins ｯｾＺ＠
naments (a papa, a mama and a baby), the smallest 
of which Mrs. Law still has. So when it came to 

choosing a name for the camp, they decided On Pen. 

guin in recognition of the gift from grandmother 
Munroe. 

While the war was on, Eric was Overseas in the 

army and Marj. operated the camp on her own, Iiv-

ing in the city in the winter and at the camp all sum-

mer. In September, 1944, after she had moved back 
to Winnipeg, their son Robert was born (Decem-

ber 2)_ Marjorie got a phone cali from Cal. Ritch-

ie, the Forest Ranger in charge of the area, telling 

her the camp had been broken into, and he thought 
she should come ouL 

With her grandmother, Mrs. Munroe, who want-
ed to check on her own cabin, and ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBAMr. and Mrs. 

Bester, they came out and met with Mr. Scully of 

the R.C.M.P . and Cal Ritchie to see what was miss-

ing. The thieves had taken two boats, the bath tub, 

all her c1othing, their wedding presents, even her 
cookbooks. 

Everyone has a bear story - Marjorie's hap-

pened one evening in May 1945 while she was writ-

ing a letter to her husband overseas_ She heard 

scratching at the screen door which went on and on. 

So she got up to investigate and sawa bear outside 

the door. She grabbed some pots and banged them 

together to scare it away. As Marjorie tells the sto-

ry, "1 had presence of mind enough to pick up some 

pickerel fillets off the table at the back door, and 

Eric and Marjorie Law's home, the lodge tha! burnt 

to !he ground February 1951. 
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take them with me to the ice-box." Not too long 
after, the bear returned and ripped the screen door 
off before Marjorie could scare it off again. The next 
day Sam Yanich from Sam's Garage at West Hawk 
Lake came to borrow a truck and Marjorie told her 
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story. In the evening, Cal Ritchie appeared and 
wanted to know which way the bear had gone. When 
he saw the bear, he gave it such a talking down, or 
something, that it never came back again. That story 
is true but Marjorie says it was told so many limes 
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Eric Law's rental boats. Ran Greenway naw lives in 
Winnipeg. Marlys Green (naw Robinson) lives at Camp· 
bell River, B.C. 

that you could hardly recognize it. 
Penguin Camp, in those days, was at the end of 

the ｴｲ｡ｩＮ＠ The main and onJy highway was the present 
No. 44, to get to the camp, from it you took a road 

｢ｵｩｴ＠ and maintained by the Forestry at Sam's 
Garage. That road is the present 301, it has been 
rebuilt and hard-surfaced and many of the sharp 
curves have been removed, but there are still beaver 

dam s and houses along the way and wildlife and 
many plants can be found by the way-side. 

AboUl 1945-1946, the Forestry built a telephone 
line to link same of the camps and campgrounds 
in case of fire ar illness. This line went to Penguin 

Camp and Toniata at Falcon Lake, to same of the 
businesses at West Hawk Lake and to the Ranger's 

office which was also his home. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTPONMLJIHGFDCBAIt was not only an 
emergency line, it was also a communication line 
among the residents. 

After Eric came back from overseas, he built twa 

more cabins. The Laws operated the camp until the 
spring of 1948 when Eirc got a job with Indian Af-
fairs at The Pas. He took off alone to his new job 

returning later that spring saying he wasn't going 
back there without his ｦ｡ｭｩｹＬ＠ but he did, and 

1940· Laws' cabins 
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. 1973 - Fred Partridge. Judy and Bob Partridge. John 
Lmklator acceptmg award for most improved camp. 

Marjorie contacted her brother, Gordon Hamilton 

who had a job in Calgary, Alberta that he didn'; 

like. They made an agreement and Marjorie packed 
up her things and left on May 14, 1948. 

ｗｨｩ･＠ they were at the camp, they made same life 
long friendships with residents, the Steadsmans at 
Toniata, Mr. and Mrs. Pat Fitzmaurice and the 

Ritcheys of the Forest Service and Charlie Watsan 
from the Fish Hatchery. 

Shortly after Gordon took over the business, 

Maude Apland, who was originally from Souris, 

Man. but was working in Winnipeg, came to Fal-
eon for a holiday. You know the story of boy meets 
girl . They were married and had three ｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮ＠ Bill 

barn in 1951, Bob in 1953, and Barbara bom in 
1955. 

When they were first married, they lived in the 

lodge. In February 1951, a fire burned the main 

｢ｵｩ､ｩｮｧ＠ to the ground and they lost every1hing but 
the clothes on their back. The community and a 
large num ber of the cottage owners came to their 

aid both with money and ｭ｡ｴ･ｲｩ｡Ｎ＠ The men from 

the area went in the bush and cut and milled logs 
for a new home for them. This is the present stare 

and living quarters. 
Happy, Gordon and Maude's old dog raced over 

to Schindlers (who were living at Toniata then) when 

the fire started. He barked and raced around out-
side, sa Ed went outside to look around figuring 

Maude and Gordon were on their way over for a 
vi sit. When he saw no one, he returned to the hous:. 
The dog fussed for quite a while but they couldn t 

figure out what he wanted until sometime later when 
they learned about the fire. Then they knew whal 

the dog was trying to tell them. 't 
When the road was first build into the camp, l 

took off from the present 301 about where the P1':d 
line crosses. It went down toward the creek, cross

ed 
the creek and came up by the cottages then own 
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The Partridges, right to lelt: Bob and Judy, Vicki and 
Gordon, Chris and Gary, 1989. 

by Firth, Brown and Tozeland, went down around 
the beach and dock and ended there. 

About 1948, a fire break road was made from 
East Braintree to connect with the service road (301). 
This was when the road was relocated passed the 
present store. A culvert was put in and a grade built 
by the present marina. This work was contracted 
to an outfit from Portage la Prairie. 

In those days a campground was located at Fa-
loma Beach wit h a cook shack up among the jack 
pine. Camping stopped there in the 1950s. Now there 
is a nice public beach that is great for children, and 
there is room for games such as playing catch with 
frizbees, balls or other su ch games. 

The present lodge was built in 1956 using the fire-
place in the originallodge. A few years later, four 
model unit s were added to the motel, and in 1959 
three larger cabins we re built. People were begin-
ning to want bathrooms, more bedrooms and more 
rDom to move around in the cabins. Gone were the 
days when a roof over their heads was enough. 

Gordon died in May 1968. Maude sold the camp 
to Bob and ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBludy Partridge, Fred Partridge and 
lohnny Linklator in 1971. Fred left the partnership, 
and when lohnny married the camp was operated 
by the two couples. The Linklaters sold their part-
nership in 1989. In the fali of 1990 Bill and Ooreen 
Gallinger bought the store and marina part of the 
business and Bob and ludy Partridge retained the 
motel and cabin part of the business. 

In the past 20 years there has been many changes 
and a lot of remodelling done to the camp, from 
bedrooms altered and bathrooms added carpet laid, 
showers installed, decks and patios built and the liv-
ing quarters and store rebuilt and modernized. At 
the marina a large cement dock was built and the 
channel was all dredged to allow the boats to come 
right to the marina for gas, oil and supplies. 

One memory that stays with bob Partridge is when 

he painted the shower floor in a motel unit with 
24-hour drying paint. He figured it would be dry 
in lots of time for the next customer, a girl coming 
for a wedding the following weekend. On the Fri-
day of the weekend the customer decided to have 
a shower before a party that night. But when she 
stepped into the shower her feet stuck to the bot-
tom and when she lifted them up they were al! black. 
Bob was called for a solution. When he arrived at 
the party that night and at the wedding next day 
everyone but Bob thought it was the funniest thing 
of the weekend. 

Information for this story was from Marjorie Law, 
Maude Hamilton and Bob Partridge. Story by Olive 
Zimmerman. 

THE HAMILTONS 
GORDON, MAUDE, BILL, BOB & BARBARA 

Gordon Hamilton came to Falcon Lake in 1948 
to take over the camp that his sister Marjorie Law 
and hus band Eric had started. 

February 1951 fire that started in the basement 
of the lodge, their living quarters, completely des-
troyed the building. They lost everything and car-

Maude and Gordon Hamilton about 1950. 
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ried no insurance. Friends and neighbors ca me to 

their aid . Walter McDonald gave them his log cabin 

to live in. Stan Crook notified cottage owners of 

the tragedy requesting any help of any kind . Neigh-

bors Ed Schinlder, Sam Yanich, Frank Reichert, 

Adolph Zimmerman, Buster Bellemere, Mr. Mac-

Kenzie, Pete Hector , Dick Good, Bill Blackwell, 

George Watkinson, Ch arIi e Watson, Bruce Emes 

the Forest Ranger and othes zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAall pitched in . Logs were 
cut and sawed at Dick Goods' saw mili and eventu-

ally a new house with store attached was ready to ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
move into. 

Bill , Bob, Barbara Hamilton , December 1957 
In . 

Barbara Hamilton teeding an orphan lawn that was 
raised trom birth at camp. 

December 1951 William Bruce (Bill) was bom. 

During the winter of 1952 - boarded men on the 

survey crew for the new Trans-Canada Highway. 

Len Charleston was the engineer in charge. 

September 1953 Robert John (Bob) was bom. 

In 1954 there were trailers for a work crew on the 
highway located at Penguin Camp. 

September 1955 Barbara Gay was bom, a stan 

was made on rebuilding the lodge at its farmer lo· 
cation. 

1956 - had a lunch counter in the store and board· 

ed the hydro crew from April till July, 17 men. 

During this time the Manitoba Tourist Associa-
tion was formed , meetings were being held to form 

a school in the area, a curling rink was in the plan· 

ning, a few years later the church was started. Gor· 

don hel d offices on all these organizations. 

May lO, 1968 Gordon passed away of a hean 
attack. 

1971 - sold Penguin Camp and moved to Souris, 

Man . 
As the children grew up they spent their summers 

back in the area working at various jobs. 
Bill now lives at Souris and works at the cheese 

factory. 
Bob is married and has two children and lives al 

Whitecourt, Alta. , where he works for the Deparl· 

ment of Highways checking weights. . . live al 
Barbara and her hus band Cralg Chnsue 

Falcon with their family . They have a carpentry 

business. 



FALOMA BEACH LOT zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA36 
By Marlys (Green) Robinson 

I was there between nineteen forty and forty-seven, 
Summers when zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAl was nine to sixteen and eleven. 
Drove East from the "Peg" on a paved two-lane 

road 
Through Beausejour, Whitemouth with our vaea-

tion load. 
The turn-off, a log building, the gas station and 

store. 
"Sam's Corner?" l don't remember for sure 

anymore. 

Up and down a eouple of hills and gullies steep. 
Towering trees with low bushes at their feet 
Edged the two-wheel traek shared with deer and 

bear. 
When we were on foot we eould expeet a sudden 

seare! 
The road branched off to the left, to Toniata 

Beach. 
Aside a grassy field, the Ranger we may reach . 

Now, Faloma, a log cabin, on the left then Whites', 
Then some lots west, a road led to the beach site. 
On the right and above was Eric and Margery Law's 

home, 
Behind, up the hill were eabins, guests to loan. 
We learned of Falcon Lake through Eric's brother 

Gil, 
He worked wit h my Dad, l ean see them all still. 

1940 . Marlys Green 

Five cabins were at Faloma, soon one or two more, 
We built of B.C. cedar thirty by twenty-four, 
Second lot east from the road to the boat dock. 
Varnished half-log walls, doors with heavy lock. 
Multi-paned windows opened to catch the cooJing 

breeze. 
"Green Thumbs" still there after forty falls of 

leaves. 

On sand hill at the top of the road to the beach, 
Guest kids and l built towns till out of reach. 
Left of the beach we had fun on the rocks, 
Fishing and falling from the wharf and getting 

wet socks. 
Played in Eric's wooden boats. Hear the screeches? 
l remem ber two pests, mosquitoes and leeches! 

The meadow and more trees beyond the sand hill 
lay. 

"It is through this place" that I heard Eric say, 
"That l am going to take the road." There we 

never play! 
No camping, only renters and owners come and stay. 
You could see way off to the far si de of the lake. 
I was happy. The quiet, the calmness was there 

to take. 

The area behind the beach at Faloma was a wood· 

ed meadow. 
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Here comes Eric ' s Mom in her varnished motor 

boa zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlihgfedcbaTSROLJIEyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlihgfedcbaTSROLJIEt. 
She'll tie up at the dock and shed her heavy coat. 

She comes along from the East end of the lake 

To visit, to shop and back to her cabin to take. 
Nearby the deer eat our flowers and lick the salt 

block, 
And stand by watching and licking their lips, to 

mock. 

In May eighty-seven, I came the old road for old ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
times' sake. 

Found a townsite, beach, six hundred cabins, a 

new entrance to Falcon Lake. 
At Faloma Beach the road to the beach moved 

west, the meadow elear 
Through it now the road comes from the new 

highway near. 

Vet nothing had really changed here. Our cabin 

and the others still stand. 

I cried. Forty years ago I had spent my summers 

here on this land. 

George Green girl?, Marlys Green (now Robinson). 
Note. dock was parallei to the big rock at Faloma 
Beach, and the water was so high there was no beach. 

1940·47· Original road to beach Mrs And 
200 ' . rews. 

. Cabin built by Myrtle and George Green about 1941, 
Ilfst rented then bought by Doug Osborne lamily be· 
tween 1948·51. 1989· Cottage was sold to Sharon Epp 
and lamily. Sharon grew up spending hersummersal 
her parents cottage at Faloma. 

ｾ＠
Wharl (now cal led a dock) at Mrs. Law's cabin, easl 

end ol Falcon Lake. A long boat ride Irom Falom; 
Beach then. George Green, Mrs. Andrews and daug . 
ter Mrs. Law Sr. and Marlys Green. 



FALOMA BEACH LOT 38 

THE SPOONERS zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
By Georgina Spooner 

In the summer of 1953, George and Bessie Spoon-

er and daughters Margaret McDowall and Georgi-
na and granddaughter Lynella McDowell were 

spending a week on Faloma Beach at Penguin 

Camp. 
One day, George and Lynella went for a walk to 

have an inner tube repaired and came across a brand 
new cottage set back in the bush but on the 
lakefrorit. Margaret McDowall got the key to it from 
Gordeon Hamilton and the Spooners all trooped 

down to see the cottage. A month later , George had 
purchased the cottage. After much clearing of bush, 
there was a1so a beautiful view of the lake. 

George Spooner, a locomotive engineer with the 
CPR was nearing retirement and the cottage proved 
to be the ideal spot for him. We were at the cottage 
from May till the end of October. Son-in-Iaw Lionel 
McDowall trucked down most of the fumiture, cup-
boards dining-room suite, etc. We all had a share 
in furnishing the cottage. 

As it became known that all eight owners of cot-
tages in the bay were members of the Masmic frater-
nity, they named it "King Solomon's Cove." 

Memories bring back the many happy hours our 
family spent in the cottage, such as Rummoli games 
played until one or two in the moming. 

George and Bessie Spooner have passed on but 
Margaret and Georgina have the cottage. Renova-
tions were done this summer and a bathroom added. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlihgfedcbaTSROLJIEyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlihgfedcbaTSROLJIE

It is hoped that the cottage will remain in the fa-
mily for many generations. We have a beautiful spot 
and it is so peaceful and relaxing to be down at the 
cottage for a few weeks. 

Editor's Note - The contract work for the reno-
vations was done by Barbara Hamilton and her hus-
band. Barbara is the daughter of Gordon Hamilton 
who gave the Spooners the key to the cottage when 
they were staying at Penguin Cabins. 

FALOMA LOT 41 
EARLY DAYS AT FALCON LAKE 

By Jack Tozeland 

My first experience in the wilderness reserve of 
Eastern Manitoba, later to be called Whiteshell 
Provincial Park was a fishing expedition on a holi-
day weekend in 1935. Four of us young fellows 
decided to fish in High Lake. 

After work on Friday we picked up our gear, and 
headed out on the old No. I Trans-Canada High-
way making a dash for the Whitemouth bridge, 

which was the end of the hard-top. We had been 
told that from there on was gravel and plenty of 
dust. Everyone wanted to be first on the gra vel. 

We eventually arrived at West Hawk Restaurant 
to pick up a guide and went back to Toniata to rent 
a fiat bottom boat and motor. The road into Toniata 
was a two-wheel track with long grass in the mi d-
dle. Passing areas were few and far apart. We 
brought down our food supply in a home-made ice 
box wit h a compartment for about 10 pounds of 
block ice. It was a heavy load. I know, because I 
lugged it over the portage. 

We arrived at the portage just as the twilight dis-
solved. Many of you know the old portage started 
at the large fiat rock on the water's edge on the 
southeast corner of the bay. When you looked up, 
it seemed as if you were going up about 200 feet. 
To make it more enjoyable we were besieged by 
c10uds of ravenous mosquitoes. One of our groups 
had a bottle of tar-base anti-mosquito gunk which 

was just the thing. Wit h blackened faces, we start-
ed up, carrying boat, motor, tent and iron poles, 
sleeping bags, food, etc . etc. lt was tough going and 
when we got over the big climb we rested. We started 
a slow descent and came across a swampy area. A 
few five- or six-inch logs had been thrown length-
wise across the area. One of my feet slipped off and 
I went in well over my shoes but slogged a10ng hop-
ing to see the lake soon. We still had some way to 
go. Finally, we arrived looking Iike hobos. Our faces 
we re streaked with sweat. 

To mak e matters worse, there was no large, dry 
open space to put up our IOxlO-foot umbrella tent. 
J ust off the shore was a smali island with a few trees, 
so we decided to go there. We loaded up and pushed 
off. lt was now about II and dark. We found a large 
enough spot to pull up the boa t and space for the 
tent. Some of us put up the tent and others got out 
the food. We had a hurried midnight feast and feli 
into our sleeping rolls. lt did not take long to go 

to sleep. 
When we got up in the morning, we found one 

of the tent pegs was driven between a crack in the 
rock just about six inches from a deep drop-off in 
the lake. It was lucky no one was a sleepwalker. 

Our trip was a success. We stayed two days and 
all had at least one trout to take home. 

That was the beginning of my love of the area. 
There were many times on long weekends and holi-
days for fishing. My dad and a chum or two would 
camp at Toniata or Faloma. The campground at this 
time was on the knoll at the end or the Faloma road . 
The Partridges now have their home and store on 

this knoll . 
One evening when we were across from Faloma 

Beach on the south shore, we heard what sounded 
Iike a titanic struggle of two animals fighting a Iit-
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tle way back in the woods. We stopped the boat and 
listened. There were pauses in the struggle when the 
combatants seemed to stand-off, panting and then 
renew their struggle. Our thoughts were that a deer 
was fighting to defend herself, and or her fawn. 
Shortly after we heard the heavier animai lumber-

ing off. This was in the days before the south shore 
was developed . 

In 1949 we bought a cottage in the small bay just 
east of Faloma Beach . There were oni y six cottages 
on the Faloma road at this time and the area was 
a forest of jack pines. Penguin Camp had four 
cabins and the Hamiltons lived in the lodge which 
later burned. Bear and deer were often seen around. 
The Gordon Hamiltons found a new fawn and fed 
it by a baby bottle. It became a special friend to all 
and would come and knock on the back door of our 
cottage with her hoof when she wanted a hand-out. 
She would bring her twin fawn and her buck to the 
edge of our entrance way and would tum and seem 
to tell them to wait for her and then she would come 
down to the cottage for her treat. 

In early June 1954, the day the Time Building 
bumed in Winnipeg, there was a terrific storm fol-
lowing a week of rain. The wind from the southeast 
was of hurricane strength. We los t 29 large jack 
pines on our property. These trees just seemed to 
fali over, roots and all, because the ground was so 
saturated from the rain. The view from a boat out 
of the lake was nothing but a jungle of roots. No 
cottages were visible. One good result was that we 
had years of firewood. 

The Forestry put through a road (now known as 
No. 301) from Sam's Comer on the old No. 4 to 
the new town site, open ing up all this new area to 
cottages and to the south shore. Every day the sound 
of chain saws and hammering would be heard from 
first light to dark. About this time the new Trans-
Canada Highway came directly here from Winni-
peg and people flocked into the area. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

THE WHlTESHELL PROVICIAL ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDBywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDBywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDBywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDBp ARK - 1961 

FALOMA SUBDIVISION 

"Early waterfront cottage owners in the smali bay 
just east of the Beach" 

Lot 35 Mr. Len Bester built in 1941 
Lot 36 Mrs . Green built in 1941 bought by Mr. 

Doug Osbome in 1950 

Lot 37 Mr. Goodman - built in 1952 bought by 
Mr. J. Hemmingway in 1952, bought by Mrs. 
Mrs. Hewitt in 1965 

Lot 38 Mr. Goodman - built in 1952 bought by 
Mrs. S. Spooner in 1953 

Lot 39 Mr. Frith Crown Lands Lots 39-40-41-
42 in 1933 
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Lots 39 and 42 were both built of naturallogs, by 
R. West1ander. 

Lot 40 Mr. Wrn. Brown built in 1949 bought 
by Mr. M. Battie in 1974. 

Lot 41 Mr. White built in 1945 bought by 
J .H. Tozeland in 1949 

Lot 42 Mr. West1ander built in 1933 bought 
by Mr. Frith Sr. in 1933, bought by Mrs. Black 
bought by Mrs. Munroe, bought by W. Mac: 
Donald in 1947. 

Penguin Camp - Built and operated by Mr. E. Law 
Started in 1937, bought by Mr. G. Hami1ton in 
1948 

The original store and residence burnt down the 
winter of 1950 and rebuilt on the hill be. 
yond the original site. Bought by Mr. R. Patridge 
and J. Linklater in 1971. Now owned by Bob 
and Judy Partridge. zyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWTSRPNMLKJHFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWTSRPNMLKJIHFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWTSRPNMLKJIHFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWTSRPNMLKJIHFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWTSRPNMLKJIHFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaWTSRPNMLKJIHFEDCBA

• My greatful and sincere thanks to Mr. Len Bester 

and Mr. Don Frith for letting me pick their 
memories on these earlier years at Falcon Lake. 

FALOMA LOT 42 

By Walter McDonald 

An invitation has been extended to me to comri-
bute an article covering the early history or Penguin 

Camp and our association as a cottage owner ad-
jacent to the camp. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt is my pleasure to comply, as 

far as memory serves, and to comment on the fam-
ily joys that have been ours over the many years 
from owning a cottage at Falcon Lake. 

For the past 42 happy summers spent at aur log 

cottage at Lot 42, Faloma Beach Subdivision, Fal· 
con Lake, Man., the following lines of R. Hodg-

son well interpret the regret when each summer 
vacation ended and the time came to leave. 

"Time you old gypsy man will you not stay, 

Put up your caravan just for one day. " 
Looking back into the shadow of past years, one 

cannot help but realize what an important segment 

of our lives and that of our families was spent there 
surrounded by towering jack pine, birch and spruce 
trees bordering the deep blue waters of the lake. 

The association of the writer and his brother, 
John R. McDonald, M.D., with Falcon Lake can 
be traced to the two brothers marrying the twa 

daughters of Angus M. McKay, of Hawthorne 
Avenue, North Kildonan. The two sisters were close 
friends of Marjorie Hamilton, daughter of William 
R. Hamilton, also of North Kildonan, who marned 

Eric Law, the original owner of the campsite, naW 

known as Penguin Camp. 
Eric Law, in anticipation of his marriage to Mar· 
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jorie, began building his residence at the campsite 
in 1937. This building became known as "the 
lodge." lt was his prospective father-in-Iaw, Mr. 
Hamilton, who in 1937 discovered the spring in the 
bed of the creek bordering the campsite to the west. 
The spring now services all the cottages of the camp 
with pure drinking water. By 1940 Eric had com-
pleted the construction of four two-bedroom cot-
tages. These are still in use. They are located to the 
north of the present lodge and motel units. It was 
the association of the two McDonald brothers and 
their wives with Marjorie Law that the initial sum-
mer vi sit to Falcon Lake first occurred. It was the 
beginning of what was to become an annual event, 
first as a casual camper and after 1947 as a cottage ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDBywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDBywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDBywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDB
owner. 

Eric Law was originally attracted to the possibil-
ity of establishing a successful camp venture at Fal-
eon Lake through his brother Gil Law. One of the 
original cottage owners on the lake, Gil built a log 
cottage at the most easterly end of the lake with the 
only access by boat from Toniata Beach. 

In 1933, the waterfront area bordering the smali 

lane immediately to the east of Faloma Beach first 
interested Mr. R. Westlander, to erect two log cot-
tages, one on Lot 39 and the other on Lot 42. These 
were folIowed in succession by others: Lot 35 Len 
D. Bester in 1941, Lot 36 Mrs. Green in 1941, Lot 
37 Mr. Goodman in 1952, Lot 38 Mr. Goodman 
in 1952, Lot 40 William Brown in 1949 and Lot 41 
Mr. White in 1945. 

These cottages have had several ownership 
changes. 

Lot 35 L.D. Bester sold in 1988 to Albert Rice. 
Lot 36 Mrs. Green sold in 1950 to Douglas Osborne. 
On his death it was transferred to Grant Osborne 
Trust. In 1988 S. Epp bought the cottage. Lot 37 
Mr. Goodman sold in 1952 to James Hemmingway. 
On his death it was sold to Mrs. Hewitt. Lot 38 Mr. 
Goodman sold in 1952 to Mrs. S. Spooner and in 
1953 sold to M.C. McDowell. Lot 39 Mr. West-
lander sold in 1933 to Mrs. Frith. On her death it 
was transferred to her son, Donald H. Frith. Later 
sold to B. and J. Lindsay, Edina, Minn. U.S.A. Lot 
40 William Brown sold to M. Batte in 1974. Re-sold 
in 1987. Lot 41 Mr. White sold to J.H. Tozeland 
in 1949. On his death it was transferred to his son, 
J.J. Tozeland and his son's wife, Jean. Lot 42 
Mr. Westlander sold in 1933 to Mrs. Black who in 
tum sold it to Mrs. Elizabeth Munroe. Mrs. Mun-
roe sold to Walter McDonald in 1947. 

Prior to the construction of the paved Trans-
Canada Highway in the early 1950s from Winni-
peg east to Kenora, access to Fa1con Lake was via 
PTH No. 44 east of Lockport and passing through 
Beausejour, Whitemouth and Rennie to the gravel 
road junction where Sam's Garage was located one 

mile west of West Hawk Lake. This road travelled 
in a southerly direction to Toniata Beach, which in 
those early years was witnessing an outburst of cot-
tage development. The road continued on for ap-
proximately one mile to Fa1con Lake and Penguin 
Camp. 

In the summer of 1941 we first rented two COI-

tages for our two families from Eric Law. The al-
traction was two-fold. Firstly, from our association 
with Eric and Marjorie Law and secondly, for the 
excellent fishing opportunity at Faleon Lake. It was 
not long after that we decided owning a cottage there 
would be an attractive place to spend our summers. 
In 1947 when Mrs. Munroe offered her log cottage 
on Lot 42 to us we were delighted to accept. 

The ownership of Penguin Camp changed hands 
in 1945. Eric Law had joined the armed forces and 
Mrs. Law felt the responsibility too great for her-
self. Her brother, Gordon Hamilton, assumed 
ownership. Gordon set up a smali store for cam· 
pers in the lower part of the lodge. 

In the winter of 1950-1951, the lodge was burned 
to the ground in a fire caused by an overheated 
stove. The Hamilton family escaped unharmed. I 
invited them to move into our cottage for the dura-
tion of winter and early spring until such time as 
suitable arrangements might be made to occupy one 
of their own. They gladly accepted. Gordon rebuilt 
the lodge as it now stands. Noting the highway de-
velopment of the Trans-Canada Highway and the 
development of Faleon Lake town site, his residence 
with store facilities was built on the west side of the 
creek bordering the campsite. He realized that these 
developments would make the store facilities avail-
able to a much greater number of campers. Pen-
guin Camp continued to be operated by himself and 
his wife Maude until his death. It was subsequent-
Iy sold in 1971 to Robert Partridge and John 
Linklater. 

With the new Trans-Canada Highway providing 
a shorter and more direct link to Faleon Lake, the 
development of the town site and installation of 
hydro electricity throughout the area, there was a 
tremendous surge of interest to build cottages on 
both the north and south shores of the lake. For 
those campers with cottages there was the additional 
pleasure of being able to use electric lights, electric 
appliances, and electric pumps to pump water from 
the lake for household and sanitary facilities. 

From the time our cottage was purchased in 1947 
it became the focal point each summer for my 
brother and myself with our wives and families. 
With the passage of the years the families of our 
children in their tum continue to enjoy the summers 
spent there. Regularlyeach summer there is a steady 
stream of occupants, all family, eagerly looking for-
ward to when they might arrive and sorry when the 
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time com es to leave. The cottage has been the 

mechanism through which our eight children have 

for a part of each year grown up together. Now, 

the Falcon Lake cottage becomes an important part 

of the lives of their children with their families . 

The original investment to purchase the cottage 

has long ago placed into insignificance when meas

ured against the many to whom it has brought so 
much happiness. Furthermore, it has been the means 

of bonding the families together. On more than one 

occasion I have seen a grandchiId, now grown to 

adulthood, shed tears when the holiday ended 
and the time had come to leave . 

This abbreviated account of the early beginnings 

of Penguin Camp and associated cottage owners 

may bring back nostalgie memories to those few who 

can recall events of those early days. lam sure they 

could fili in the gaps ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYTSONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaTSNMLKJIHGFEAywutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaTSNMLJIHGFEAI have omitted to mak e a more 
complete story than I have been able to deseribe. 

Owning a cottage at this lovely location has brought 

great personal joy to us. That joy has been greatly 

added to our wonderful neighbors. Each Penguin 

Camp owner from Eric Law to the Partridge and 

Linklater families is a friend. Each in their tum 
makes one realize that life would be much poorer 
without having known them . ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

TOWNSITE 

WHITESHELL MEMORIES 

By Jim Grose 

My first contact wit h the Whiteshell was on a 

camping tri p our family took to Falcon Lake in 
1939. We drove to Toniata and travelled in a Peter-

1939 Tent used by Mr. Grose and SOn. 

borough boat to the south end of the lake, where 

friends, . the Afflecks,. had a cabin. Our family 
camped In our tent beslde the cabm, which was lo. 

cated quite close to the site of the former marina. 

There are two things that stand out about that 

time. There was a large meadow along the south 

shore and one could hear wolves almost every night. 
AIso, there were many natural springs along the 

shore, and the Afflecks had built a rock enclosure, 

sin king a wooden box with a hinged top into Ihis, 

to make a refrigerator, which worked very well. (No 

running to the store every day.) 

We have camped many times in the Beach camp· 
ground with my family and have enjoyed the lake 

as it is today, but I treasure having known the lake 

as it was then. 

TOWNSITE 

THE ENNIS' 

Mr. and Mrs. Ennis originally came from Eng· 
land. Through Mr. Ennis' work they had lived in 

different parts of the world including Africa before 

coming to Falcon. 
Mr. and Mrs . Ennis arrived in this area with the 

opening of the townsite at Falcon Beach. . 
Mr. Ennis established one of the first plumbwg 

businesses in the area. He aIs o took over the Fal
eon Beach post office when Mr. Hamin gave it up, 

and operated it out of his home with the help of 
his wife, later moving to its present location and 

operating it in conjunction with the hardware stored 

He sold his business to Ron Davies and move d 
to the west coas!. Mr. Ennis has passed away an 
Mrs. Ennis has moved to live with their daughter. 

TOWNSITE BLOCK K LOT l 

THE SCHINDLERS 

By Ella Schindler 

M a ourol· 
The Schindlers, Ed, my husband: yrn, h Fal-

dest daughter and I arrived at Tomata ｂ･ｾ｣＠ 'd an 
eon Lake, April 18, 1946. We had pure ase 
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Edwin J. Schindler 

interest in the camp with Mr. E.l. Thomas, the 
Crown prosecutor for St. Boniface who was in
strumental in developing Toniata since 1935. It was 
a beautiful day with the temperatures in the wvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWSPLFCAuonldaFC80°F. 

The road from the now No. 44 Highway into Tonia
ta, a distance of three and a half miles, was a nar
row windy trail not wide enough to pass another 
vehiele. This was the only access to Fa1con Lake at 
the time. (The new No. 1 Highway was not open 
until 1956.) That spring the ice went off the lake 
April 28, one of the earliest dates for it to elear of 

ice. 
At the time, there were only 38 private cottages 

on all Falcon Lake (compared to about 800 now). 
Most of these were around Toniata and Faloma 
beaches. 

Ed had come back from the war in the late sum
mer of 1945 after six years in the army, four over
seas. He had not seen his daughter Myrna until she 
was nearly four years old. He left for overseas in 
September of 41 and she was bom in December . Our 
second daughter was bom in Kenora in May 1946. 

The flrst spring was very busy, getting things back 
in shape as everything got run down during the war 
years and the camp usually opened for business 

around May 24. There were 10 cabins, 15 boats and 
a store to be stocked. The summer proved to be just 
as busy as did every summer from then on till we 
sold. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

In those days Fa1con was noted as a great waUeye 
(pickerel) fishing lake. Americans swarmed up here 
every spring to catch their limit. Lake trout we re 
caught in High Lake and rainbow trout in Camp 
Lake. Camp Lake was eradicated of course fish and 

restocked with rainbow trout in 1952. 
Boats from Toniata Camp were at all these lakes 

and Ed ran a service to each from the camp. 
Most businesses elosed after Labour Day for the 

winter. Camp owners found plenty to do during the 
winter months. Ed had a registered trap line since 
shortly after he arrived and spent much time on it 
during the winler. AIso in those days, ice had to be 
cut in the lakes and stored for summer use. This was 
sawed in about two and a half-foot square blocks 

Ella Schindler and daughters Myrna, Edna and Janis. 

in the lake, hau led to ice-houses and packed tightly 
together. Then sawdust was hauled and packed well 
all around the ice, so it would las t aU summer. Get
ting out wood to last aU summer was another big 
winter job. 

Over the years, Ed and I put many improvements 
into the camp. Three new cabins were built, a large 
store, ice-house, garage, laundry house and also 
many new and large fishing boats were added to the 
equipment, along with about 10 outboard motors. 

In those days, there was no electricity and irons 
were operated by gas. The sheets, pillowcases and 
towels were all cotton and everything had to be 
ironed. It was an exciting time when electricity came 
to the area in the late 50s. 

After 17 prosperous years, the Schindlers decid
ed to sell the camp. In April 1963, Toniata Camp 
was sold and we, Ed, Edna, baby lanice and I 

moved to our new home in the Fa1con townsite. 
After moving to Fa1con, Ed worked with Parks 

at Falcon Beach, Fisheries, the Hadashville Con
servation Camp and then as a Highway Inspector 
for the department of Highways at the Flagstation 
at West Hawk Lake until his retirement in 1977. 

Our daughter Myrna lives in Ottawa with her hus
band Vince, son Mark, and daughter Caroline. Our 
second daughter Edna lives in Kenora with her hus
band Eddie and their children Dawn and Matt. 
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Janice married Darryl Kinley, on October l, 1988 
and they live in Falcon . Janice works at the Fish 
Hatchery at West Hawk Lake, and Darryl works 
for the Parks at West Hawk Lake and has taken 
over Ed's trap line, after being his hel per for a few 

years. 
We have seen many changes since we arrived in 

1946. Many community activities started since we 
arrived. The Community Club which is part of our 
Curling Rink was built, the church at West Hawk 
was built, and the Winfal Seniors was formed. We 

participated in many of the activities. 
Ed passed away on February 19, 1988. 

FALCON NATURAL1ST HONORED 
POSTHUMOUSLY WITH AWARD 

The late Ed Schindler of Faleon Lake, Man. was 
one of nineteen Manitobans honored with a Wild
life Conservation Award, presented November 28, 
1988 at the Legislative Building. The awards, 
presented by Minister of NaturaI Resources Jack 
Pen ner, recognized outstanding contribution to 
wildlife conservation in Manitoba. 

Initiated in 1983, the Wildlife Conservation 
Awards program consists of four distinct categories, 
each of which acknowledges a different set of ac
complishments . 

The wvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWSPLFCAwvtsrponljihfedcaWSPLFCAwvtsrponljihfedcaWSPLFCAProjessional Wildlife Conservation A ward 

recognizes individuals and organizations who 
through their profession have made a significant and 
everlasting contribution to public understanding 
and appreciation of wildlife . The Wildlife Cooper-

ators' A ward recognizes the dedicated service of in
dividuals or organizations in managing wildlife and 
maintaining wildlife habitat. The Wildlife Youth
Project Award is targeted at young Manitobans who 
make a useful contribution to public understand
ing of the value of wildlife. 

Avid natura list 
The Cooperators Awards was given posthumously 

to Mr. Ed Schindler. An avid naturalist, hunter and 
trapper, Mr. Schindler lived and worked in the 
Whiteshell area most of his life. !t's here that he 
discovered a new species of honeysuckle that sub
sequently was named after him. He collected numer
ous species of plants, not previously known to occur 
in Manitoba, and donated them to the Manitoba 
Museum of Man and Nature . He helped preserve 
the only known stand of large tooth aspen in 
southeastern Manitoba and helped reintroduce 
beaver to sparsely populated areas. 

He was also the president and an active member 
of the Whiteshelllocal fur council for a num ber of 
years. A valuable asset to parks brane h staff in de
veloping theme studies for the park, he worked as 
an mterpreter at the Manitoba Forestry Associa-
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tion's conservation school at Hadashville. M 
Schindler also discovered significant archeologi rywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLIFEDBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMIFEDBAwutsronmlkihgedcaTSOIFEBi 
sites along the shoreline of Falcon Lake. ca 

Speaking of naturalists, our Own Ed Schindler has 
a species of Honeysuckle named after him. The Lon· 

Cera Schindler is a type of honeysuckle ｣ｯｭｭｯｾ＠
to Eastern Canada. In his book, A Flora oj Western 

Canada, bontanist Bernard Boivin (chief botanist 
for the department of agriculture in Ottawa) iden. 
tifies this species and names it after Ed Schindler. 

Ed and his wife Ella had been in the area for 40 
years as of 1986. 

TOWNSITE 6 ELDER 

WALTER AND DORIS DOWBENKO 

In May 1961 we bought the cottage at Faleon 
Lake. There have been many changes over the years. 
The government peir where we fished is gone. As 
well, the Falcon Motel burned down. 

We have had many friends and family visit dur· 
ing the years. And many a fish story was told on 
fishing weekends. One of our favorite spots on the 
south shore was caIled "the point." We also enjoyed 
the beach and boating. Berry picking was a must, 
as well as mushroom picking. 

We have two sons. Larry, the elder worked for 
Henry Krysko in construction. He is now part-owner 
of Manufacturing Distribution sales of heating 
products in Winnipeg. Roy worked as a guide at Fal· 
eon Beach Riding Stables. While furthering his edu· 
cation he worked five summers for the Department 
of Natural Resources at West Hawk Lake. He now 
holds the position of agronomist with Sherritt Gor· 
don in Saskatoon. 

We are now in our retiring years, still enjoying 
our summers at Falcon. 

Mr. Oowbenko, Larry Oowbenko and cousin Larry. 
One ol thelf lishing days at Falcon Lake, 1969. 
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Ray and his horse al Falcon Slables. He was able 
lo gel his horse lo do a lew dance sleps. 

Ray caughl Ihis jack lish al Ihe north end ol Falcon 
Lake. Uncle John helped him land il . 

TOWNSITE 
EILEEN TESSLER 

The rumblings of a provincial park were being 
developed in early 1956. 

Bernard Remis became aware of the Government 
of Manitoba wishing to develop a park in the 
WhiteshelL He called friends and acquaintances with 
young families to atlend a meeting. The meeting was 
to discuss what young families would need and also 
what would be desirable in a summer resort close 
to Winnipeg. There was a great deal of discussion 
and an enthusiastic group confirmed they were truly 
interested. When pl ans we re set up, they 
would weight the pros and cons and bid on the lots 
listed. This was a "blind bid" for rocky and un
leveled ground. However, the net result was accepted 
and ｢ｵｩ､ｩｮｧ＠ went ahead. 

A magnificent golf course was 1aid out. Streets 
for the Townsite began lO take shape. This phase 
took place in 1956 and 1957. 

Most people who bid for a specific lot got what 
they wanted. In many instances, trees and rocks 
- of all sizes - had to be removed, but, by and 
large, everyone was quite satisfied. 

The meelings arranged by Mr. Remis were to dis
cuss: a) what lay ahead, and also b) who wanted 
to bid on neighboring 101S, c) the amenities the park 
would offer, d) codes by which the park would be 
maintained and used. By the end of 1956, most in
terested ｦ｡ｭｩｩ･ｳ＠ were sincere in their bidding. The 
next sIep was to arrange and to go ahead and settle 
in, in 1957, which came to pass for most. 

Four parallei streets cut out through the bush. 
Each were named after prevalent trees on the street. 
The names from east to west are Aspen, Birch, Cot
tonwood and Dogwood and then you have the South 

Shore Drive. 
The original settlers in the Townsite were: A. Sim

kin and ｦ｡ｭｩｹＬ＠ 1. Simkin and fami1y, S. Bebehuk 
and family, D. Kom and family, Schwartz and fam
ｩｹ＠ on Birch Street; J. Brownstone and family, M. 
Singer and ｦ｡ｭｩｹＬ＠ B. Remis and ｦ｡ｭｩｹＬ＠ M. Apter 
and family, B. Steinberg and familyon Cottonwood 
Street; J. Simkin and ｦ｡ｭｩｹＬ＠ B. Rosner and fam
ｩｹＬ＠ M. Shapiro and family, H. Shacter and fami1y 
and B. Atrikov and familyon Dogwood Street. 

From 1956 to 1988 there have been considerable 
changes. Children have grown up and had children 
of their own - it seems the second generation is 
moving along quickly also, and their children are 
pushing into their teens. Some cottages are four

generation households. 
There is an a11-year resident on Cottonwood, Mrs . 

Kumhyr. She is a widow now, a remarkable wom
an of 91 who has been a permanent resident for 
many years. She relates many tales of interest. 
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RCMP quarters are in Faleon Lake Townsite. 

There is a public school for children in the Town-
site as well as children bused from the surroundmg 

area. 
Summer amen iti es in the park inelude: boating, 

water skiing, golf, tennis, lawn bowling, miniature 
golf, pienie grounds, baseball diamond, fishing, cy-

eling and once a week bingo. 
In the winter there is a curling rink, a ski lift for 

downhill skiing, cross-country skiing, skating on the 

lake and ice fishing. 
Many cottagers enjoy Christmas at Falcon Lake. 

The naturaI beauty as well as the privacy adds to 

the holiday. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

TOWNSITE BLOCK KLOT 12 

CLARKE AND DORIS BAKER 

The Bakers, with three sons ready for skiing, sail-
ing and golfing, chose Falcon Lake for a cottage 
in February 1962. 

We purchased a place on Block 3, Lot 15. AlI our 
hopes were realized with that decision. In the early 
years, having acquired an unfinished building, the 
boys were very involved in developing our spoI. 

In the years following our sons married . Later, 
the grandchildren enriched our liv es there. 

One exciting moment comes to mind when our 
Y-Flyer tumed turlle and we lost our tiller. We 
learned then how deep the water in front of our dock 
was . 

Now, two of those sons are in the area. Bob's 
family are on Star Lake with special interest in 
barefoot skiing! Allen's purchased our place and 
are especially interested in sailing in their Laser One 
and Laser Two. 

We, with no intention of leaving our happy life 
at Falcon, are living on Fairway Crescent, Lot 12. 
There we are enjoying all the activities attractive to 
seniors. 

Son Bob's story appears in the Star Lake stories. 

TOWNSITE BIRDIE BAY LOT 61 

Mrs. Benstead's story as 
told to Olive Zirnmerman 

Summer residents often ask people who live here 
the year round: What do you do with your time? 

The days are often not long enough for some. One 
lady who fits into this category is Mrs. Benstead. 

Before I tell you how she spends her time, 1'11 go 
back to her beginnings. 

Celestine Managhan was bom 30 miles from Ot-
tawa. In 1916 she moved with her family to Primate 
Sask., where her father took a homestead . In 1918 
she married William Edward Benstead and they 
moved to Evesharn, Sask., where they lived all their 
208 zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyutsrqonmlkigedbaYWUQOMJIGECBA

Celestine and William Benstead. 

married lives. They had two daughters, Bernice who 
is married and lives near Senlac, Sask., on a farm, 
and Vera who lives on the south shore of Faleon 
Lake. 

In 1961 Mrs. Benstead left Saskatchewan to come 
to Falcon to help Vera. She was away from here 
in 1963-1970 when she worked as a dining-room su· 
pervisor at Indian residential schools in Birtle and 
The Pas. When she visited her daughter and her 
family, she found the elimate eased a respiratory 
problem, so in 1972 when she decided to retire she 
bought an unfinished house in the Falcon Town· 
site, finished it herself and has since lived there. 

This lady has a great gift for handicrafts and al· 
ways has more than one on the go. She started mak-
ing quilts during the First World War for the Red 

Cross under the guidance of her mother. 

This is how she describes making quilts. Quilts 
are made of three parts, the back or underside, the 
lining or filling, and the top. These are placed 
together, then firrnly stitched (quiltedl, somellmes 
in intricate pattems, sometimes by outlining the de· 
sign on the top. The purpose is always the same, 
to keep the lining in place through years of laun· 
dering and use. 

Mrs. Benstead said you need little equipment ex· 

cept quilting frarnes. These are four boards, ｗｨｬｾｾ＠
for smaller quilts can be one by three boards, 
to 15 inches longer than the size of the QUII!. urg· 
er quilts need a stronger frame to carry the welght 

of the quilt, so a two by two is a better choice. ｔｨ･ｾ＠
you need four elamps. Real quilting elamps are har 
to find but good wood-press elamps are qUI te 

adequate. 
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The back of the quilt is usually of a material to 
compliment the top both in color and texture . It can 
be of a num ber of different materiais. A persona l 
preference is cotton flannelette, which has a cozy 
feeling. It is easy to quilt through. It also clings to 
the other bedding, so is less apt to slide off the bed 

at night. 
This is the first piece of quilt to go on the frame. 

It is attached to the frame with any raw seams fac-
ing up. To attach it to the frames you need pins or 
tacks, or sewn with big stitches to the frame. 

Then comes the lining, commonly known as the 
"bat." Years ago if you bought a bat, it would be 
a very expensive wool or a cotton substance that 
tended to mat after a few washings. 

Mrs. Benstead's family had their own sheep. The 
process of getting the wool off the sheep and ready 
for the quilts or yam was a long one, requiring skill 
and patience. 

First, they would herd the sheep through a stream 
to dean the wool which was sheared or clipped from 
the sheep. The next step was to card it to remove 
bits of twigs and matted pieces and to 
make it all nice and fluffy. Some wool would be 
put away for spinning, some would be used for lin-
ing quilts. 

Nowadays polyester or terylene bats made of 
bonded synthetic materiais are used. They launder 
and wear well, are light in weight and very warm. 
Whichever kind you use, the bat is placed on top 
of the quilt back already in the frame. It is centered 
and smoothed out, ready for the top piece. 

The top of the quilt, the last to be put in place, 
is the one that takes time to assemble. It is made 
of many small pieces sewn together to form a de-
sign. This takes hours of work, tracing and cutting 
hundreds of these pieces, then pinning and sewing 
them. Next, you press them alI. When the top is as-
sembled into one piece, it is placed on top of the 
bat. Years ago these tops were made of material that 
was left over from other sewing. They can be made 
of almost any material but usually only one kind 
of material goes into a top. To show off the design, 
stripes of contrasting material are placed between 
design blocks. Or plain-colored blocks are placed 
between design blocks. 

Now the hand-stitching or 'quilting' starts. Tiny 
stitches, 10 to 12 to an inch, are placed either to out-
line the design pattem of the quilt or form a pat-
tem of their own. Whatever way it is done, it takes 
hours of quilting to gather the three layers together 

through the whole quilt. 
Years ago most quilting was done as 'quilting-

bees.' Groups of ladies would get together for the 
day in a hall, church basement or someone's home 
if she had a room large enough to set up the frames 
and also allow room for the ladies to sit around the 

edge to quilt. 

Mrs. Benstead often has a quilt in the frame and 
she works away at it whenever she has an hour to 
spare. 

Mrs . Benstead has made many different quilt pat-
terns. Som e has ended up as wedding presents for 
grandchildren. In recent years, many have been do-
nated to the local church and com mu nity organi-
zations. One year, four of these quilts went for the 
main prize in a cur1ing bonspiel. Another time she 
was involved in the making of another cur1ing bon-
spiel prize that consisted of two of these hand-made 
quilts and two hand-made afghans. She took the 
leftover material from the choir gowns to make a 
bow-tie pattem quilt which was raffled off by the 
Birchwood Ladies' Club. They realized enough 
money to buy the club a new fridge. 

When I visited her she was making the double-
wedding ring quilt pattem for a granddaughter. 
Each grandchild has received a hand-made quilt for 
their wedding gift. She wants to make the Bethle-
ham Star pattern someday, this will be a real 
challenge as it has many tiny pieces. 

When I asked her which one she liked doing best 
she didn't know, but she really enjoyed doing the 
Valley Forge designed by Martha Washington. 

Other creations, of Mrs. Benstead's are noticea-
ble in her home. There are braided rugs on the floor, 
crocheted doili es on the furniture, a huge knitted 
bedspread (the blocks were done mostly while baby-
sitting), bead-work omaments and Christmas deco-
rations. If you stayed for tea or were invited for a 
meal you would be served all things she had made 
from scratch, as we say, not from a package. The 
jams, pickies and vegetables would no doubt be 
from her garden that she had preserved in season_ 

She keeps her own home and garden, mows her 
own grass and tends her own flower beds. She also 
helps at many community things. This is a woman 
who never has to worry about what to do with her 

time. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

TOWNSITE 51 COITONWOOD ST. 
SIDNEY AND ADELE STANDIL 

Our cottage is at 51 Cottonwood, Faleon Lake. 
After spending many summers at various beaches 
along Lake Winnipeg, we decided to purchase a cot-

tage at Falcon Lake. . 
Our family at the time (1967) conslsted of four 

children, Lynda (15), Alan (12), Arthur (9) and Fred 
(5). When we told our children about the purchase, 
our daughter groaned and our sons shouted, 

"hooray!" 
The tennis courts, golf course and of course the 

beach have given us many enjoyable summer holi-
days. 'Lynda became Falcon's biggest fan! 
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Each year we have tried to improve the cottage, 
painting insi de and out, adding a screened-in porch 
and a few of the amenities such as a washer and 

dryer. 
In 1982 with the arrival of our first grandchild 

we extended the size of our place to make room for 

three generations. 
Ali our family enjoy cottage life, so our place is 

well used every summer. Falcon Lake has proven 
to be a wonderful choice to relax and enjoy Manito
ba's fine summers. 

TOWNSITE 24 ASPEN 
THE ZIEMANSKI FAMILY 

By Eva Ziemanski 

The Ziemanski Family' s first contact with West 
Hawk Lake was in 1952 when John was hi red by 
the Fisheries Branch to work at the Whiteshell Trout 
Hatchery and drive the distribution truck. Little did 
he know he would still be there almost 40 years later. 
Lori and I came in 1957. Soon Greg joined us and 
while the three of us enjoyed the lake and the holi
day atmosphere, John worked at raising fish, usually 
at the West Hawk Rearing site. 

We lived at Kenwin Camp and C.B.C. Cabins un
till961 when we moved to the hatchery. Our fam
ily was complete when Jeff and then Oawn arrived. 
And we were "Hatchery People" until the kids left 
home and we - just the two of us again - moved to 
Falcon Lake. 

John is still at the hatchery, as superintendent. 
l work for Agriculture Canada. Lori (Jim Blaney) 
lives near Whitemouth with sons Jordan and Clay
ton. Greg (Pam Durston), Jeff and Oawn all live zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyutsrqonmlkigedbaYWUQOMJIGECBA
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in Winnipeg . "The Lake" still draws them and they 
com e back whenever they can . 

We had a lot of good times and some not so gOOd. 

Usually the not so good IOvolved wild trips to the 
city . . . wit h Greg and his ruptured appendix ... 
with Jeff and the same problem ... with Lori and 

a temperatue of 106°F ... . with me trying to beat 
the starko Thank God all these tri ps ended happily. 

The good times often involved curling. Winning 
the club championship. The boys in the School Boys' 
Spiel and winning. (Greg the Haddon Hall and Jeff 
the Free Press .) Then both boys getting a zone SpOI. 
There was ice fishing . (We chopped a hole in the 
ice, built a snow shelter , lite a fire, ate Our lunch 
- never caught a fish). The Hatchery birthday par
ties . The picnics . Working together to start the 
church. Canoeing down the Hatchery Creek. 

And we have our share of wildlife stories. The 
bear that tried to climb through the windowat Ken
win. The moose we found sleeping on our door step 

at C .B.C. Cabins. The cougar we saw that two-year· 
old Greg called a "cow." 

Ali in all, I think we'lI stay right where we are. 

TOWNSITE 66 ELDER ST. 

THE SCHADEMOSE FAMILY 
By B. Schademose 

The Schademose family lived at the fish hatch
ery at the north end of West Hawk Lake. Baldur 
came to West Hawk Lake in 1951 as an employee 
of the Game and Fisheries Branch of the Manitoba 
Oepartment of Naturai Resources. The Whiteshell 
Trout Hatchery became his new headquarters in the 
fali of that year but wark stations continued to be 
anywhere in the province the director ofthe Branch 
deemed they should be. One of those stations was 
the Crescent Beach rearing sile. While working at 

Crescent Beach in 1952 1 met Blanche. 
Blanche first came ta West Hawk in 1951 as a 

The Schaldemose family: Susan, Leanne and Alan, 
Blanche and Balder, Dana, Sandra. 



Ihey 

lad. 
the zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyutsrqonmlkigedbaYWUQOMJIGECBA

and 
･｡ｬ＠

ｬ ｩｹＮ＠

ring 
ｙｳＧ＠

lef[ 

lOt. 
the 
tch 

ar· 
the 

'he 
ｾ ｮﾷ＠

:ep 

ar· 

re. 

b· 
lr 

:e 
a 
Il 

Gladys and George Watkinson. 

student to work for Frank and Adele Reichert at 
the Trans-Canada Restaurant. She returned to work 
at the Trans-Canada Restaurant in 1952. In October 
she went to work Buster and Doris Bellemere at 
Backwood Cabins (now Keystone Cabins and 
Motel). They had the post office and gas pum ps. 

Blanche and I were married in 1953, moved to 
the fish hatchery and lived happily ever after. Our 
children Alan, Susan, Sandra and Dana were all 
raised there among the rocks , pines and the beauti-
ful creek that runs beside the buildings and fish rear-
ing tanks. 

Charlie Watson, George and Gladys Watkinson 
were living at the hatchery when we were married. 
We became very good friends. George and Gladys 
became like grandparents to our children. They re-
tired to StonewalI in 1967. Our close association with 
them continues to this day. 

Our chi Id ren attended Falcon Beach School, 
Whitemouth Collegiate and Steinbach Regional 
High Schoo!. Alan became a member of the RCMP. 
He served in northern Saskatchewan and is now sta-
tioned in Winnipeg. He married Leanne Stephen. 
They have two children Robbie and Kristen. Susan 
has a Bachelor of Education degree and became a 
teacher. She married Larry Morran. They have three 
children, Jeff, Lisa and Brent. They live at Gillam, 
Man., where Larry works for Manitoba Hydro. San-
dra has a Business Administration degree and is a 
sales account manager for KLM in Toronto. She 
married Tony Duma in September 1990. Dana 
graduated from the University of Manitoba in May 
1990 with a Bachelor of Arts in Economics. She 
works in the summer for the Parks Branch at West 
Hawk Lake in the summer . 

I became closely associated with the school, the 
community club and the church until increased work 
related responsibilities caused me to be away from 
the community more often and for greater lengths 
or time. I became a Senior Hatchery Superintendent 
for the province of Manitoba in 1973. In 1981 I be-
came Chief of Fish Culture and relocated to Win-
nipeg. Meanwhile Blanche had accepted 
employment as a Primary Products Inspector with 
Agriculture Canada stationed at West Hawk Lake. 

So we bought a house in Block D and Blanche reluc-
tantly moved from the hatchery to Falcon Lake 
TownsIte. She worked part-time in Falcon Beach 
Post Office during a lay-off, but, is back again with 
Agnculture Canada. 

TOWNSITE 48 GREEN AVE. 
MRS. M. KUMHYR 

This story is from a taped interview with 
Mrs . Kumhyr when she was al most 90 years old. 

When I first came to Falcon it was summertime. 
The road wasn't finished all the way, so we walked 
about a mile on a part that was corduory. We went 
to alittle store at Mokahan Beach. We got our lunch 
and a rug and we went to the beach. I remem ber 
l said to my sister-in-Iaw, "I wish I could live in 
my old age here - so I got my wish, so I can't ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAwponmlicaYVUTSRONLJIFEDCBA
complain now." 

My husband, Mike, came to Falcon two years be-
fore me, and he came home every night after work. 
At that time, we lived at Whitemouth. 

When the streets were layed out and the lots sur-
veyed, my husband got one lot. There weren't so 
many trees then, lots of brush and lots of mice. The 
McKinnon children use to play in the grass and catch 
the mice. This was all a sand ridge. 

We had a lot of lumber on the farm when we sold 
it and the new owners didn't want to buy it so we 
brought it here for our home. John Laba built our 
home. We finished the house ourselves. A lot of time 
I was the carpenter, sawing the lumber and nailing 
it on the walls on the inside and the outside and put-
ting in the insulation. 

I came to Falcon in 1956 and for many years I 
worked doing an assortment of jobs. I worked in 
the kitchen of the golf course. In the beginning, I 
worked for two and a half weeks by myself. I didn't 
know much about mixing drinks, so I told the boys 
to help themselves. They were mostly from the states 
then. I told them all I know is "Red Cap." For seven 
years, I cleaned the RCMP office and the Parks Ad-
ministrative office. I cleaned lots of cottages, mostly 
on the south shore of Falcon and I babysat. There 
was lots to do. We made our garden and kept our 

own grounds. 
When Mike came, he worked for the Parks. At 

first, Don McKinnon was in charge, he was the head 
ranger. Later, Mike worked for Doug Drysdale, he 
was in charge of the golf course. I remem ber when 
Doug was first here, Dale (his wife) was nursing at 
Ste. Anne Hospital and she would stay with me for 
the weekend. There weren't many people here then 
and there weren't many places to stay. Lyle 
(Moffet), worked with Don, lived in a trailer, and 

there were a few more. 
One night, there were paved streets then, and Don 
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McKinnon came to our door and told us to come 

outdoors. There were six or eight people out there 
already. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAytsrponmlkjigfedcbaWQOMLJIFEDBAlt was getting dark and we watched the 
northern lights maybe 20 minutes. Then someone 
said "Someone is sawing the center pole (in the 
northern lights) right down the center," and it 
looked like one-half feli one way and the other half 
went the other way and that was the end of the 
northern lights that night. I n the beginning it was 

a lot of fun. 

TOWNSITE S4 COTTONWOOD 
THE RUSSELL FAMILY 

By Gladys Russell 

aur first encounter with the Whiteshell area was 
in the '50s. My husband and I along with another 
couple used to camp at Toniata Beach. We would 
rent a rowboat, row to the other si de of the lake 
and always have our limit of pickerel. 

Then we decided to explore northern Manitoba. 
Such a beautiful province for camping, fishing and 

enjoying nature. 
When the Falcon Lake campsite was developed, 

this became our weekend outing. By now, we had 
three children and our motor boat. This campsite 
was so popular that we would put our tent up on 
Thursday night and drive back to the city. This was 
the only way we could be guaranteed a camping spot 
for the weekend. 

lt was at this point we decided it would be so nice 
to purchase a cottage somewhere a the lake. 

We seriously started to look at cottages in 1982, 
then we found what suited us in the Townsite. 

aur family is spread around now. aur son from 
the Toronto area visits every year wit h his wife and 
three children. aur son in Texas visits with his wife 
and two children, and our daughter and husband 
from Winnipeg visit with their two chi!dren. 

So, we now have another generation enjoying the 
serenity and pleasure of the Whiteshell. 

TOWNSITE 
THE PODOLCHUK FAMILY 

By Karen Kodolchuk 

There have been three generations of Podolchuks 
living and working in the Falcon and West Hawk 
areas. My father and his father have spent many 
hours of hard work in the development of the lakes 
we now enjoy. 

During the years of 1945 to 1955 my grandfather, 
N'.cholas Podolchuk worked bui!ding cottages. In 
thls 10-year period he bui!t three cottages on West 
Hawk and one on Caddy Lake. 

He was proud to tell stories of the building of Pre-
mier Garson's cottage in 1945 . He talked of work 
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done by himself, his son Harry, and his father Pete 
He recalled how horses were used to hau I the log; 
and material for the cottage. Progress was slow so 
the men would camp on the job site, work for 'the 

summer, return home for the winter, and when 
spring arrived again, return to work. (Today this 
cottage is owned by Jessimans.) 

In 1955 , Nicholas started working in Falcon for 
the Department of Natural Resources. A carpenter 
by trade, who also had a talent for stone masonary. 

Some of his stone work still stands today, The 
Whiteshell Provincial Park signs stone structure at 
the Park boundary on Highway 307 was made by 
his hands, as well as the stone wall s on the kitchen 
shelters in the beach campgrounds in Falcon. 

During the 15 years in Falcon, Nicholas also com· 
pleted carpentry work for cottage owners on South 

Shore Road . In 1970, Nicholas retired and returned 
to Elma, Man. 

My father, Harry Podolchuk has also assisted in 

the development of the area. In 1955 he began work· 
ing as an equipment operator, developing the Fal· 
con Townsite, golf course and south shore road. He 
also helped with the building of the WhitesheU Com· 
munity Club. He remembers how logs were cut from 
Caddy Lake to be used for lumber in the construc· 
tion of the Club. Gravel was hauled by truckload 

from Steinbach. 
During Apri! of 1970, Harry was transferred to 

West Hawk as maintenance foreman. At this time 
snowmobi!e trai!s were being brushed. Harvey Zim-
merman and Harry blazed and brushed the first trail 
to Rennie. The trai! they blazed folIowed the Trans-
Canada Highway to Blueberry Hill, continued west 
on the Trans-Canada pipeline to the Whiteshell 
Esso. From there the trai! went north to Rennie. This 
trai! no longer exists, it has since been rerouted to 

the present Rennie trail. During this part of the '70s, 
there was a trai! from West Hawk to Rennie. This 
trai! crossed Caddy, South Cross, went over the 
CNR tracks at Opher, across North Cross Lake, 
Pintai! and Teal Lakes, then along the hydro Ime 
to Brereton Lake, then south to Rennie. This is no 
longer a designated traii, but those of us who are 
luckey enough to find this trai! can still see the old 
markers guiding your way! One of the trai!s, blazed 
by these men that is still used today is the Star Lake 
trai! which joins Falcon, Barren, Edgar and Star 

Lakes. 
Myself and my brother Haroid, being avid snowo 

mobilers take pride in knowing our father was part 
of the development of trails we and many others 
enjoy using so much! This trai! work done by Har· 

ry is only a smali part of his contribution in the area. 

Harry and his wife Catherine live in Falcon Lake. 
Harry still works in West Hawk as the senior mam· 



tenance foreman. Catherine has worked for many 
of the local businesses over the years and works for 
Natural Resources dur ing the summer months, 
and works at Tall Pine Lodges during the winter 
months. Their oldest daughter, Christine, lives in 

Ottawa, and works for the Canadian Armed Forces 
as a Warrent Officer. Karen (that's me) works in 
West Hawk for Natura! Resources, and son Harold 
lives in Falcon and is an apprentice carpenter. 

FALCON LAKE BLOCK 1 LOT l 

This cottage was bullt about 1938 by Mr. and Mrs . 

Steedsman. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAIt was to be their home as they were leav-
ing Toniata Camp. A job offer came up to hel p Mr. 
MacKenzie at West Hawk Lake so they sold it to 

Dr. and Mrs. White. 
When they found there was no road for most of 

the way from Toniata on, the Steedsman's had to 
laya corduroy road so they could get their materi-
｡＠ for building to the lot. Before that road was 
regravelled a few years ago you could see some of 
the end s of the logs that were used in the corduroy. 

One of the heaviest things that had to be taken 
to most of the older cabins was a cook stove. When 
it was time to take the one to the Steedsman cabin 
three young fellows we re going to do the job. Two 
of these boys were farm boys and the other one was 
from the city, he was the one that was sent to tie 
the boat securely to the dock at bot h the front and 
back end, while the other two stronger fellows got 
the stove on the deck. When these two fellows, one 
on each side of the stove stepped down into the boat 
it slid away from the dock and the stove ended up 
in the lake. Can't you just imagine what they 

thought of the boatman. 

Graham and Eleanor Scrlvener 

THE SCRIVENERS 
1949 - 1986 

We are finally saying farewell to our cottage (at 
Falcon Lake) after many happy years. We have 
many fond memories we will always treasure. 

In the spring of '49 a visit from Shorty Kennedy 
made us aware of a cottage for sale. After much 
delibertaion, we decided to pay a visit to Lot l, 
Block l, there to be met by Dr. White and his wife. 
We feli in love with the cottage which was ､ｵｹ＠ pur-
chased and took possession on June 30. 

We will always remember walking into the cot-
tage, noting there were 110 fishing lures on one 
wall. May I add, it took one summer for the boys, 
with hel p from Mom and Dad, to go through 
them ... ouch! 

I wish to rem ind you, that at that time there were 
two ways to get to the cottage, one by boat and the 
other by ｷ｡＠ king along the waterfront. Luckily, we 
had privileges at two docks, belonging to the Ken-
nedys and the Holmes cottages. We ｡ｳｯ＠ had a smali 
Peterborough boat with a 214 hp motor (which came 

wit h the camp). 
The day we took possession of the cottage we 

wa!ked to the camp, picked up the boat, drove back 
to the docks to pick up our baggage, which was im-

mense, the!' journeyed back to the camp to unIoad. 
Each season, before roads, Gralham, my husband, 

and the boys set out with saw, clippers and prun-
ing shears to elear a path along the waterfront. 
Everyone enjoyed our path. This was, of course, 
prior to boat houses and cottages being put up as 

the years progressed. 
To continue ... on the day we took over our cot-

tage, it was pouring rain. Jack and Betty Holmes 
(God bless them) got out their boat to help trans-
port sheets, pots and pans, etc. We unpacked, lit 
the kitchen stove, and then the sun came out so we 
aU went for a swim. Our docks at that time were 
two planks wideo Consequent1y, if you stepped back 
suddenly, you ended up in the water. We arrived 
back from our swim to find the cottage full of 
smoke. We hadn't adjusted !he damper on !he stove. 

I came down when school was out and stayed aU 
summer with the boys. Our food was brought each 
weekend by my husband, with much assistance from 

the Schindlers. 
We found 13 games in the cottage which provid-

ed many happy evenings. We toasted ｭ｡ｲｳｨｭ｡ｬｯｷｳ＠
in the fireplace. In those early years, our only heat 

was the fireplace and the kitchen stove. 
Fish caught by the boys had to be cleaned and 

put away before the night ended. The boys fished 

many, many hours a day. . 
When we closed our cottage each weekend pnor 

to summer holidays, the order of the day was all 
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lamps filled and chimneys cleaned, woodbox filled, 
fires loaded everything ready for our return. 

How ｴｩｭ･ｾ＠ changed when the roads were cut in. 
No more walking in. Then came electricity which 

meant no more lamp chimneys to polish, no more 
hot stoves. Electricity did not give us as much light 

as the Coleman and other lights had. 
Olive and Adolph Zimmerman saw us through 

many of our problems. To them, we are forever 
grateful. They in tum have become good friends. 
Our neighbors were the very best anyone could ask 
for. There we re many acts of kindness paid us. 

The merchants of Faleon Lake and West Hawk 
will be remembered for their courtesy. 

We are going to miss our cottage but somehow 
as we get older it is time to say goodbye to it and 
the totem pole, which we purchased in 1967, the 
Canadian Centennial year. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK l LOT 4 

DON'T W ASTE THOSE NORTHERNS 
By John Rizok 

The following method of filleting northerns is fast 
and willleave a completely boneless one-piece filIe!. 
The steps are as follows: 

Place the fillet with the ｴ｡ｩＭ･ｮ､＠ facing away from 
you and the inside up. Now, look for the centre line 
running down the fillet and the line of "white 
specks' running paralleI to the centre line about 0 

inch in: these white specks are the tips of the ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBA
y -bones' prongs. Hold the knife al most horizon-
tally paralleI to the fillet just above the speck line 
and cut into it narrowly missing the Y-bone prongs. 
Cut deeper ｵｮｴｩ＠ you hit the junction of the prongs 
and then continue the slice along to about two to 
four inches from the tai l-end of the fillet - the ex-
act distance varies with the size of the fish. 

The second cut is done by inserting the blade into 
the first incision, giving it a half-twist so that the 
blade slides along top of the bone towards the thick 
part of the fillet. Peel the meat up as you cut, stop-
ping immediately when you expose the total shank 
of the Y -bone. Continue down the filIet, section by 
section, stopping only when you get two to four 
inches from the ｴ｡ｩ＠ (the Y -bones in this section be-
ing nothing more than white gristle and so poses no 
threat if eaten). Once this cut is finished, flap over 
this layer of meat, exposing both the prong and the 
shank of the Y -bones. 

You're now ready to start the third cut. Find the 
centre line and slice below it, just missing it from 
the bell y side of the fillet. With the blade held at 
an angle that allows it to scrape the bottom of the 
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y -bone, carefully slice down ｵｮｴｩ＠ this cut meets the 
previously mentioned second cut - thus freeing 
completely one sectlOn of Y -bones . Hold this freed 
section up, and continue to lift and cut the entire 
row of Y -bones free . 

When completed, the fillet will be 100 percent 

boneless, and - once the top layer is flipped back 
- will be of uniform thickness for easy cooking. 

Another hin!. Before you start cleaning and filIet-
ing a northern, wrap it up in newspapers for 5 to 
10 minutes to utterly soak up the fish slime. zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBA

Mr. John Rizok has volunleered lO demonsIrale 
his skill al filIeling Jaekfish al any Fishing Derby, 
Sporls Day, or olher special summer evenl in Ihe 
Whileshell. He ean be reaehed al Winnipeg 452-5992 
or 1-349-8411. Anyone who has been in Ihe audienee 
al his demonslrations in Ihe Convenlion Cenlre will 
agree Ihal il is very informalive. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK l LOT 5 

By Pat Evans 

While deciding what to write, I'm watching TV 
and, if I get tired of the TV 1'11 put on cassettes and 
listen to musie ｷｨｩ･＠ I ponder memories of Falcon. 
I might even go to the fridge and get myself a nice 
cold drink. I was able to have a shower this morn-
ing instead of jumping into the lake. It's early May 
and the ice hasn't been long orr the lake. Getting 
electricity sure has been wonderful. 

My mind wonders back 35 years. I remem ber 
when we got our lot and my husband and I came 
down to see where we would place the cottage. My 
heart sank when aU I could see was bush. How could 
we ever get anything ｢ｵｩｴ＠ among a11 that bush? 
Finally, it was all cleared and we were ready for the 
footings. The easiest way was to rnix the cement over 
at West Hawk and after the forms were set, to bring 
them over to Toniata Beach. The fellows (Ken Fer-
guson, Harold Biddulph and B.E. (hubby) ) bor-
rowed an old scow from the Catholic brothers' 
retreat and started to haul the blocks from Toniata 
to our lots. This included the blocks or footings for 
the cottages in lot 3 and 4 and ours, as they were 
starting to build too. By the time they reached here 
the scow was about to sink because it wasn't com-
pIet el y waterproof. This was only the beginning. 
Everything had to be brought by scow and carned 
up to the building site or carried from the end of 
the road one half to three quarters of a mile from 
the ｢ｵｩ､ｩｮｧ＠ lots. Everyone from the youngest to the 

oldest was recruited for this work. 
After weekends of work we got the cottage box.ed 

in, the shiplap was on the roof and half was shln-
gled. We decided to bring down the beds so we could 
stay overnight. That night it rained, so one half of 



the cottage was dry but the other was soaking wet. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBA
lt was like getting out of bed and into a shower. 

We worked hard but also had some good times . 
At nights, we met at the Biddulphs along with the 
Fergusons for coffee. The place was always fulI of 
grown-ups, children, dogs and cats (ours and theirs). 
We would discuss what we had done over the 
weekend and what we would be doing the next 
weekend. 

While building our cottage we stayed at Toniata 
or sometimes at Laws cottage on Law's Bay at the 
eastern end of Fakon. One day we worked so late 
that before we could get to Laws cabin it rained . 
Danny Biddulph put his wet shoes in the oven to 
dry. When he remembered them, they were so 
turned up at the toes he couldn't put them on. 

Another time it rained we had no shelter and I 
got soaked. When I got home and took off my red 
slacks I was a lovely shade of red from the waist 
down. 

We had Coleman stove, an icebox and two Cole-
man gas lamps. In those days, we thought that was 
really great. The ice was brought from Toniata by 
boat but by the time we got it into the icebox it didn't 
weigh the 25 pounds we started off with. 

The cottages on this block were started before 
electricity came to the area. Every piece of lumber 
was cut with a handsaw, a time-consurning task in 
itself. After everything was completed, the road was 
extended to the back of the cottages and electricity 
came. 

AlI in all, we loved it. II was work welI done. I 
still keep our little house out back. Who knows, 
maybe someday we may need it. 

One night after dinner Doris Furguson and her 
dog, Betty Biddulph and her daughter and myself 
headed for Toniata in the boat. After getting what 
we wanted from the store we got into the boat and 
pushed off. We couldn't start the motor and left 
the boat at D. Shaw's dock. We headed for the road 
with the dog in the lead. He met a skunk and you 
know what happened. The dog got the worst of it, 
but as we walked through the grass we got some too. 
On the road we met Mr. and Mrs. Scrivener who 
offered to take us home in their car. We alI piled 
in, smell and all, except the dog . He had to run 
behind. 

We humans alI had a good was h and were able 
to get the smelI off us. Have you ever tried to get 
a big Labrador dog clean on one can of tomato 
juice? II doesn't work. Every time the poor dog got 

wet it brought the smell back again. 
Our son, Keith, spent alI his summers at Falcon 

Lake from the age of 12 until he married and left 
for Edmonton, where he is Director of Parks and 
Recreation . He learned his love of nature at Fal-
con. He still spends his holidays here, along with 

his wife, Maria and daughters Rea-Anne, Christel 
and Chelsea. 

His greatest thrill when he was young was, when 
he was alIowed to take the smali boat and motor 
out on the lake by himself. He still enjoys it, 
although the boat is bigger now. 

FALCON yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBALAKE 

BLOCK 1 LOT 7 

The Story of Our Cottage 
By Doris and Paul Martin 

II was 1954 when we made a start on our sum-
mer cottage. We thought having our own place in 
this beautiful area would mean countless hours of 
rest and relaxation, doing nothing more strenuous 
than swimrning, fishing or sun bathing. II didn't take 
long to discover that relaxation takes many differ-
ent forms, that learning to use a hammer and saw 
or pour a concrete footing can also be satisfying 
recreation. 

Prior to 1954, we had spent several holidays at 
Fakon, renting cabins at Toniata from Col. Tho-
mas and later Ed Schindler and Mo-Ka-Han (part 
of a government campground today). In 1954, we 
decided to apply for a cottage lot. My husband felt 
we could build a modest cottage adequate for our 
family for about $2,500. The ranger at West Hawk 
Lake, Ed Polkowski, when accepting our applica-
tion said there would probably be a two year wait. 
Six weeks later on a rainy September long weekend 
we we re in the area again. On the spur of the mo-
ment we decided to drop in on the ranger. When 
he said he had just surveyed four lot s in Block l 
and we could choose one, we couldn't believe our 
good fortune. He probably thought a couple with 
two young children who would come down in cold, 
pouring rain deserved a reward. We promptly went 
to see the lots. There was only one cabin in Block 
I at that time, and it was on what was called an iso-
lated lot. II had been there for several years and was 
made of naturallogs. We had often used it as a land-
mark while canoeing in earlier years. 

The road did not go to Block I, so it meant driv-
ing to the end of the road, climbing down to the 
lakeshore and walking along a bush !rail. II was rain-
ing hard and by the time we reached the lots, we 
were soaked through, bul too happy to notice. So 
began many years of hard work and happiness. 

The next and folIowing weekend s that autumn 

were spent clearing the property of heavy brush and 
smali poplars. Thanksgiving was spent outside with 
our friends, the Mussells, Lot 6. Four adults, five 
children, two dogs and several Canada jays salon 
logs around a piece of plywood enjoying a cold tur-
key dinner. 
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During the winter we built an 8xl2 foot pre-f.ab 
bunkhouse in our basement. yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt was complete wlth 
large windows, two wall beds, fold down table, 

Quebec heater and small oil stove. Once assembled 
on the lot, it provided a snug , comfortable home 
for the next two years while we built the cottage. 
There was no electricity till 1959, so all building was 
done with hand tools. Lumber and other supplies 
were either carried from the end of the road and 
over the hill or taken in our 12-foot boa t from 
Toniata. We usually came down Friday night after 
work. So many times we left the Toniata dock in 
the dark, carrying, in relays, lumber, supplies and 
children and the dog. Coleman lanterns supplied 
light, cook stoves for cooking and heat and pure 
drinking water came from a spring up the lake by 
pailfuls. Baths were taken in the lake and depend-
ing on the time of the year could be pretty brisk af-
fairs. lee was purchased by the block from Toniata. 
Our young sons had other less desirable chores but 
were always happy to take the boat, get the ice, then 

drop in at the Schindlers store. 
By today's standards, those beginning years were 

hard, but all of us were young with young families 
and it was a happy learning experience. Weekend s 
and summ er holidays found the families in Block 
l busily building their dream cabins, while learn-
ing to appreciate the unspoiled outdoors and wild-
life. Most of us had salt licks so adult deer and their 
fawns were regular visitors . Fish were plentifu!. It 
wasn't too difficult to catch enough fresh pickerel 
for a mea!. On hot calm days our sons would bait 
a hook with bacon, then sit really still in the boat 
and watch the small mouth bass swim up to inves-
tigate. 

By 1959 the powerline was brought in. In the early 
1970s, a road finally came in, some of the cottagers 
giving up part of their property for the road. To-
day, we all have the comforts of the city, but can 
still enjoy the natural scenery very much as it was 
in the 1950s. Perhaps there are more varieties of 
birds naw, especially hummingbirds - or could it 
be we all have more time to enjoy them. 

FALCON yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBALAKE 
BLOCK 1 LOT 6 

Merv and Mabel Mussell 

Today, as I look around our cabin on the north 
shore of Falcon Lake, and see what surrounds 
me ... chesterfields, a shower, fridge , electric 
ｳｴｯｶｾＬ＠ I fmd It dlfficult to recall 34 years ago when 
we flrst came to Falcon Lake. (Story was written 
1988) 

It was the long weekend in September 1954, a cold 
and ramy weekend, when friends Paul and Doris 
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Martin phoned us from the lake to tell us a few more 

lots had opened up ｯｾ＠ the north shore, four to be 
exact, and If w.e were mterested to come down and 
put our name m for .one of the lots. They had put 
thelr nam e down wlth the Park Ranger at W 
Hawk Lake and were definitely interested in one eSfl 
the lots. o 

We cashed a cheque with our favourite frie dl 
drugstore (Orlikow Drugs) to pay for ｴｨ･Ｇｷ･･［･ｮｾ＠
and were on our way. The Park Ranger at West 
Hawk Lake told us where the lots were located. We 
drove as far as the service road went, packed ou 

HilIman which had trouble making some of the hiUsr 

then walked about a half-mile along the shore ｴｾ＠
the lots. We chose one but could hardly tell what 
it was like because of the underbrush. We knew it 
wasn't too steep and the lake in front looked to be 
sandy and not too deep. We went back to Wesl 

Hawk Lake and paid $15 . for the first year 's lease. 
Alllumber for the cottages in this block was eilher 

brought in by boat or by road as far as the road 
went, then carried in. We didn't have a boat, so a11 
our lumber had to be carried in. The first thing we 
had to do after coming down for a weekend was 
carry lumber. Our three boys, ages lO, eight and 
five, helped before they could play up on the cliff or 
whatever. There was an abandoned gold mine be-
hind the Martins' property and that is where our 
three boys spent many hours. 

The first year we eleared the land and decided 
where to put up the cabin. Meals were cooked on 
a two-burner Coleman stove. Food was kepI in ice-
boxes . Ed Schindler at Toniata had the icehouse and 
the only grocery store for quite a few miles. 

There was lots of hard work but lots of fun too. 
The first time we were invited to a Happy Hour at 
Burgesses, Lot 9, the invitation was written on birch 

bark. 
Martins next door had built a bunkhouse (12x8 

feet) and llved in it ｾｨｩｬ･＠ they built their collage. 
We lived in a tent while we built ourS. We spent most 
evenings in the bunkhouse (four adults, five chil-
dren and two dogs) playing cards by lamp light and 
talk ing about plans for our cabins. After the Mar-
tins cabin was livable they loaned us the bunkhouse. 
It was like liv ing in a castle after living in the tenl. 

Deer would come every day to drink at (he lake. 
Bears were often seen also weasel, porcupllle, 
ducks heron mink ｳｫｾｮｫ＠ and faxes. Over bythe 
sand ｾｩｴｳ＠ we ｾｦｴ･ｮ＠ ｳｾｷ＠ wolves. A favorite pasume 

in the evening was to drive over to the garbage ､ｾｐ＠
and watch the bears feed or to drive acrosS the a e 
to see the bald eagles and their babies in thelr huge 

ｾｍＮ＠ . ｾ＠
We got our drinking water from a spnng 

drained into Falcon Lake on Scriveners lot. It was 

elear and cold and tasted really good. 



I. 

!be zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAland and ｾ＠
leals were ｴｏｏｾ＠
Food waskeptu 
l bad theicdJJIIIl 
'te a few mih 
but 101$ of r. 

J lO a Happy Har 

n waswrium lll 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 1 LOT 8 

The Steeves - Jack, Doreen, John, Jayne and Jim 

Achance remark, "If you ever want to sell this 
cottage, please calI us," started our ongoing love 
affair with Falcon Lake. We purchased the cottage 
in 1966 from Charles and Ena Goulding (my second 
cousin) who had started the clearing of the land in 
1954 and obtained their first lease in 1959 when the 
cottage was finished. 

We were all invited to the cottage for the day and 
thought it was one of the most beautiful places we 
had ever seen in Manitoba. The terrain cliffered from 
the flat prairie around Winnipeg and we were all 
hungry for water and hills. 

Over the years, we have added, built, rebuilt and 
modernized our cottage to the point that upon retire-
ment it has become Our prime residence. We escape 
south for months in our motor horn e but are eager 
to return to the Whiteshell. 

Wherever we roam during the winter , we have yet 
to find a spot where we can sit and watch the lake 
and its tranquil surroundings. We remem ber all our 
good friends in the Whiteshell where friendships are 
genuine and warm. We can recall berry picking 
times, gatherings, sharing waterfront problems and 
building woes. 

With our kids' great love of the water and all 
water sports, this was the ideal place to bring our 
children every summer and as many weekends as 
was possible. They grew up learning to respect the 
water and to love nature. 

We also had the odd encounter with bears in our 
yard. They we re promptly dispatched by our dogs. 
Skunks have been an ongoing cross to bear. One 
incident, forever in our memories, was when our 
collies went tearing through our yard into our neigh· 
bor's, straight toward Bill, who was digging up dano 
delions. The poor man thought the dog had gone 
crazy. He turned as the dog veered around him and 
sawa huge bear standing on its hind legs . In an ins-
tant, the bear was up a tree and a grateful Bill was 

patting good old Nicky. 
The fali of 1988 we bid goodbye to Falcon Lake, 

to the friends we had made there, and the cottage 
that holds so many memories for all our family. We 
now cali Keledin, in the Okanagan Valley of B.C. 
home. 

FALCON LAKE 

BLOCK 1 LOT 10 
Mary and George Crayston and Family 

In 1954, my brother Jack and I saw an ad in the 
Free Press announcing the opening up of Whiteshell 
cottage lots. We received permits to occupy Lots 10 

At the Crayston cottage . David , Joan, George and 
Mary Crayston, Bill, Barbara and Mel Clisby. 

and 11 in Block I on the north shore of Falcon Lake 
on October l, 1954. Total cost $15 . for each lot. 

After clearing the lot we brought in lumber on 
a barge pulled by Jack's boat (no roads to the lots 
in those years). As the barge neared the shore, it 
began to fili with water and started to sink. Our food 
was on top of the lumber. 

However our good friends, Mary and Bill Clis-
by, were there and Bill quickly waded into the lake 
and rescued the film cans containing our pies as weU 
as the rest of the food . 

Many friends from Winnipeg came to help - by 
car, by foot, by boat, and one family in their float 
pIane. They all seemed to enjoy the ad venture of 
the construction of the cottage. We gratefully 
thanked them for their sore aching lirnbs. They 
helped us shingle the roof, and tile the floor, and, 
the first winter , even helped remove the snow off 
the roor. 

For a swim, when the children were young, we 
would walk the shoreline to the sandy beach at 
Pakaska. In those years, the children imagined 
themselves as greal adventurers. They wandered the 
bush and discovered what they called Like-a-Canyon 
(the gra vel pit) . 

We rebuilt the docks about every two or three 
years as the ice and stor ms took their toll . Then, 
happily, we had a road, a boathouse and a metal 
ramp and dock. 

The family is spread out now. Dave and Linda 
and Mary are in Calgary, and Joan, Rod, Dirk and 
Scott are in St. Catharines, but still find their way 
"horne to the lake" to all the beautiful scenery and 
all the good times together. 
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FALCON LAK E 
BLOCK 3 LOT 8 

Margaret Cowell 

In 1952 we went tenting at West Hawk Lake 
｣｡ｭｰｧｲｯｵｾ､＠ with our 12-year-old son, eight-year-

old daughter and a three-year-old baby boy. 
We graduated to a 14-foot Dew-drop trailer. We 

tried Toniata campground but like West Hawk bet-
ter. There were more people and was more activity. 

In 1957 we drove to West Bend, Wisconsin, to 
pick up a 24 foot Mallard trailer. Now we were 
camping in style (our own bathroom). Falcon Lake 
Trailer Park, beside the shopping mail, which had 
just opened. We had the first lot in the second row, 
right beside the park entrance. The first row is now 
the roadway to the boat launching at the lagoon. 

From trailering at Faleon Lake we bought a cot-
tage at Block 10, Lot 7, Caddy Lake. Ours was the 
last cottage before a natural wilderness. 

aur youngest son made friends with a beautiful 
buck (four or five points on his antlers). He would 
come and eat out of Greg's hand. One day, he had 
a female and twins with him. 

One morning, after a severe thunderstorm, there 
was an eery greenish daylight. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIGFECBAvtsronmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAIt seemed as if we 
were under water. Out of the kitchen window were 
12 large (two feet in length) woodpeckers flying 
around. They flew around from tree to tree but 
made no sound. Iwonder if anyone else has ever 
seen these large woodpeckers? 

I n 1965, we bought our cottage at Block 3, Lot 
8 at Falcon Lake. 

aur cottage was built around 1952 by Dr. Paul 
L'Heureux, Medical Director, SI. Boniface Hospi-
tal, and his wife, Blanche. It was then sold to Mr. 
Charles Clifford Howell on June 13, 1959. 

Mr. and Mrs. Charles Nichells and his wife Lois 
Kaye had the cottage from June 6,1964 to Septem-
ber 3, 1965 . They moved to Calgary. 

We, Thomas and myself, Ann Margaret Cowell, 
have had this cottage from August 18, 1965. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 3 LOT 11 

Dr. L. Rubin 

. Where have the years gone? We have spent thirty-
SIX summers at Falcon Lake. I can't believe it has 
been that long. We bought our lot in 1954 and Dick 
Good built us a shell in 1955 . My wife and I finished 
the interior (we were young and strong then). There 
was no townsite, no golf course, no electricity, and 
of course, no running water. We worked tilllate at 
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night by the light of Coleman lamps. No power 
tools, so every board had to be sawed by hand Th 

woodstove in the kitchen was cozy. I felt bad ｾｨ･ｾ＠
the power arnved ｡ｮｾ＠ we replaced it with an elec-
tnc range. Every evemng about six the deer stroll d 

by ｯｾｲ＠ front door o.n their way down to the ｬ｡ｾ･＠
to dnnk - a pretty slght. The highlight of the da 
was the trip to Gordon Hamilton's store !t 
Faloma to get the paper and pick up a block ar ice 
at the icehouse. aur daughter, thirteen days old, was 
brought out he re almost dlfectly from the hospital. 
Her bottle was heated during the night with acan 
of Sterno. 

aur three children spent their summers at the lake. 
They played and later worked there. They grew to 
love the lake, just as we do and return frequently 
from faraway places. aur daughter met her husband 
there. They are both working for Parks and they 
are still at the lake. We had great neighbors. John 
Higham was the organizer and first commodore ar 

the Faleon Yacht Club. The Griends, Gulds and the 
Puttaerts, all nice people. Lots of wildlife. Over the yxwvutsronmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsronmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsronmlkigfedbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsronmlkigfedbaYVUTSRPONLKIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsronmlkigfedbaYUTRPONLKHGECAyxwvtsronmlkigfedba
years we've seen deer, bears galore, fax, otter, minki 

turtles, martens, eagles, all sorts of birds. The cot-
tage has been enlarged and modernized. Our eldest 
son was quite annoyed when we put in a flush toi-
let. He complained that when he was liule he had 
to use the back house; now that he was older, a 
teenager no less, he didn't have to go outside! 

We've lavished a lot of love on the lake and it 
has returned it in kind. Naw that the children are 
all grown and gon e it's quieter, except when the 
grandchildren come, then it's noisier than ever. Fal-
eon Lake still draws us like a magnet - we are hap-
py to arrive and sad when we have to leave. The 
stillness, the ery of the loon, the freshness and scent 
of the air, the beauty of the place will keep us com-
ing back as long as we are able. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 3 LOT 15 

The Allen Baker Family 

The Allen Baker family purchased and moved into 
the senior (M.C.) Baker's cottage Easter weekend 
of 1984. Allen and Rochelle and their three b?Ys 
have enjoyed several summers of sailing, SWlm-
minng, golfing and landscaping. We a1so enjoy the 

panoramie vi ew from the north shore. 
Brian (now 18) has worked at Penguin Camp the 

past two summers. David (16) has provided a lawn 
service to Falcon residents the past twa summers . 
Craig (13) has delivered the Free Press to Blocks 3 
and 6 and thus met many of our summer neighbor.s. 

Ali the boys are involved with the Provincial S31I-

ing Club whenever possible. h. 
The cottage has undergone a major change t IS 



past year with natural cedar siding replacing the 
form er red and white exterior. 

We hope to enjoy many more years of cottage 
life at "15" . 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 3 LOT 17 

Lee, R.E. II, Pat, Cynthia and Susan 

The cottage on Block 3 Lot 17 was built in 1951 
for R.E. Lee I by his son R.E. Lee II. In 1957, R.E. 
Lee zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIGFECBAvtsronmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAvtsronmlihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAII and his wife Pat bought the cottage. The earli-
er years were spent keeping four children and vari-
ous friends happy for two months of the summer. 
The children enjoyed the family cottage 50 much 
they spent their summers during high school and 
university working at the shopping centre, drug 
store, campground office and park patrol. The fa-
mily is now grown and continues to spend holidays 

and weekend s at the lake wit h their spouses and 
children. 

Many family dinners are spent remembering the 
boulder that came through the roof and floor of the 
cottage, bears in the backyard and the pickerel that 
jumped onto the dock and was caught by R.E. II 
throwing a towel over it. 

We hope that many more enjoyable years will be 

spent relaxing on the dock, swimming and visiting 
the friends we have mad e over the years. 

When the present Trans-Canada Highway was be-
ing built, there were lots of rock drilling and rock 

blasting going on near our cottage. After a while, 
you got used to the noise. Such was the case when 

we offered the cottage to my husband's brother and 
his wife for a week, and we went back to the city. 

One night while they were sitting, eating their sup-
per, one ofthe charges went off and, lo and behold , 

if one of the pieces of rock didn't come right through 
the roof and continued through the floor. The repair 
patches remain today to remind us of the incident. 

Our daughter, who lives in Sicily, thinks that com-
ing home in the summertime to Manitoba natural-
ly means coming to the cottage at Falcon Lake. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 4 LOT 2 

L&J Finnen 

We started cottaging at West Hawk Lake in 1963 
and 1964 when we rented a cabin belonging to Lee 

and Marie Herron. The cabin was just off the little 
island near Miller Beach . We "got the bug," 50 in 
1965 we looked for our own cottage, finally pur-
chasing a "basic" cabin from Ed Friesen at Lot 2 
Block 4 Falcon Lake. The 20x24 foot building was 
just west of Toniata Beach. There was no access 

road, 50 we went by footpath or boat for the first 
years . 

We doubled the size of the cabin the next year 
and have since added a large deck . 

lt has indeed become "the Finnen's Cottage." 
There is so much family work in it, even the gain-
ing of a road at the top of the hill. 

We have also added removable docks. We 
couldn't keep the original in place because of ice. 

The whole family has learned to love the place. 
There are four generations of Finnens to enjoy it, 
my parents, Cliff and Clara, loey, my wife and I, 
son Rob and his wife Sharon and their children 
Holly and limo Our daughter Lynn and her family 
come from Vancouver whenever possible as they 
love it too. 

There has been lots of waterskiing, swimming and 
snorkeling over the years. Now Holly and zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWTSOLJHFDBAlim are 
pressuring for waterski lessons; it is about time for 
they are aged 12 and nine. 

The cottage is fully "modern" and overlooks the 
lake and bays to both east and west. The Ben Loe-
wen's are our neighbors to the east and the Fain-
man's to the west. This is a place for rest and sheer 
enjoyment for all ages . 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 5 LOT 6 

The Grants 

In August, 1954 the Orants - Olenn, Margaret , 
Allen and Rosemary (the two older boys, lan and 
Forbes, were at Camp Manitou) spent two weeks 
camping at Toniata. 

We rented a canoe to paddle around the lake. 
About the second day we were discussing the merits 

of different cottage locations even though we were 
told that alllakefront spaces had been allotted. We 
paddled by a place where two deer were grazing near 
the water, then we went around by road to find the 
spot. While I stayed with the children, Olenn made 
his way through the wild raspberries and other 
brush. He came back rather in awe, saying, "There 
is alittle meadow down there ." 

We went to the Park Office in Rennie and parked 
on the edge of a large lawn. Olenn went into the 
office and came out a short time later . As he came 
toward us he seemed to be sleepwalking. He came 
to my windowand said incredulously, "I got it." 

Next spring we came down the first possible 
weekend and started construction. Meanwhile, pic-
ture the six of us sleeping in a 9x9 tent in a wind-

storm! The flies were terrible, 50 I made a 
dining-cooking tent out of old net curtains, some 
very fancy ones. Soon the floor was laid and we 
moved the tents onto it . The children were in the 
canvas one, Olenn and I were in the net one without 
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a floor. When the mosquitoes came up through the 
knotholes in the wooden floor, we stuffed our socks 
into them. 

Another spring and Glenn had the frame and roof 

up. One morning it was raining and zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZWUSPMIEDCBl was stirring 
the porridge in what was to be the kitchen. l thought, 
"This is heaven." H's raining and the porridge and 
l aren' t getting wet! The aluminum roof roared 
when it rained, a great source of amusement. 

Construction proceeded slowly. We seemed to 
have about $100 each year that could be spared for 
the cottage. The original 20x24 foot cottage, believe 
it or not, was divided into three bedrooms and a 
bathroom on one-half, living room, dining room 
and kitchen on the other. Each advance in the con-
struction brought such joy - steps instead of walk-
ing a plank, running water, even electricity . 

Friends came to visit and often brought something 
they weren't using; a bed, dishes, table and chairs. 
We remem ber each of them when we reminisce 
about how it used to be. 

About 1973, in anticipation of retirement, Glenn 
stripped the old cottage to the frame and, with the 
hel p of our good friend, Jeff Konchuk, put on new 
siding, insulation, panelIing and a new roof. He ad-
ded two bedrooms and a bathroom, front and back 
porches, and completely new wiring. 

In 1975, Glenn retired and we sold our house in 
Winnipeg and moved to the cottage to spend our 
summers there and to go to a gentler ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywutsronmlkihedcbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedcbaQOMJIDCBcli mate for 
the winters. 

The years have passed with so many good times 
at the cottage. The children growing up wit h their 
friends around, a wedding, the grandchildren as 
babies and now growing up, the many friends who 
visited. Sad times, too, Glenn passed away in 1983. 
He will always be dear in our memories. ywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

FALCON LAKE 

BLOCK 6 LOT 2 
D.C. Hay Cottage 

In the summer of 1950 my husband, Blair D. Hay, 
was told by a friend that the government was open-
mg som e lots on the north side of Falcon Lake. In 
August we met with the Forest Ranger and he 
showed us some lots and we decided on Lot 2, Block 
6. H had several nice large birch trees on it, some 
popI ar s and a lot or dense smaller growth. There 
was a large rock at the back and on the slope towards 
where the cottage was to be built there was grass, 
som e samll bushes and an oak tree at the east side . 

Next April we started clearing and from then on 
we. ｷｾｲ･＠ there nearly every weekend working on the 
bUlldmg. My husband's brother-in-Iaw, Harry 
Palmer , had drawn up the blueprints and was or 
great help to us in erecting the cottage. Other rela-
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tives and good friends were also very helpf l L 
that summer Mr. and Mrs. Palmer built thu : ater 

L elr own 
cottage on ot 7, Block 3, not far from us 

The waterfront had a lot of stones but no 'reall 
large rocks and the water grew deeper g d l Y 

h' h 't d h' ra ua ly 
w IC SUI e us as our clIdren were still qui te 
young. Our daughter Carol was nine and Our son 
Donald was only five. We had to cut a path throu h 
the bush to get down to the water. g 

Neighbors to the west, on Lot l, were the Hugh 
ｈ｡ｮＮｮ･ｳｳｾｮ＠ family and to the east were Leonard and 
Dons WIlson on Lot 3. 

The first few years we saw chipmunks, red squir-
rels, ground sqUlrrels, rabbi ts, skunks, porcupines, 
ｾｭｫＬ＠ black bears and vanous species of birds. One 
blrd l had never seen before was a pileated wood-
pecker. There was a large variety of flowers. The 
Palmers found wake-robins and lady's slippers on 
thelr place and It was at their cottage I first sawa 
flying squirrel. 

When the Trans-Canada Highway was under con-
struction near Falcon Lake, we would watch the big 
machmes workmg. When they were blasting rock, 
cottage owners were asked to leave for safety. One 
time, Len Simpson was out fishing when a piece of 
rock felI into the water alongside his 
boat. 

When the polio epidemic raged in 1953, I stayed 
with Carol and Donald at the cottage for 10 weeks 
straight. School open ing delayed until the middle 
of September. In the summer of 1956, we got elec-
tricity which was a big improvement over having to 
get ice for the old icebox. Our boathouse was built 
in 1957 and, in 1965, living quarters were built on 
top of it. 

The large rock at the back has an al most perpen-
dicular drop on the west side. My husband decided 
to clear for a roadway so we could drive the car 
down to the cottage. Luckily, there was room for 
a driveway at the edge of our lot. H was hard work 
because some of the rock had to be chipped away. 
In 1961, with the help of the Hannesson boys, it was 
cemented and how nice it was not to have to carry 

things up and down. 
My husband was always working at something 

but he enjoyed the place as we all did. He passed 

away in June 1972. 
In 1983, I turned the cottage over to my son and 

now, he, his wife Elayne, and their two sons, 
Stephen and Tyler, are making good use of it. I still 
go to the cottage a few weekend s each summer. 



FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 6, LOT 18 

North Shore 
By Mrs. Christina Tibbs 

We purchased the cottage at Falcon Lake August 
I, 1961. Originally, the cottage was built for Howard 
and Winnifred Brown in 1950 and we bought it from 
them. 

We have had many happy years at Falcon with 
relatives and friends. 

My husband, Fred Tibbs, passed away October 
8, 1980. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 6, LOT 28 

MEMORIES OF FALCON LAKE IN 
THE 'GOOD OLD DAYS' 

By Dianne Beaven 

Following many years in the late 1930s and 
throughout the 1940s of renting cabins at Faloma 
Beach from Maude and Gordon Hamilton, at 
Toniata Beach from Ella and Ed Schindler, and at 
West Hawk Lake, my parents, Iva and Alan Beaven, 
decided they would like to build their own cottage 
on Falcon Lake. After looking at several of the 
available sites which were being offered by the Forest 
Service, they chose Block 6, Lot 28, and became one 
of the first families to occupy that particular stretch 
of the north shore. One of the more onerous require-
ments was the construction of a road to access the 
cottage, but the resultant private entrance has been 
an advantage since that time. The cottage was com-
pleted in 1950, having been constructed almost en-
tirely by Jack Netterfield and Peter Bergen, assisted 
by Dad and my brother, Barry. There was only one 
calamity when Barry was hit on the head by a fall-
ing tree while clearing the cottage site. Som e say he 
has never been the same since!!! 

In those "early days" there was no electricity or zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZWUSPMIEDCB

1949 - Penguin Camp, Dianne Beaven, 
Duchess, Bus (Irom U.S.) Barry Beaven. 

1949· Paul Wilson, Dianne Beaven. 

telephone and we still have reminders of the coal 
oil lamps, iceboxes and firewood for the kitchen 
stove that were considered a way of cottage life. For-
tunately we installed indoor plum bing, though our 
water supply was pumped from the lake to a hold-
ing tank behind the cottage. 

After driving for three to four hours from Win-
nipeg along the old No. I Highway through Ren-
nie, we would stop at Hamiltons' for ice which was 
dug out of the sawdust in their old icebouse, often 
by or with the help of the customer. Most of our 
other supplies were brougbt from tbe city, and in 
fact in later years, but still before electricity, we 
hauled ice from Winnipeg in a cooler. There were 
smali stores at West Hawk Lake, Toniata and Fa-
loma but stocks were lirnited. Even after we bad elec-
tricity tbere were some major problems. I remember 
Gordon Hamilton banging on our door about 3 a.m. 

Site ol Beaven cottage, Dianne Beaven wit h tent in 
background. 
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Successful fishing expedition, Ed Polkowski and 
Barry Beaven. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

to ask if Dad had a portable generator to borrow. 
The power had gon e off and there was major con-
cem for a polio victim in an iron lung who was 
holidaying at Faloma. 

The originaJ Beaven cottage has changed consider-
ably from the basic plan. A large veranda was ad-
ded by Dick Good who for years, before he moved 
to British Columbia, was the local building contrac-
tor. Dick was famous for his promises, and it was 
actually five years before he started the veranda he 
had been promising Mom. Diek was involved in the 
construction of and renovations to many of the earli-
er cottages on Falcon. Other additions to our cot-
tage included a wing for Dad's retreat and another 
outdoor veranda area. As well, of course, the wood 
stove gave way to an electrie range, the kerosene 
lamps to electric lights, and the good old icebox to 
a refrigerator. The telephone was alater addition. 
Some would say these were mixed blessings but cer-
tainly the overall comfort level has improved . For 
all those who miss cutting kindling and igniting the 
stove to cook breakfast in the early moming, I am 
afraid all is losl. 

Everytime we drove in or out the service road 
from the highway, we saw cars whieh had not 
managed to manoeuvre the somewhat trick y tums 
in loose gra vel and had landed in the ditch , often 
with their occupants unhurt but dazed, just sitting 
wondering what had gone wrong. ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBAIn those days, we 
often as not saw deer along the road as well, in the 
days before hunting was allowed and the poor crea-
tures had to retreat back into the bush. As a child 
I remember having 'contests' to see who could spot 
the most deer on an evening. Many deer had been 
tamed and a stop at Vicki and Sam Yaniek' s serv-
ice station at the tumoff to Falcon usually meant 
seeing several of them around the salt-lick and many 
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more interested spectators watching them . h 
delighl. At Faloma, a fawn named Bambi becw1t 

f . '1 . k'lI ame a ｡ｶｯｾｬｴ･＠ unt! It was I ed by a reckless driver. 
A tnp to Kenora, Ontano, was al most a day's 

expedltton on a rather torturous road (now some-
what Improved) but was always enjoyable until YOu 
arnved m town and tned to fmd a parking spacel 
At ｾｮ･＠ time this trip ｰｲｯｾｩ､･､＠ an opportunity ｴｾ＠
spmt back a case of Ontano beer which was consi-
dered superior to Manitoba beer and was not then 
available in our province. The illegality of this oper-
ation was not a serious inhibitor as the reward was 
considered to justify the possible risk. 

Fishing for pike and pickerel in Falcon Lake was 
much more rewarding in those days, too, and usually 
the somewhat arduous trip to Camp or High Lake 
resulted in a good catch of rainbow and lake troUl 
respectively. We were always pretty confident ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZWVTSROMLIHGFEDCBoi 
hooking a pike or pickerel at the point near the big 
pine tree on the south shore of FaJeon or even right 
out in front of our cottage. Now we still bring in 
a few, but they are much smali er and more scarce. 

A memorable fishing trip to High Lake resulted 
in Dad and Barry being stranded. They had set out 
at dawn and beached their boat at the portage en-
trance. When they retumed several hours later, the 
high waves on Falcon had swamped the boat and 
made it impossible to launch. After waiting several 
hours for the water to calm, they started walking. 
They clambered over rock s until they reached sanc-
tuary at Margie and Stuart Parker's cottage near 
Toniata . In the meantime, an anxious fami ly back 
at the Beaven cottage headed for help to Gordon 
Hamilton who immediately began to organize a 
search and rescue party. Just as the group was ready 
to depart, Dad and Barry appeared, tapped Gor-
don on the shoulder and asked if they could join. 
He said, sure - then suddenly realized that the ob-
jects of the search were indeed safely home. 

Dad was involved for years in the Whiteshell Dis-
trict Association and served a term as president. At 
that time the officers were most concerned with road 
improvements and their efforts eventually resulted 
in the north shore service road being paved. Dad, 
as Manager of the Forestry Association, also 
presented outdoor education program s at the van-
ous summer resorts throughout the Whiteshell , a?d 
was assisted at times by Barry and other famlly 
members. During the war, a program was present-
ed on the roadway at Brereton Lake for German 
Prisoners of War on one side of the road and the 
cottagers and tourists on the other. This program 
was arranged by Cal Ritchey, the longtime ｨｾ｡､＠
ranger at Rennie. There was nothing like spendmg 
an evening under the stars, swatting mosquitoes and 
watching films on nature . Many a time we lOok 
refuge in one or other of the vehicles parked near-



by to escape the pesky bugs. Reaching or return ing 
from these programs was sometimes the most ex-
citing part. Like the night that Dad and Cal Ritch-
ey had a fox rush from the ditch and try to attack 

the tires of their moving truck. When they got out 
to search for the creature, they could not find a 
trace. I can remem ber driving home from some of 
the more distant points and seeing hundreds and 
hundreds of frogs cross ing the road in what looked 
like a mass migration. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt was not too pleasant an 
experience, because you knew that not a11 could es-
cape the tires and it must have looked like a mas-
sacre in the morning. 

Our family has always had pets, and one mem-
ber of our household menagerie, a cat named 
Figaro, was born at West Hawk Lake as part of a 
litter raised by Betty Polkowski, wife of Ed 
Polkowski who was for many years the Forest 
Ranger at West Hawk. Figaro was with us for 
almost 20 years. 

We also recall, with som e affection, the beauti-
ful young buck deer which came every evening for 
many weeks to sleep just outside our bedroom win-
dows - and wit h less affection, the ruffed grouse, 
whose most outstanding feature was the loud hol-
low "drumming" sound made by the cock's wings 
against the log on which it perched. This drumming 
generally began just about bedtime or early in the 
morning and was not very conducive to sleep! A 
snapping turtle used to sun himself on the fiat rock 
in our bay, and watch for unsuspecting swimmers 
who might decide to rest on that particular rock. 
A few toes were nearly nipped! 

A duck came down our chimney while the cot-
tage was empty and created havoc insi de before dy-
ing in the middle of one of the beds . And there was 
the red squirrel who would rush from the bushes, 
run up Dad's leg and perch on his head, waiting for 
a treat. When the squirrel was not immediately ac-
knowledged with food, he would approach the back 
door and wait for the first opportunity to enter the 
kitchen and serve himself. 

In the early days we saw som e humongous hairy 
spiders and slimy-looking little salamanders which 
we tried to adopt. And of course, over the years we 
have laughed many times at the antics of the chi p-
munks, and on rare occasions, an otter playing just 
off the dock. We always wait to count how many 
young the merganser will have when she passes (l 
think the highest num ber we reached was 35), and 
we anxiously await the return of the loons and a 
short while later their appearance wit h one or two 
young. A rather frightening experience to witness 
was the attack on a gro up of mergansers by one of 
the loons who made a spectacular dive under our 
dock. Fortunately the mergansers were 100 fast and 

escaped unscathed. 

We looked forward to visits from Ella and Ed 
Schindler because they always had "good stories", 
and we a1ways saved our worse-for-wear plant speci-
mens so Ed could identify them for us. Sometimes 
right in the middle of a conversation, Ed would in-
terrupt to draw our attention to the song of a bird. 
For several years, Ed Schindler worked as an instruc-
tor at the Sand il and s Forest Centre, and later made 
generous contributions of time and materials to the 
site. He could keep a group spellbound on the na-
ture trails with his wealth of information. Right unti! 
the year before his death, he arranged to guide a 
group of seniors from Falcon through the centre. 
Ed was a self-taught naturalist in the most com-
plimentary sense. 

We still cherish our time at the cottage, although 
so many things have changed and not always for 
the hest. N ow we seem to know fewer people be-
cause so many have moved or passed away. Dad 
died in October 1988, but even during his last sum-
mer and even though he was quite ill, he enjoyed 
the time we spent at Falcon. He never lost his en-
thusiasm even after 38 years of being a cottager 
there. 

The lake is busier, wildlife is noticeable by its ab-
sence, many of the trees are dying or being eleared 
away, and the pace of life has certainly increased, 
but the air is still fresh, the water is relatively elear, 
the night sky is captivating, and there's no better 
place on earth, in my estimation, on a beautiful sun-
ny summer day, or a crisp autumn evening. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 6, LOT 31 

Barnard, Warren, Jocelyn 
daughters, Lois and Alison 

By locelyn Barnard 

I n late 1963, the Barnard family purchased the 
cottage at Block 6, Lot 31, Falcon Lake, from the 
Chandlers. Warren Barnard met locelyn Burgess of 
Block 6, Lot 33 and they were married lune 17, 

1966. 
Warren and locelyn later purchased the cottage, 

and Warren's si ster Barbara and mother Olive 
moved to Fakon townsite, then Block 3 and subse-
quently to Block 13, Lot 85 . 

We have two daughters, Lois, born in 1968 and 
A1ison, born in 1971. Trips to the lake became a 
part of our children's lives when they were only 
weeks old. For many years they thought that life-
jackets were part of their e10thing because whenever 
they went out to play, they a1ways had their life jack-

ets on! 
As a family, our love for the lake grew and we 

spent just about every weekend from the beginning 
of April until the end of October at our cottage. 
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We appreciate and enjoy the help of the trades 
people - Ron and Brenda Davies, Lorne Persoage, 
Bob Gawne, Alec and Theresa Young, Caro le 
Krysko and Barb Hamilton and Craig Christie. We 
will never forget Bill Winslow, who operated Butch's 
Septic Service, and he will never forget our cottage. 
In 1975 his whole truck, fuli to capac.ty, went over 
a c1iff and into our back yard!! Thank heaven for 
a c1ump of birch trees that stopped the vehicle and 
kept 1,000 gallons of sewage from cascading through 
the cottage. A crane from Kenora got the truck out 
of our yard and insurance provided us with a new 

staircase. 
In 1984 Carole Krysko, the friendly Falcon Beach 

Post Office person received a request from a stamp 
COllector in Paris, France, for a Falcon Lake can-
cellation. As l am a stamp collector, she gave me 
the inquiry to pursue. After five years of exchang-
ing stamps and letters, 16-year-old Arnaud 
Migoux came to vi sit our family during the sum-
mer of 1989. He improved his English, learned to 
water ski, went on a wilderness canoe tri p and be-
came Iike a son to our family - another special 
memory of Falcon Lake. 

Both our daughters have worked for Frank and 
Donna Hane1 at the Big Buffalo Resort and both 
are employed during the summers with Parks 
Branch. 

Lois folIowed in the footsteps of her parents and 
found "the love of her life" at Falcon Lake. On 
July 21, 1989, she married Stephen MacKay, the am-
bulance supervisor at Falcon Lake. Lois has com-
pleted her Bachelor of Physieal Education and is 
at the University of Manitoba working on her 
Bachelor of Education. A1ison is taking her Bachelor 
of Physical Education, also at University of 
Manitoba. 

Warren became a volunteer director of the 
Whiteshell District Association in 1982 and served 
as its president from 1988-1990. As president, he 
worked very hard and succeeded in getting cottagers 
of the Whiteshell a fair agreement with Parks 
Branch with regards to disposal of sewage and grey 
water. 

Both Warren and l have been involved with the 
Manitoba Biathlon facility at Falcon Lake and were 
volunteer officials for the Canadian Championships 
hel d at Falcon Lake in March 1990. 

As Warren and llook toward Our retirement on 
the horizon, we antieipate spending many months 
each year as residents of Falcon Lake. ywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONLKJIGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONLKIGFEDCBA

FALCON LAKE 

BLOCK 6, LOT 33 

By Jocelyn Barnard (nee Burgess) 

In the early 1950s, we camped as a family at 
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Toniata. Then in 1954, my father, Clifford, obtained 
a lease on a lot at Block l, Lot 9, Falcon Lake. At 

that t.me there was no road into the pro perty and 
we parked the car. near W.A. (Shorty) Kennedy's 
cottage 10 the Tomata block and walked along th 
lakeshore ｴｲ｡ｩ＠ to the lot. e 

We tented on the lot for one year, complete with 
snow at ｔｨ｡ｮｫｳｧｬｖｬｮｾＮ＠ The material for the cottage 
was barged 10 early 10 the spring of 1956. 

In 1956, l was hospitalized for curvature of the 
spine, subsequent1y had two spinal fusions and was 
in bed for one year. My father thought the cottage 
location would be inaccessible for me and began 
looking for a better location. In late 1956, he ob-
tained a lease on a lot in a newly opened area, Block 
6, Lot 33. 

In 1957, there was a hum of activity as Mike and 
lrene Manchulenko - Lot 29, Dr. Bern and Terri 

Derbach - Lot 3D, the Chandlers - Lot 31, Angus 
and Blue Murray - Lot 32 and Lois and Clifford 
Burgess - Lot 33, began construction. 

My parents, my sister, Gerri and l spent many 
enjoyable years at our cottage. My father and his 
friends carried an old boat into High Lake and we 
often hiked in there for pienies. 

My father died in 1986. My mother, age 81, 
spends al most six months of the year at her cottage 
and takes pride in her lovely flower garden. 

My si ster is married to Garry Abbott and Iives 
in Winnipeg wit h her two children, Kristopher and 
Keith. Kristopher has been a beach patrol at Fal-

con in 1988, 1989 and 1990. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
I married Warren Barnard and our family histo-

ry is found elsewhere in this book. 

FALCON LAKE 

BLOCK 7, LOT 5 
By G. Starkey 

I believe you would Iike information on why 1 
bought my cottage in 1979. l spent two years in 
Manitoba, from 1948, then went back to England 

tiI\ 1 retired at 65. 
l decided to return to Canada because my son 

Mike and my si ster and family were in Winnipeg. 
Mike told me this cottage on the waterfront was for 
sale. lt was very run down but in a beautiful spal. 

We have worked hard weekend s through the 
winter and also fuI\-time in the summer for the last 
nine years, making my cottage very comfortable. 

lt sure is a wonderful place to retire and get peace 
and quiet, and thanks to our neighbors, we really 
have enjoyed our stay at the cottage with sadmg, 

fishing and swimming in the summer , and ｣ｲｯｳｳｾ＠
country skiing and snowmobiling in the winter w.t 
friends and Mike, our grandson, in the wmter. 
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Fourth cottage buil! on Sou!h Shore Road Falcon . ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

FALCON LAKE 

BLOCK 9, LOT 4 

By Fred and Mary Parker 

ｗｨｩ･＠ we were holidaying at Lakeside Cabins in 

the summer of 1952, Adolph Zimmerman took me 

to look at a lot he had secured on the soon to be 
opened south shore of Falcon. This was a choice 

lot with a natural sand beach and a big fiat stone 
at the water edge. The lot was fiat and the road 

would eventually come right to the lot edge. But 

when Adolph started to ｢ｵｩ､Ｌ＠ there was no road 

and he took the lumber in by boat from Toniata 
Beach. 

The following winter we drove out to visit the 

Zimmermans and Adolph took me to see the cot-
tage he was erecting on the lot. When we came back, 

I told Mary we were the pro ud owners of a cottage 
in the ｷｩ､ｳＮ＠

The first summer we lived there, it was alittle 
primitive for city guys - with lots of animals deer 
bear, beaver, skunks and mosquitoes. Some'of ｴｨｾ＠
happiest times of our lives have been at the cottage. 
Mary and the boys would go down as Soon as school 

was out in June and stay until school opened in the 
fali. We couldn't get enough of it. I think it was 
one of the finest places for our boys to grow up in. 

They learned to fish, swim, scuba dive, water ski 
and run the boa!. Murray, our oldest son, put hi m-
self through university working for the Forestry 

(now Parks Branch), at the golf course and on the 
lake, and was able to live at the cottage on mom's 
home cooking. 

We'd like to share a few of the memories we have 
of our summers at Falcon. One was of returning 
to Wmmpeg at mght VIa the new highway. We ran 

mto a bush fire and had to detour to Whitemouth 
to get around the flames. With the hel p of wet 

towels, we ｾ･ｲ･＠ able to get through the smoke. 
Another tlme on Our way to Falcon on N l 

ｈｾｧ＿ｷ｡ｹ＠ before it was hard-topped, it had ｾｾ･ｮ＠
rammg hard and we got stuck in the middle of th 
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road, just east of Hadashville. I had to walk . 
to get a farmer with a tractor to pull us o a mIle 

Everyone has a fish story in their memoUI. 
. I' I '11 h nes so m c osmg, WI S are one of mine l was zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAf' h' . IS Ing 
along the south shore and had hooked a reall b' 

jack fish. A storm blew up and before l ･ｯｵｬ､ｾ＠ ｉｾ＠
the fish, I was blown elear across the lake beeaan 

I was too stubborn to cut the line and let the fish use 

p .S. This was the fourth cabin ｢ｵｩｴ＠ On the ｳｏｾｾｨ＠
shore. 

FALCON LAKE 

BLOCK 10, LOT 22 

By Joe and Nell Smerchanski 

After renting cottages at different beaches every 

summer , we thought it would be nice to have a place 
of our own. 

In 1954 we heard the south shore at Falcon Lake 

had cottage lots available. We decided on a seeond. 

tier lot, safer for our young children. We ehose LOI 

22 , B10ck 10, because it was high on the hill with 
nice birch tree e1umps. In front it had a publie lane 

to the lake for a future dock. 

We were quite excited and anxious to start build· 
ing. We packed a big picnie lunch and in our 1953 

Pontiac arrived at the south shore three hours later. 
There was no Trans-Canada Highway then. There 

was no road to B10ck lO, oni y a path through the 

thick brush. 
After lunch we started to elear the lot for the 

｢ｵｩ､ｩｮｧ＠ site. II was fun and everyone enjoyed them· 
selves. Building material had to be hauled aeross the 

lake by boat on a raf t. With the help of brother Steve 

and Mike Memryk we carried some of the material 

on our shoulders. II wasn't easy building back then 

but with determination, nothing was impossible. 
The three-bedroom 20x24' shell was finished by 

late fali of 1954. We celebrated wit h a big party. 

With five children, Sonia, Bill, Cynthia and twins 
Dianne and Delores, additions and renovations were 

ongoing. A big family room with fireplace was ad· 

ded then the screened veranda. Luxuries such as 
ｨｹ､ｾｯＬ＠ running water and indoor plum bing came 

later. . all 
The ｦ｡ｭｩｹ＠ cottage holds fond memones for 

of us. Growing up at Falcon Lake meant swimmmg, 

fishing and enjoying nature. As teenagers, the klds 

had the opportunity for summer jobs at The ｾｾｾｾ＠
the golf course the Gates the post orfIce an 

, "ed d e have ten 
drug store. Now they are all marn an w bad 
grandchildren. Daughters Cynthla and ｄ･ｬｯｾ･ｳ＠

their wedding celebrations at the cottage. Wlth ｳｯｾ＠
Bill playing the accordion, there were dancing an 

singing till the eady hours of the mormng.. v. 
For 35 years, it has been wonderful spendm& \ 

ery summer at the lake. We have many nice nelg . 
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bors and made lasting friendships. 
Now in our retired years, we have travelled to 

Florida, Mexico, Texas and Hawaii but Our favorite 
spot is the cottage at Faleon Lake. Our favorite 
pastime is flower gardening and fishing. As pioneers 
of Block ID, we hope our grandchildren can enjoy 
Falcon Lake as much as we have and still do now. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 11, LOT 22 

By Louise Mollot 

Original owner and builder: Mr. McGrath of 
Winnipeg in 1954, when Falcon was just being de-
veloped. No south shore road, all supplies brought 
over from Faloma by boat. We think two additions 
were added to the original cottage. 

1972 - Marcel and Louise Mallot bought the cot-
tage from Mr. and Mrs. McGrath. McGraths had 
no children of their own and were happy to tum 
the cottage over to a farnily with four little children: 
two boys, one-year-old and seven-years-old and two 
girls, three-years-old and five-years-old. 

I have since spent the summers at the cottage with 
the children who were fortunate enough to obtain 
work at the local business establishments: The Nest, 
the Shell Station, the marina. Our youngest is naw 
19 and worked at The Nest again this past summer 
(1990). 

1981 - We did major renovations to the cottage. 
Had a contractor do the framing and outside cedar 
work and we si owi Y picked away at the inside, fi-
nally finishing the summer of 1989. We put on a 
final big "push" and had all the walls and ceilings 
completed in cedar. Also put in a "hot tub", a gift 
from the family for our 25th wedding anniversary. 

1989 - August 29th, our cottage bumed to the 
ground. Our youngest son phoned us with the ter-
rible news. Fortunately they had noticed smoke com-
ing from the ceiling around the fireplace just before 
going to bed. No lives were lost and for that we 
thank God. After we recovered from the shock, we 
regrouped and started plans to rebuild. 

We were most thankful to the volunteer fire 
department who responded as quickly as possible, 
saving most of our trees and further spreading of 
the fire to our neighbors. 

1990 - March 4th we started building a new cot-
tage, same layout as the other one. We moved in 
June 27th. I enjoyed a relaxing summer at Falcon: 
golfing, enjoying our company, lots of cards, games 

and family fun. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 11, LOT 23 S.S. 

By Margaret and Don McGeary 

July 1953, after many months of waiting for a 
survey, we finally paid our first-year lease fee of $15 
and had a permit to build at Lot 23, Block II, on 
the south shore. Late that mont h as we were clear-
ing brush on the lot, the road builders behind us 
set off a blast. Flying rocks narrowly missed us. 
There were hundreds of them. At that time, we had 
to cross the lake from Mo-Ka-han Camp, a distance 
of about three miles. 

August 1953, we arranged with John Iwaka to put 
up the frame and outside walls of the cottage. Sup-
plies to be taken across the lake on the ice. 

May l, 1954, Jim was bom on March 3, the fifth 
chiId . Garth is 13, Wayne, 10, Wendy, 5, Hugh, 2. 

The walls and doors are all completed so Dan and 
I spent four days at the cottage putting down linole-
um and setting up a stove. There were no partitions 
inside but we lai d out a plan for the bedrooms. 

May 24, 1954, aur first stay at the cottage with 
all the children and my mother. Same weekend, it 
started to snow and we headed home. The road was 
via West Hawk and it was 134 miles. 

June 25, 1954, Margaret and children moved to 
the cottage for the summer. On Dan's days off and 
during the evenings, the interior was worked on and 
during the days we were clearing the lot. By August, 
we had four bedrooms with built-in bunks in twa 
of them and a living room and kitchen. August was 
very cold and windy, sa we moved back to the city. 
Wit h only outside walls it was cold. 

1955, we built adock, bought a 14-foot Peter-
borough with a 15 h.p. motor and continued the 
inside work. Garth also started his sailboat. With 
no power, putting screws into oak was no easy task. 
We also built a stone fireplace outside. 

1956, power is naw available sa the cottage is 
wired for 100 volts and we have lights and refriger-
ation. No longer do we need to cross the lake every 
three days for ice. 

1957, Garth gets his first job at the O.K. Econo-
my Store. It was a busy summer with still more 
building (interior lining), lots of waterskiing and lots 

of company. 
1959, we always seem to be busy with golf and 

skiing. A new dock was needed after the ice c1aimed 
our first effort. Garth, now 18, has finally launched 
his sailboat. The August 1st weekend was beauti-
ful and he and his friends spent hours sailing. About 
4 o'clock on Sunday, aviolent storm hit and the 
boat was blown onto the rocks. It needed a whole 
new bottom. 

1960s, Garth worked at the O.K. the first year 
but from then on he worked out of Winnipeg on 
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Engineering jobs. In 1963 he graduated from the 

University of Manitoba with a B.Sc. in Mecham-
cal Engineering. His first job was in Hamilton and 
that fall he entered the University of Waterloo to 

take his masters. 
Wendy, now 15, worked at the Falcon P.O. and 

in 1965 Hugh, now 14, got a job at the drugstore. 
He was to work there for the next seven summers. 
We put in 220-volt power and put on a new roof. 

1968, we started to build an indoor fireplace and 
by now we have our fourth dock, and a larger ｾｯ｡ｴＮ＠
Wendy was married and in her last year at Umver-

sity of Manitoba. 
1969, the fireplace is complete and, at Christmas, 

Garth came home and we all spent the holidays at 
the cottage. The ski hill took a lot of our time, but 
with insulation, a fireplace and electric heat, we 
could keep the cottage livable (not warrn). 

1970-1975, many changes are taking place. 

Wendy graduates and moves to Ontario. Hugh 
graduates and gets married. Jim works for the Fore-
stry and attends University of Winnipeg. In 1975, 
we moved to Ontario and lim lived at the collage 
that winter and worked for the Forestry . Garth is 
married in June of 1975. 

1976, lim is married and working in Winnipeg 
but spends most weekends at the collage. We spent 
a month there. 

1980, Dan retired in 1979, so we spent at least 
three months at the cOllage. lim and Elaine spent 
weekends and holidays with us . We bought a new 
boat and built a concrete dock. 

1981, we put a deck around two si des of the cot-
tage and patio doors at the front. 

1984, lim transferred to Regina, so now all the 
family except Wayne has left Winnipeg. Wayne 
never liked the collage life. Hugh is in the Yukon, 
Wendy and Garth in Toronto . We decided to sell. 

After 30 years, this was a big decision but the time 
had come when it was too far away for everyone 
and too much work for us. 

What wonderful years! We worked and played 
together and acquired a hea1thy respect for nature. ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvtsronmlkihgedaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 12, LOT 3 

THE GROSS FA MIL Y 
By Ruth 

In 1953, we came over by boat and had to go 
through dense forest. 

We had no electricity, so our cOllage was built 
by the old handsaw and many tedious hours of 
work. That same year, our son Terry came down 
with polio. 

By the next spring we were able to come to the 
228 zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

A picture taken ol Gross lamily and others for 
promoting tourism in Manitoba. 

lake and camp. 

We have spent many great summers here and aur 
children are excellent swimmers. 

We've had many narrow escapes with death. Our 
doctor said one day, this place will be the death of 
you all. 

While taking supplies to the lot, Harry had the 
boat motor flip up and cut his forehead and eye. 
He was taken to the Kenora Hospital for 24 stitches 
but you wouJd never know it now (wel! healed). Har-
ry was nearly electricuted after we had electricity. 
There was a short in his drill and he couldn't leave 
go of it. Terry pulled out the plug. 

We had bears visit us occasionally. Once, when 
we were building kitchen cupboards and had no 
place to put a plastic barrel of apples, we left them 
outside overnight. A bear found it but didn't eat 
them all. We put back what was left and closed the 
barrei wit h a hose hol der on top. In the afternoon, 
we heard a loud noise. It was the bear trying to get 
at the apples. He was sitting on his rear, looking 
at the plastic barrel and wondering how he got in 
so easily the night before. We made a lot of noise 
and he went away. He came back in 15 minutes and 
tried again. We took the apples inside. 

Friends from Texas had complained, on their first 
visit, they had seen all kinds of birds and animals 
but no bears . Before they left, one walked right by 
our window while we were having dinner. Our dog, 
Cisoer, had a run-in with a skunk, but only ance. 
He never went after them again. A dog belongmg 
to our neighbors, the Harrises, was attacked by a 
porcupine. Bill came over for help but had to go 
to Kenora for a vet to remove all the quiIls from 

his mouth (he lived). " pl 
One evening around 10 p.m. we heard, HEL . 

HELP!" A girl was in the water with her canoe. 
We brought her in and gave her dry clothes and 

drove her and the boat home. That was many years 

ago and I've forgollen her name. She was from the 

north shore. m 
When our son went to secure his boat as a stor 

came up, he slipped on the porch and broke his leg. 
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We put a splint on it and drove to Winnipeg to get 
it set. Our daughter Barbara broke her leg at the 
riding stables a couple of years later. Rudi Schmidts 
was the owner then. We took her to Winnipeg too, 
to have it set. She always rode the same horse but 
someone else wanted it, so she took another and he 
threw her. She had to have a steel plate put in . 

As a hobby before coming to Fakon Lake, yxutsronmlihgfedcbaUTSRPLJIHFDCBAyxutsronmlihgfedcbaUTSRPLJIHFDCBAyutsronmlihgfedcbaURPJIFDCByutsronmlihgedcbaURPJIFDCBtromlihgbUIDCBtromlihgbIDBI built 
boats. During the big f100d in Winnipeg, I had just 
finished a 14-foot rowboat, which after the f1ood, 
I put up for sale. Mr. E.J Thomas came over to see 
it. I wanted $55. He offered $50. which l took but 
then he asked what about the oars and lifejackets. 
l said not included. Finally, he wanted to know if 
l wouId deliver the boat to Fakon Lake. 

After selling that boat, I built a 12-foot runabout, 
then a 1O'l2-foot speedboat and, finally, a 16-foot 
sailboat that I finished in 1959 and brought out to 
the lake in 1960. At the time, there were only McKiI-
lops, Stan Battley and ourselves wit h sailboats on 

the lake. 
One day while my son and l were sailing in July, 

the Forestry boat came a10ngside and asked permis-
sion for pictures to be taken. I said OK and returned 
to our dock. In their boat there were the Ranger and 
three other men, one of whom was Mr. Kaysh of 
Ottawa taking publicity pictures for the Canadian 
and Manitoba governments. l had to sign a release 
for the pictures, then we went out in the boat with 
a couple of young people and they took pictures and 
movies for nearly two hours. 

Back on the dock they noticed l had ski equip-
ment, so they wanted to come back later in the week. 
My daughter Barbara was to do the skiing and Terry 
to drive the boat. On the morning M r. Kaysh and 
staff came back by car, he asked if he could set up 
his equipment on top of my double-decker boat-
house. Then he got a stepladder , c1imbed on top of 
that and took his pictures. Barbara was fee1ing ill 
so Ruth, my wife, and one of the forestry men did 
the skiing. They sent me 12 pictures of same. Over 
the years, the pictures were in Whiteshell brochures, 
in Aeroline boat advertising and some of the maga-
zines in the U.S., advertising our lakes and recrea-
tion facilities. 

Another year, Barbara and a girlfriend were fish-
ing on the dock. They tried to push Terry in the 
water. Barbara was pushed and got caught on a 
hook on the dock. It was a hook to hold the boat. 
It had opened and we couldn't get her off it. Final-
Iy we got hel p and got her off. We had to drive into 

Winnipeg. She still has a terrible scar. 
On May 17, 1976, Harry bought a new Laser sail-

boat, a much lighter boat than we had before. I went 
sailing with him and it went beautifully untill we 
were on our way home. We lost control of the boat 
and the wind was so strong, we couldn't get the boat 

upright. A boat picked me up. Wib Speirs rescued 
Harry and had to tow the boat in. The water was 
icy cold and I shook for the rest of the evening. After 
that Harry had to go sailing with other people. 

We've had many happy times at Fakon Lake, 
more good than bad. Harry has enjoyed fishing and 
has caught enough for us to eat many times. 

We are now retired and spend our summers at 
the lake. Our children and grandchildren come and 
we enjoy that. We spend our winters in McAllen, 
Texas, so we have the best of two worlds. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 12, LOT 4 

THE SPEIRS 
J. Wilbur (Wib), Hilda, Murray, 

Brenda and Orville 

In 1953, Harry Gross came to Wib who was shin-
gling his new garage, and told Wib he was going 
to Falcon Lake to pick out a lot being surveyed 
there. Wib asked Harry to pick out a lot for him. 
The next weekend, Wib and Harry were out to Fal-
con Lake, clearing their side-by-side lots. Many fa-
mily members and friends came out to help clear. 
They fished, too; the fishing was good. 

We had to take our own boat or rent a boat from 
Penquin Cabins or at the Fakon Lake store at 
Mokahon. We got ice from Mokahon for 25 cents 
a block. 

We usually went to Falcon Lake for the day, had 
our lunch and went swimming at Sherman's Beach. 
If we stayed longer at Falcon, we rented at the CBC 
Cabins on West Hawk Lake. 

After the lot was partly cleared, a f100r and a tent 
was put down. When Earl Sherman started his cot-
tage and Lorne Leach his, we were all good neigh-
bors borrowing an extra hammer or saw if we had 

extra hel p down. 
We had quite a time using candles and all kinds 

of lamps. l received two beautiful silver A1addin 
lamps from StonewalI. Our stove was a pot-bellied 
model which cost $3.95. It gave great heat. Grand-
mother Speirs made us some heavy blankets. 
Mosquitoes were terrible but the fishing great! 

In August 1952, the Speirs, the Grosses, Aunt Lity 
and Nana Compton were picnicking at Sherman's 
Beach. Harry Gross had a terrible accident bring-
ing lumber across the lake. He put the motor in 
reverse and the motor f1ipped up and cut Harry at 
the eye. Such screaming for Wib who was working 
on his lot. I gave Harry one of Brenda's diapers to 
wrap around his head. Two fishermen who heard 
our cries took Harry to the doctor's cottage on the 
north shore. The doctor said to go to Kenora. They 
drove Harry to the hospital, waited and brought him 
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back to US. The intern did a beautiful job on Har

ry's eyelid. 
Norm Murphy and his bride stayed in our cabin 

and he did a lot of roofing. After a few cabins were 

up on the south shore, Penquin Camp had a deIiv

ery service by boa t of milk, bread and butter and 

orders. We appreciated that because we were stay

ing down all summer and M urray was too young 

to go for supplies. Wib and Murray had great times 

with the boat when gas was cheap. Waterskiing was 

just starting. Murray, Brenda and Orville and 

friends had wonderful times every summer. 

Our first spring job was yxutsronmlihgfedcbaUTSRPLJIHFDCBAyxutsronmlihgfedcbaUTSRPLJIHFDCBAyutsronmlihgfedcbaURPJIFDCByutsronmlihgedcbaURPJIFDCBtromlihgbUIDCBtromlihgbIDBto repair the dock that 

the ice had broken up. We had lots of deer and each 

spring a block of salt was put out, its cost shared 

by Grosses and the Speirs. The water was tested by 

Earl Sherman each time he went to Winnipeg. 

It was great when the road and electricity came in. 

We are still working on the cottage. We have 

joined the Winfal seniors and enjoy our summers 
at Falcon Lake. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

FALCON LAKE 

BLOCK 11, LOT 19 

THE SHERMANS 

Our cottage was the first built on the south shore 

?f Falco? Lake! It is now Lot 19 in Block II, but 
ItS locauon was initially spotted from a Trans

Canada Airlines aircraft and confirmed by boat in 
the fali of 1952. 

Having previously been disappointed in his quest 

for a lot on the north shore, Earl was very deter

nuned when the opening of Falcon's south shore was 
announced. We immediately arranged with John 

lwacha, who had a smali camp at Mokehan Beach 

tlo ｲｾｮｴ＠ a cottage (yet to be built) for July the fol: 
owmg year, 1953. 

Earl began his campaign. He inundated Mr 
PoikowskI, the Ranger at West Hawk Lake wit h 
ｾｯ｡ＧＺＺｴ｡ｮｴ＠ telephone calls and visits. In fac; the 
. ger was once hears to remark' "That Sh ' 
IS he re so often it wouldn't '. erman 

, surpnse me one bit to 

July 1953 . Earl Sherman fer . 
Falcon Lake before the South rylng lumber across 
230 Shore road was built. 

1953 . Bui/ding the Biffy, first things first. 

go out some morning and find him camped in the 
back of my truck!" 

Earl certainly was keeping close tabs on the sur

veyor's progress since presentation of the surveyor's 

stake would guarantee a permit to build. He was 

actually present when Block II, Lot 19, was final

Iy surveyed, and received his building permit on luly 

II, 1953. 

We were settled in a rented cabin at Mokehan 

Beach, (John lwach a had built three cabins for rent 

and a smali grocery store by then) and on July 12, 

1953, we began clearing the trees and brus h from 

Our lot. As the road to the south shore was not yet 

built, everything had to be taken across the lake by 

boat. Earl had an II-foot plywood craft with a seven 

h.p. motor. Wit h this, he transported the fooungs, 

lumber and eventually even the kitchen stove. Most 

of the lumber we used was purchased from John 

lwacha at Mokahan. In the evening, Earl would ｉｏｾ､＠
the wood on a homemade trailer, ｴｨｾｮ＠ drive to t ｉｾ＠
beach and unload it. The next mormng, he wou 

load it on the boat ferry it across the lake, then un

load il and carry ;1 up to the building site. Wha: 

a project! Master carpenter Ken McKiIlop and ｅｾｲ＠
worked together and made rapid progress despile 

these difficulties. On August 25, 1953, with aur ［ｾｲｾ＠
children, Pat Fred and Kim (ages 7 %,5 ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywutsronmlkihedcbaQOMJIDCBywutsronmlkihedcbaQOMJIDCBli, an I 

, Th wereno 
respectfully), we slept in the cottage. ere n r 
partitions and we slept in sleeping bags on the 00 



1954· Dur collage with homemade water·skis by the 
front windowo 

but it was a wonderful experience! 
The following year, the fireplace was built and 

the cottage completed. From then on, we spent ev

ery summer at Falcon Lake. We moved out as soon 
as school closed and stayed untj] it reopened in Sep

tember, with Earl commuting into Winnipeg to 

work. 
Clearing for the south shore access road began 

in 1953. Unfortunately, the bulldozer came too far 
on to our property before making the tum. As a 

consequence, most of the fir trees in our backyard 

were replaced and transplanted by Earl. The road 

was completed only as far as our place by the next 

year (1954) and many people went on by boat from 
our sandy beach. In fact, it was referred to as Sher

man's Beach in those first years. 
Earl and Bill Dunlop we re the first to waterski 

on our side of the lake. They used a 25 h.p. motor 

and homernade skis. They had to read a book of 

instructions to figure out how to do iti Once they 
had learned, however, they taught many others to 
ski. 

Earl was called to help fight fires, once in Block 

12 and once in Block 13 when, sadly, two coltages 
burned down. 

We remem ber the lovely fresh water from the 
spring on the main south shore road years ago. The 

Forestry Department put a box over it with a tap 

so we could have easy access to the water. Unfor

tunately, it became contarninated when Block 19 was 

opened. The hole was filled with cement and for

gotten. We recently noticed that once again, water 
is seeping out of the ground and trickling down the 
road. 

We also remem ber the steady growth of the town

sile and the summer jobs our children had through

out their teenage years. Pat worked for the Firths 

in the concession on the beach and in the restaur
ant, and both Fred and Kim worked on the golf 

COurse for several years. 

We remem ber the enthusiasm with which we 

planned and built the addition to our cottage in 1976 
after Earl retired. Falcon Lake is now our home. 
Even though we go away for the winter months, we 
return every spring to make more memories. Our 
greatest joy in recent years has been sharing the 

"Falcon Lake experience" with our six grandchil

dren. We have spent the summer months in Block 

II for the past 36 years and it is certainly where our 
hearts are. 

FALCON LAKE 

BLOCK 12, LOT 21 
By W.A. Kyle 

We had been having some trouble trying to rent 
a cottage for a couple of weeks each year (who wants 
to rent to a co up le with seven children and another 
on the way), so my hus band Bill and ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYTSONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaTSNMLKJIHGFEAI decided to 
look for a place of our own. When we found a 

lakefront cottage at Falcon Lake, we wondered if 
we could afford $4,500. but went ahead and moved 

in on August I, 1961. 
It was your regular 20x24' (two bedrooms, liv

ing room and kitchen), so needless to say we were 

crowded. The following year we added a three
bedroom wing and every year or so improvements 
or expansions so that now, 27 years later, it's just 

about the way we want it. This year we're finally 

going to put up a boathouse. 
We've had some wonderful times at our cottage 

and the children have never been reluctant to spend 

summers there. Ali except one got summer jobs in 
the townsite at the restaurant, grocery store, lum

beryard or hotel and had lots of friends to chum 
with. As youngsters they loved to take a ride out 

to the garbage dump to see the bears. With no TV 
or radio or telephone, we spent most evenings 
around the table playing games. (We must have 

played every card game known to man.) 
For the first dozen years or so, the garbage was 

picked up twice a week from the back of your lot. 

Naturally, that attracted lots of bears and ｳｫｾｮｫｳ＠
which was a nuisance, but when a bear broke tnto 

our cottage veranda, it was scary. 
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I remem ber the many fun parties and sing-songs 

we had wit h the TeiJlets, the Primmets and the 
Eagletons, the bridge games with Eileen Chester , 
Bea Kaye and Sylvia Eagleton and get-togethers wlth 
friends and neighbors . But the best time was our 
family reunion when aJI the children and grandchil
dren and in-Iaws were there. We hope to have many 

more of those. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 12, LOT 24 
SMITH/ MITCHELL 
By Marlene Mitchell 

My parents, Stan and Ida Smith, leased two lots 
on the south shore of FaJeon Lake in the early 1950s. 
Soon after, my dad sold the lease for one lot to the 
McKillop family, who are stiJl there today . 

My dad and his friend, Ted Armstrong, began 
to build the cottage in 1954. 

My first recollection of Falcon Lake was the 
spring of 1954, my 17th year. I recall how excited 
I was about the prospect of having a cottage, where 
I would spend all my summers. Little did l realize 
what it took for a cottage to materialize . 

There was no road into the cottage. You parked 
on the main road and, wit h your arms piled high, 
made as many trips as necessary to bring supplies 
through the woods to your lot. There was no elec
tricity and no bathroom. We did have water, lots 
of it, right out front, namely the lake. Pail after pail 
was hau led up to the cottage. Back then, our fami
Iy drank the water right from the lake. 

We were able to move into the cottage the sum
mer of 1955. There were four walls and not much 
else. There were no screens on the windows. Our 
choice at the time was to suffocate with the heat or 
open the windows, inviting in hundreds of mosqui
toes. At night, we went to bed with the sheets drawn 
over Our heads, trying not to listen to that awful 
sound, waiting for them to land. ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYTSONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaTSNMLKJIHGFEA

lt seemed like a long tri p from Winnipeg to Fal
eon Lake back then. lt was well over two hours, 
travelhng on the old No. I Highway. Every weekend 
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we headed down to the lake, pulling a small trailer 
loaded with supplies. Anything we no longer need. 
ed in our city home, or that our friends or relatives 
didn 't need, came to the cottage. 

One trip down, pulling our trailer with supplies 
and furniture, a car passed us, travelling west. A 
cigarette must have been tossed out the window, be· 
cause the next minute, I was screaming, " the traiI· 
er's on fire!". We stopped quickly and my dad 
pulled burning items from the trailer and somehow 
was able to extinguish the tlames. 

Oil lamps, a woodstove, even irons, came from 
my relatives . When we stayed for any length of time, 
my mother, always particular, heated the irons on 
the stove and pressed our clothes. 

A backhouse was built and for some reason my 
dad didn't put a roof on it for a long time. He 
referred to it as the "Theatre Under the Stars" . We 
had chamber pots under the beds to use when it got 

too dark outside. 
Eventually the cottage took shape with partitians 

and designated areas. The next few years were spent 
making the place a comfortable retreat and having 
all my friends spend time there. The boys chopped 
down trees and the girls sunbathed. The big 
challenge was to swim out to a nearby island wlth 

a rowboat alongside for safety. . . 
I remem ber going by boat with my parents to VlSlt 

some friends and fellow educators of my dad's to 
their religious retreat at the east end of the lake. 

I left Manitoba with my husband in 1959 and have 
returned to the cottage almost every summer . Dur 
daughter Karen was four months old when she first 
came to Falcon. 'Her brother Dean, followed. They 
come to the lake every ｳｵｭｭｾｲ＠ now from ｾｨ･＠ States, 
where they live, bringing their American fnends W1th 

them. 
My parents are gone now and in May 1989, my 

hus band now retired, and I, have moved back to 
ｍ｡ｮｩｴｯ｢ｾ＠ and are mak ing the cottage our summer 

residence. ed 
The old Smith sig n was taken down and ｳｴｾｲ＠

away and in July 1989, the new "Greig and Mar ene 

Mitchell" sign went up . 



FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 12, LOT 2S 

By Donna Meder (McKillop) and 
K.A. McKillop 

The history of the McKillops - Ken, Bertha, 
Donna and Wayne, and their eventual families at 
Block 12, Lot 25, Falcon Lake?! Where to begin? 
The years melt into one another and events are 
remembered when one is asked, "Do you remem-
ber when ... ?" and answer "Do I ever! But do you 

remember ... ?" 
The collage was begun as a family venture in 1954 

and continues as a place for families (Wayne's in 
Ontario, Donna's in Winnipeg and Halifax) to 
gather today - in summer and winter. Granny and 

Gramps and Falcon Lake are synonymous with hap
py memories for the four grandchildren - Grant and 
Susa n Meder, Debbie and Kevin McKillop. These 

memories are all the more to be cherished because 
Granny, Bertha, died in July 1989. She loved the 
shared family activities at the lake and could always 
be counted on for a special love, fun, and 'Kid's 

cake'. 
In the fali of 1953 a tangled slash of wind fali en 

trees, uprooted tree stumps, pea vine so thick it 
almost defied penetration, not to mention the bush 
growth of poplar, spruce, green ash, and birch greet
ed the family as they surveyed Lot 25 for future de
velopment. The lot was on a point known as 
Fisherman's Bay, and on it grew a very tall spruce 
tree which marked the area for miles around. Ken 
never saw this tree standing, but attests to its im
mensity because the wind had blown it diagonally 
across all the previously fallen debris! ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYTSONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaTSNMLKJIHGFEAIt towered 
high above the forest and its stump diameter was 
28 inches. The uptumed roots stood II feet high. 
Our work was cut out for us! Ken did not own a 
chainsaw and had to use a one-man cross-cut saw 
to cut it into manageable pieces and then wench 
them out of the way with block and tackle plus man 
and child power! 

Summer 1954 saw two tents erected by the water
front (the only clear area on the lot). Bertha cooked 
meals on a camp stove in the 'living' tent, Donna 
and Wayne provided dean-up service to the 'sleep
lOg' tent with its little wood heater, and Ken built 
several cottages for others on the south shore. Work 
on clearing a site for our cottage was mixed with 
lake fun ... especially since we all had public 
school holidays. The footings and subtloor we re 

built that fali on a very col d October weekend. Lo
cally milled lumber purchased from John Iwacha 
at Mokahon Beach (now part of Fa1con's camp
ground) was hauled to the end of the south shore 
road (end of Block II) and then wenched with block 
and tackle from tree to tree along the proposed 

Block 12 road to the lot. What couldn't be hauled 
In had to be carried, and the ground wasn't too sure 
at the best oftimes. The lumber then had to be piled 
wlth spaces between layers so it would season over 
the WInter. Some fun! Even schoollooked good after 
that! Ken also helped others freight lumber in John 
Iwacha's large metal boat that summer. 

The winter of 1954-1955 saw feverish activity in 
Ken and ｾ･ｲｴｨ｡Ｇｳ＠ basement as windows, doors, cup
boards, blffy were prebuilt to save on building time 
and allow the use of electric tools. There was no 
hydro at the lake! Ken remem bers others doing the 
same. One Sunday morning, as the congregation was 
leaving Ft. Garry United Church, a trailer loaded 
for the lake went by. It was loaded and on the 

back of the load was a biffy, laying on its side fac
ing the church. It was a 'two-holer'! 

1954 Easter weekend saw the four -wheel trailer 
loaded with these items headed for the lake, where 

warm weather permitted the shell to be built and 
closed in that week. We all had the opportunity to 
hammer nails . .. despite the occasional 'sof t nails' 
which tended not to drive straight! There was time 
to try ones skill on the ice tlows by the shore, so 
it was double fun! Bertha's oatmeal cookies, pies 
and meals are fondly remembered. A cookstove, 
wood heater, kitchen cupboards, icebox, and beds 
completed the cottage for that summer. Our parti
tions we. e bats of insulation. When one wanted to 
change clothing one called 'blinkers-on!' and eyes 
were shut. The summer was spent clearing the lot, 
replinishing supplies and ice blocks (cut out of the 
lake) from Iwacha's store at Mokahon Beach. Our 
light was a gas lantem hanging from the rafters. It 
was early to bed and early to rise. 

As Bertha, Wayne and Donna were clearing brush 
one day, Bertha's head and Donna's brush axe col
lided! Ken was building at another lot and so as not 
to alarm him, the bleeding was stopped, and no 
mention was made of the smali gash. Success was 
with us till midway through the noon meal when 
Bertha's hair turned red! Other cottagers said there 
was a doctor building on the north shore so off we 
went to get Bertha's head mended. Dr. R. Polson 
(now deceased), in his lake finery .... overall s.a
tured the wound by tying strands of hatr across It. 
This was the beginning of a long professional friend
ship. He always kidded Bertha about the savages 
on the south shore! You can be sure this savage was 
reminded of the need to be careful every time Ber-

tha's 'red' white hair was seen!. . . 
Lumber was again piled over the WInter. This ttme 

it was Iwacha's local knotty pine and poplar for the 
interior. Even a newspaper clipping from Bertha's 

brother, relating how all the knots had fallen out 
of some chap's 'knotty' pine wall s dunng a severe 
thunderstorm didn't deter us! The winter was spent 
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building a boat - the 'Sea-breeze', and waterskis. 

The new outboard motor was given TLC whilst we 

waited for spring to arrive. 
Thus the years passed. The new highway was built 

- shaking and rattling the cottage with every dyna-
mit e blast, but such a direct route! Sailing the 
DONA-WANE, helping to hau I in Bertha's huge 
fish catches, getting firewood and making new 
cottage-friends with each activity are all part of the ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
memories. 

The grandchildren, playing in the water or leaves, 
building forts, breaking three mas ts on Grampa's 
'cat' fishing, boating, or playing on the snow-
covered lake were and are the future McKillop cot-
tage . Thanks, Mom and Dad, for having the dream 
of a family place. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLIFEDBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMIFEDBA

'Nature's Workbench' 
Spring 1955 

Easter 

1990· The Family Rocks. 

FALCON LAKE 

BLOCK 12, LOT 27 
By Parrot Bill and Muriel 

Bill and Muriel Parrot bought the cottage in B10ck 
12, Lot 27, for their 30th wedding anniversary in 
1958. 

They called it Parrots Perch because there were 
painted parrots on the front windows when they 
purchased the cottage. 

Bill and Muriel Parrot with oldest great.grandchild, 
Theresa (7 years). We bought this cottage for Dur 30th 
wedding anniversary. At the windows at each end yoU 
will see two "parrots" . 



There were quite a few wild animals in those days. 
A black bear tried to steal Bill's fish when he was 
filleting it. A bear surprised Muriel in the lane go
ing down to the dock. Son-in-Iaw Jack Bouma was 
out on the dock when a bear came on the dock to 
have a look at him. Near the fali one year, a lone
some bear cub came around to the cottage for three 
days to sit by Bill. Every year, we all enjoy the ducks 
and loons with their babies. There was a grouse who 
raised her family in the back of our lot, and chased 
everybody who came near. Squirrels and chipmunks 
were tame and would com e right up to you. 

This cottage has been used and enjoyed by five 
generations, both Bill and Muriel's mothers, Bill and 
Muriel, their children, grand chi Id ren and great
grandchildren - and many many relatives and 

friends. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 12, LOT 34 

By Adeline Haiko 

In the year 1950, we (Bill and Adeline Haiko) 
found the beach at Toniata, and camped there un
til 1980. 

Our first-born, Gary, became quite a fisherman 
in his teens. He met his wife, Maryanne, the daugh
ter of a fis herman (Pete Juskow), and they were 
married in 1974. They have three sons, Matthew, 
Kevin and Brett. They now spend their summers on 
the south shore of Faleon at the former Juskow cot
tage. They are all ardent fishermen and also do a 
lot of waterskiing. Gary earned his money during 
the summer, first at Toniata store selling ice and 
gas. Later he worked at the Riding Stables with Billy 

Gary Haiko · 1964. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLIFEDBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMIFEDBAA calch ol plckerel olf lhe dock 
al Toniala. 

1986· Gary Haiko's sons Mali and Kevin relurning 
Irom High Lake. 

Sparrow as a guide with Rudi Schmidt who was the ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcaYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcaYWUTSRQPONMLJIHGFEDCBAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcaYWUTSRQPONMLJIHGFEDCBAywutsrqonmlihgedcaYWSPONMLJIHGFCAywutsrqonmlihgedcaYWSPONMLJIHGFCA
owner. 

Our youngest son Robert, his wife J oyce and their 
sons, Jonathon and Stephen, are still camping in 
the trailer at Toniata campgrounds. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 13, LOT 16 

A. Santos - the fish that didn't get away 

This is about the big fish that didn't get away
on August 20, 1989, after the family of Mr. and 
Mrs. Santos went back to Winnipeg, Mr. Santos 
went down to his dock to do alittle casting while 
his wife and granddaughter cleaned up the kitch
en. He was using a 15 Ib. test line and a "Gibb" 
lure and after a few casts he thought he'd hooked 
a log (this family are new at Falcon and didn 't know 
what he might find at the bottom of the lake) when 
all of a sudden the "log" took off with the line. 
Then the fun began. Now for the statistics. The fish 
was 45 wvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCAwvutsrponljihfedcaWUTSPLFCA'12 inches long - it came right up to grand
daughter Melanie's bottom lip and weighed over 20 
Ibs. II was a jackfish (Northern Pike). By the time 
Mr. Santos finally got it out of the water, the local 
businesses were all closed for the day. They knew 
it was too risky to leave it in the water overnight 
because of predators, so they secured the canoe and 
put enough water in it to cover the fish and covered 
the canoe well. Come morning, they had it officially 
weighed and measured before heading for Winni
peg and a taxidermist to have it mounted. Congratu
lations, and welcome to Falcon Lake, folks!!! 
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Mr. San to s and 
his lish. 

Theresa Young, Mr. Santos, 
Melanie, Mrs. Santos, Eric and 
lan Young and the big lish. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

FALCON ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmljihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBALAKE 
BLOCK 13, LOT 58 

By George Moody 

We purchased the cottage at Block 13, Lot 58, 

at Falcon Lake from Rudersdorfers the fali of 1970 
and sold it the summ er of 1981 to Roy and Lillian 
Gorski . The cottage was built in 1957. 

We bought at Falcon because of the quality of 
the water and the excellent highway to the lake. 

It was fun to put the water in at springtime. Our 

neighbors, Paul and Rollie Courteau and famil 
always gave us a boost from thelf system Th y, 
always the first hooked up in our ｡ｲ･ｾＮ＠ ey were 

. We enjoyed fishing, s.wimming and long walks 
lU parlIcular. The wlld ammals were always fas . 
ing. The bald eagles with their nest at the e C1;at; 
the lake were majestic . n o 

We arrived at the cottage one Friday evenin t 

find a bear cage trap parked on our lot! That ni;htO 

the bear was caught and removed the next day b' 
Parks Oepartment personnel. y 

We enjoyed the cottage and will miss it. 

FALCON LAKE 

BLOCK 13, LOT 59 
By Rolande Courteau 

It was May of 1959 when we were in the Falcon 
Lake area , riding around, looking at cottages for 

sale. One caught our eye and we bought it on Our 
anniversary. lt was a very special celebrations for 
our family. 

As the years went by, our family grew up, never 
knowing what summers were like in the city. Swim

ming , fishing, boating and snorkeling took up a lot 
of their summers. And the cottage got a facelift from 
time to time. 

We had many visitors, some invited, some not, 
like a few skunks and a very friendly cub that 
wouldn' t shoo away. While doing brick work on Ihe 

barbecue, I was dressed in dark clothing and bent 
over. The cub came up to me from behind, bawl
ing , as if I was his Maw. It was a chase around the 
barbecue to avoid this lost child and trying to let 
it know I wasn't his Maw. He got imo our car trunk 
while we were packing to go home later that day 

and helped himself to apples in a basket. 
1 always chuckle remem bering the year we had 

so many frogs. One evening when rounding up the 
kids for bed, I collected clothes from the lines and 

tossed them on the kitchen counter. Returning 10 

the kitchen after getting the younger one ready for 

bed, I spotted a frog swinging on the toaster cord 
that was hooked up to keep it out of the way. Here 
it was, swinging to and fro. 1 called the children to 
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see it. The frog jumped on one child's face, its front 
legs covering his eyes, the body over his nose and 
back legs on his cheeks. Poor lad, it took a moment 
to realize what had happened. Mom, to the rescue, 

took the frog outside. 
One spring as we were outside doing repairs on 

the cottage, a chickadee landed on my husband's 
shoulder. We got some seeds and fed them from our 
hands. If we were not fast enough, they would sit 
on our heads and yell so we tried placing seeds in 
our lips and they would come and take them without 
worry. These wonderful little birds were so friend
Iy that aU we had to do was go out and cali "chick
adee" and they would come down from the trees 
to be fed. We managed to take many pictures of 

our little friends. 
As long time residents, we met new neighbours, 

made friends and saw them leave for other places. 
Home is where the heart is and we find ourselves 

at peace at our summer home. 

FALCON LAKE, MANITOBA 
BLOCK 14, LOT 24 

FlSETTE-COLLETT F AMlL Y 
By Pat Fisette 

In 1961, Ralph and Margaret Collett purchased 
our original cottage. It was nothing but a shell at 

that time. 
I was married in 1962 to Roger Fisette. We all 

helped to elear the lot, landscape and build our sum
mer home. 

My brother, Garry, was quite young at that time 
but eventually had his share of fun and parties. 
Some of his guests are now prominent in govern
ment cireles, Bill Blakie for one. 

After his marriage, Garry bought a cottage at 
Crescent Beach in West Hawk Lake. He sold and 
moved to Thousand Oaks in California in 1978. He 
has recently purchased a cottage in Falcon Lake, 
formerly the Goulds place in Block 12. He and his 
children will be spending their summers here. 

Debby Fisette was bom in 1963, folIowed by 

Pat and Roger Fisette on the houseboat in 1976, 
Falcon Lake. 

Annual yard sale at Collett·Fisette cottage. 

Grant in 1964, Cindy came along in 1969. We spent 
every summer here. The kids learned how to swim, 
water ski, snow ski, ride horses, etc. We all enjoyed 
the company of our neighbours, the Hughes, the 
Verwys, the Kasteliens, the Wolches, the Eagletons, 
etc. 

We had many parties, dock parties, houseboat 
parties and yard parties. We had wonderful sum
mers with our friends and have fond memories of 
aU the years we spent there. 

We purchased the "Falcon Motor lnn" and leased 
"The El'Nor" in 1979. 

Many locals were employed in the hoteis and have 
fond memories of humerous incidents and interest

ing customers. 
Many young people from this area and summer 

kids had their first jobs at the Falcon Hoteis. Deb
by, Grant and Cindy Fisette, as well as Scott Schor
tinhuis, Mike Schortinhuis, can all relate all the 
funny stories that went on at that time. Most of the 
kids started as dishwashers and cooks. Falcon Lake 
has seasoned some fine young people. 

The "Falcon Motor lnn" was destroyed by fire 

on January 8, 1981. 
We lived in the cottage in Block 14 after our home 

was destroyed. 
Grant went to work at the mine, after com plet

ing high school. Debby had a beautiful little girl, 
Jennifer, June 20,1981. Roger went to work in Al
berta after our insurance company went bankrupt 
and we were unable to rebuild the hotel. l went back 
to Winnipeg and attended Red River Community 
College to receive my Chef's Certification in 1984. 
Cindy lived in Winnipeg with her nana and went 
to school in SI. James for a coup1e of years. 

Grant has since married Sandy Boutellier and is 
enjoying his life at Green Bay Resort in Caddy Lake 

every season. They reside in Fa1con during the 

winter. 
Debby moved to Kenora where she worked for 

"The Moorings" as manager in 1988. She then took 
a real estate course and worked for Suteliffes for 
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a year. Debby moved to California in April 1990. 
She got married to a California boy in J.anuary 1991 
in Malibu. She and Scoll Whiteside reslde m Thou-

sand Oaks, California. . 
Cindy and Grant Mason reside in Falcon and 10-

tend to buy and make their home here. Cindy works 

at the Falcon golf course, pro shop in summer. 
Roger lives in Winnipeg and works for "The 

Galleria" furniture store. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
1 have been working on the M.S. Kenora for 4 ywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBAywvutsronmljihfedbaYWUTSQOMLKJIHFECBA'I> 

years and live there during the summer and in Star 

Lake with Bud Edwards during the winter . 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 15, LOT 10 

Faleon Lake Memoirs 

September 1965 to September 1990 

By Lavana Gentray and Ed Sorokowski 

We had our first taste of the Whiteshell before 

we were married. Every chance we had, we'd take 

a tent and spend time at Big Whiteshell Lake, fish

ing and camping. After Tony and Rio were born, 

carrying them in car-beds, we'd pitch our tent at 

Toniata Beach, near the launching dock. The tent 
was furnished as a smali room and Ed would bar

becue in front of the canopy. Sunday night we'd 
padlock the zipper and go to the city for a week and 

be back again Friday night to fish Lyons Lake and 

Falcon Lake . Those were the days of spontaneity, 
enthusiasm and love. 

Two years we lived like thal. One day we thought 
buying a cottage would give us greater stability. The 

children were three and four years old. We started 

by looking around the north shore. One late Au

gust day in 1965, we stopped at a ranch-red cOllage. 

lt was reasonably priced at yxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaVTSPOMLJIFDCBAyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaVTSPOMLJIFDCBAyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaVTSPOMLJIFDCBAyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaTSPOMLJIFDCBAyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaTSPOMLJIFDCBA$9,000. Tony dropped 
a smalI flag into the water in front of the boathouse 

: it was a.scorcher of a day - and I, Lavena, jumped 
m to retneve II. The water was perfect! Everything 
else seemed perfect then, too . We bought the cot

lage from the Harrisons who were moving to Toron

ｴｾＮ＠ They to Id us it had been a front room, veranda, 
kltchen and bedroom when they won it on a Kiwa

ms Raffletickel. They built three more bedrooms. 

The Harnsons had a list of about 20 items they 
Ilcked off before they left the cottage each time We 

folIowed the list at first but then settled for just iock
mg the door. 

t We ｾ｡ｶ･＠ been here 25 years and it was the smar
･ｾｴ＠ thmg we ever did for ourselves and our family. 

II hS hard for us to believe so much time has passed 
w en 11 seems like only a few years 

ｾ､ｌ＠ was a high-powered salesman for CampbelI 
an ane Real Estate Company at the time H 
would have bumt himself out a long time a o· ｨ｡ｾ＠
;3eg not had thls retreal. Not only did he enj;y fish-

Lavana Gentray, Toni and Rio 

ing, he perfected the skill to the maximum sa that 

we nearly always had fish dinners alI these yealS. 

He had the first inboard-outboard motorboat on the 
lake because of my fear of him not being able to 

ride out a sudden stor m with his 14-foot aluminum 

boal. 
First thing we had to do when we moved into the 

cottage was build a new dock. The wooden one was 

broken down and was replaced by a concrete one 
by Henry Krysko of Falcon Lake. Ed c1eared land 

to make a garden . We moved in September and the 

beautiful autumn colors on trees and brush swept 

our hearts away in deep appreciation for aur good 

fortune. 
Winter came 25 times and each time it was a hurt· 

ing experience to lock the door behind and walk 

away. On three occasions, we returned to c1imb ｴｾ＠
the roof and cut and shovel away the snow that ha 

built up to a frightening depth, threatning a ｣｡ｾ･ﾷ＠

in. We made a day of it a couple of times, and trIed 

the ski slopes and sledding at the Ski Resort, but 
winter sport s people we are nol. We'd do same 

cross-country skiing in the city but felt it 100 long 
. as we 

a trip to do any at Falcon Lake. One Chnstm wife 
came out for four days with Tony and hIS 

Darlene and enjoyed il. What a totalIy different way 

to spend the holidays. We had winterized the car 
tage and could have stayed indefinitely with the he p 

of a snow plow from the Park s Branch. However, 
. Th quietneSs 

we always had to return to the cIty. e 'Id r. 
and pristine beauty of untouched snow and IVI eal 
ness when you are the onI y one around is unequ 

to any other experience. 



Ed Sorokowski zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

Partridge would come up to the front lawn, deer 
would feed off the garden, much to our consterna-
lion. Bear, from time to time, would come to the 
front steps, fearlessly looking and not finching as 
we hollered at them. Sometimes, at first, they would 
paw through garbage at the back door, until we 
changed our ways. We have never seen a mother 
and a cub although neighboring cottagers have. 
Ground hogs built homes in the wood pile, dug up 
the lawn and hid. Squirrels chattered and begged, 
humntingbirds enchanted us with their whirring 
around the potted petunias planted in old washing 
machine tub s taken from the dump. Crows cawed 
and annoyed us in the morning. Ed remem bers a 
big moose swimming in front of his boat one morn-
ing near one of the islands. We enjoyed all these 
lovely creatures that you would not see i f you stayed 
in the city. 

As soon as school was out, two cars would com e 
east, loaded to the roof, to spend two months at 
the lake. Ed would go back to the city and try to 
return every weekend. I would bring my many 
projects with me and they would actually get com-
pleted in those days. The children would play, read, 
do chores and carry-on all summer long. Linda, our 
oldest daughter, would come from Vancouver with 
Our grandson Michael and spend a month with us. 
How lucky we all were! Blessings! 

A steady stream of guests came and went. Most 
brought their own food and would pitch in and help. 

F!shing, and sometimes blueberry picking, were the 
big attractions. We didn't party so that wasn't a 
problem. Not many came for swimming even though 
the dock offered easy access to the sandy bottom 
Ed had put down. The water was warm and clear. 
At frrst we invited everyone we knew and then some-

Toni and Rio at the cottage 

times, even those we really did not know very well 
at all. They would stay a day, weekends and even 
a week at a time. Extra plates, like 24, were on hand 
for the unexpected and often got used. We loved 
it! A1so, in our gratitude for having a rtice cottage, 
we felt it had its obli gati on s of sharing. We 
overdid it and then cooloff as time passed. The time 
came when we started asking folk to bring their own 
sheets, pillowcases and towels. Now we rarely have 
company and marvel that so much has changed for 
us. 

The cottage was rented out once, in July 1970. 
Mr. and Mrs. Myles Robinson, of Metropolitan 
Homes farne, rented. Their youngest was an infant 
at that time. II was Myles who suggested moving 
the veranda out eight feet to add front room width. 
Jock Tod of West Hawk Lake did the work for us. 
Both Mr. and Mrs. Robinson have passed on. Short-
Iy after renting our cottage, however they purchased 
Kernaghans cottage. 

Tony and Rio learned water-skiing and had ev-
ery opportunity with their patient dad who pulled 
them up and down the south shore. They would 
dress up in different costumes, one was a clown suit, 
and imitate skiers they'd seen in Tampa, Florida. 
They got really good at it, and were able to ski 
barefoot and turn round while in tow. In the end, 
it cost Tony a cartilage in his kneecap so all of that 
fun had its price. 

Many an electric storm we've watched over the 
lake as it swept the expanse of Faloma and Tortia-
ta and our cottage. AIso, not a few times, we have 
made hurried searches for our youth, who took ca-
noe or Scott-McCullough, (before a threatening 
sky), promised to be back soon, and didn't return. 

Excitement and losses were part of the quarter-
century spent here. Thankfully, there were no seri-

ous losses. 
Emergency trips to the Kenora hospital for child-

hood illnesses, accidental poisortings, minor health 
problems, but nothing that became a sad story. 
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Naturally, different family members and frie.nds 
have gone on to the other side, family and relatlves 
have moved away. Many dear faces we see no more. 
Our children are now 28, 29 and 43. We ｉｾｳｴ＠ two 
dear grandchildren, Jade and Shylo, to dlvorce. 
They'd be 11 and five nowo Linda's Michaells now 
22 and sister Shawna is nine-years-old. We see lhem 

when Linda comes. 
We are quieter now and spend more lime alone . 

The family come when they haven'l somelhlOg ･ｬｾ･＠
they'd rather do, which is more often the case . . Rlo 
has her own cottage and Tony has a Boler tratler. 

We have two little yappy Shihlzu dogs and lwO 
orange cats. We don't know how we fell into the 
trap of pets. How often we'd criticize freely any-
one we'd see sitting in a boat or car, talking to a 
dog like was a child and carrying on! We've gotten 

old ... 
Now we talk, as many before us, of what we'll 

do in the winter. Brant Realty in Transcona is still 
being worked by Ed and me. The young adults are 
suppose to take over one day. Looks like relirement 
might not be that close after all. Many of our go od 
neighbors are still around us, nothing much has 
changed in all this time. I sit and read more and 
don't seem to get much done. 

I don't think we'll ever sell the cottage. We'd like 
the children to think of it as theirs but they don't 
seem to want it now. In the meantime, it seems 
natural to come back here every spring to Block 15, 
Lot 10, South Shore. 

BLOCK 15, LOT 20 
WHY WE CAME TO THE WHITESHELL 

By Joseph D. Campbell 

The year was 1961. Sally and I with our daugh-
ters, Ellen and Janet, had migrated that year from 
the U.S.A. to Winnipeg via Agassiz, B.C. I joined 
the Faculty of Agriculture, University of Manito-
ba, as a horticulturist. My area of expertise was 
vegetable crops and plant nutrition. The winter cli-
mate did not attract us, but the many lakes of the 
province held a kind of lure to me. 

Our first opportunity to explore alittle of the 
Whiteshell came in the winter of 1962 when we came 
to the Falcon Lake Ski Resort. The girls enjoyed 
the toboggan run and we soon recognized the un-
usually beautiful area it was. During the summer 
of 1962 we rented a cabin at Toniata for a few 
weeks. To me, it was love at first sight. Sally and 

the gIrls, too, .had thoroughly great experiences. 
Some M the hlghlights of that summer: 

FeedlOg a tame deer that came daily to the sto re. 
Port?glOg up to High Lake for a wonderful day 

of flshlOg. 

Picking and eating blueberries. 
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Enjoying swimming and the sandy beach 
Finding and enjoying a delightful pienie s es. 

a high hill at Faloma, overlooking the lak:ot on 
Realizing how friendly everyone was. . 

Most of the people we met were, like Oursel 
families lhere to make the most of the many ves, 
｣ｩ｡＠ features and facilities . spe· 

The fine way the park was cared for and 
managed. 

In subsequent summers, we explored other resort 
areas of Manitoba, all of which were good. But the 
joys experienced in 1962 kept me hoping that some 
day we might own a cottage in the Whiteshell. 

In those days, professors were not on a high sa. 
lary scale. Our chance came in 1967. That year, we 

were sent to Thailand for a two-year stint. We were 
able to save som e money and this along with an in. 
surance policy which became available made such 
a purchase possible. 

In March 1970, l read an advertisement in the Free 
Press, "Cottage for Sale" on the South Shore (Block 

15, Lot 20) of Falcon Lake. So anxious was 1 that 
I went out on Saturday during a snow storm to see 
it. This duly impressed the owner, Mr. Jack War-
ren , so that he said he would give us first choice. 
Once the family had seen it, they, too, were en-

thusiastic, so we purchased it. The Warrens were 
being transferred to B.C. and wanted a quick sale. 
It was fuli y furnished, consequently we were able 
to take advantage of it with a minimum of effor!. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBA

It is with reluctance and sadness that we are sell-

ing Camp-Bell which has meant so much to Dur fa-
ｭｩｹ＠ and especiaJJy me. Having been bom and raised 
on a Saskatchewan farm, the city has not met all 
of my inner needs. Com ing here acted as asafety 

valve. I could relax in the tranquil beauty of Dur 

cottage and surroundings. 
A feature we have found to our liking is that each 

season provided us something special. In the late 

autumn, we liked the many hi king trails. Our ｾｵｾﾭ
ber one choice is the Hunt Lake trad. In the wmte , 
when the temperature was moderate, we learned to 
find pleasure on the cross-country ski trails, and Dur 

daughters enjoyed the downhill skiing. T 
Sally and l have become ardent bird watchers. dSo 

be able to feed and watch the many colorful blr. ' 
especially when they are going south Dr comIng 
north to nest. The Whiteshell provides a great van-
ety of flowers and planllife which we have also ap-

preciated. 't vas 
Camp-Bell today is a far cry from what I \ d-

when we purchased it. We have consiste.nt1y ￓ［Ｚｾ｡ﾭ
ed it by renovation and new constructlOn. k Tods 

mily that has assisted greatly is that of the ｾｯ｣＠ family 

of Penniac Bay, West Hawk. Through ｩｾ＠ at the 
we gradually entered into the year-round I ｾ＠
Whiteshell, and West Hawk United Churc . 
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Our cottage changed hands September 30, 
1985.The next spring we retired to Victoria. I am 
sure part of us will always remain in this beautiful 

part of our country. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 17, LOT 1, SOUTH SHORE 

By Iris and Dennis Scott 

We bought Lot 13, Block 17, South Shore, Fal-
eon Lake, from Ken and Val McLean in 1964. This 
was aur first real estate purchase and as such, con-
sidered it our first "home" . Our children, Kim and 
Mike were three and four years of age and Jim was 
born the following year. Ali three worked at the Fal-
con Shopping Centre in their teen years on weekend s 

and during the summer months. 
We have always felt fortunate to have moved into 

that particular bay. Everyone was so very friendly 
and the comradeship was great. The neighbours 
worked together and over the summer there was the 
parties celebrating anniversaries, birthdays, etc., 
games of 99, badminton, darts, and various water 
sport aetivities. In 1973, the bay organized an an-
nual badminton tournament. Anyone age 12 years 
and older and staying in one of the host cottages 
over that weekend, was eligible. Two courts were 
set up on Edith and Harry Pike's lawn. A few years 
ago, three generations of the Pike family partic-
ipated. 

We again felt fortunate when, in 1984, we had 
the opportunity to buy Mae and Bruce Bodie's 
lakefront cottage in the same bay. As a result of 
extensions and renovations, our cottage was 'home' 
to all of us, so it was for this reason we moved our 
cottage to our lakefront lot and moved the Bodie 
cottage to Lot 13, now owned and enjoyed by Marge 
and Len Bakalinsky. 

We now spend six months at Falcon during the 
spring and summer months, and it has truly taken 
on the role of 'HOME' . It is a beautiful lake and 
we only hope that everyone living or visiting will 
do their part to maintain this beauty. 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 17, LOT 19 

THE POWELL FAMILY 

In the summer of 1964, a friend let us use his cot-
tage at Falcon Lake for a week. We enjoyed our-
selves, so planned to rent a cottage the following 

summer. Rent of $60. per week convinced us, it 

wou.ld be ｾ･ｴｴ･ｲ＠ to buy a cottage and it would pay 
for ltself In a few years. So, in May of 1965 we 
bought the cottage at Block 12, Lot 42. Then there 
were five of us, Art, Lee, Beth, Claire and Geoff. 
Two years later, Sandra arrived. We enjoyed five 
years on Block 12 but due to our love of sailing and 
swimming, began to yearn for lakefront property . 
We we re fortunate to find Block 17, Lot 19, and 
moved to that location in the fali of 1970. Since 
1965, the Powell family has spent two months ev-
ery year (except 1967) at Fa1con Lake. 

Our purchase of a cottage was the best tbing we 
could have done for our growing family. We have 
enjoyed water-skiing, canoeing, sailing and swim-
ming. When we bought our 18-foot Solcat Catama-
ran, Art was told it could really "fly" and you could 
pull a water-skier with it. Lo and behold, one day 
when there was a pretty hefty wind, our son, Ge-
off, at 150 Ibs. actually did water-ski behind the 
sailboat. 

Cottaging has become a way of life for us. Our 
children all held summer jobs at Falcon. Beth 
worked at the drugstore; Claire, at Foodland; Ge-
off, at the Nest; and Sandra at the drugstore and 
at the Shell station. Geoff and Sandra were able to 
earn enough, with part-time jobs in the winter, to 
pay their tuition and expenses through university. 
Art and Lee, both retired, Iive at Falcon Lake from 
May through September. Lee works part-time for 
the doctors during July and August, and enjoys 
gardening and swimming. Art always is busy with 
som e project - from cutting trees, building docks, 
extensions, or just moving rocks! 

Beth, John and fami1y now enjoy cottage life at 
Sandy Hook. Claire, Rick and Jessica are anxious 
to acquire a cottage of their own. Geoff and San-
dra spend as much time as they can the lake with us. 

The friendships developed by ourselves and our 
family dur ing our summers at Falcon, are invalua-
ble to us. The "Happy Hours" in Block 17, Bay 
2, the "Bay Party" on the August long weekend 
with horseshoes and darts, the valued "toiJet seat" 
trophy are all part of the many happy memories of 
our years at Fa1con Lake. We look forward to many 
years of retirement with visits often from our fa-
mily and friends, as we enjoy casual, relaxed en-
tertaining which is part of cottage life! 

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 17, LOT 22 

By John McClure 

After checking out cottages and cottage sites at 
Lake of the Woods and Lake Winnipeg, my wife 
Audrey, six-month-old son Johnnie and l t?ok pos-
session of a 520-square foot cottage shell In Block 
17, Lot 22. The date was ･｡ｲｹ＠ July, 1957. 
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I had a choice of the cottages on Lots 22 and 23; 
the choice was easy because Lot 22 had 139'9" of 
lakefront and the cOllage had a 16x7' screened 

porch . The cottage on Lot 23 was the same Ooor 
plan without a screened porch and the lot had no 

lak e frontage at all. 
The oni y clearing on Lot 22 was where the 

cottage stood and a smali a rea to the west, I sup-

pose where lumber and other material were stacked 

during the building. 
The cottage had no ceiling and nothing on the in-

side of the wall studs except in the living room and 

the smali kitchen which had cupboards only on the 
outside wall. The Ooor was 3/4 " plywood with no 

covering and there was no e1ectricity and, of course, 

no running water. We got our drinking water at the 

pump by a public beach. 
We had a two-burner Coleman stove for cook-

ing, a battery-powered radio and alantern hung 
from the tie rod in the living room. However, be-

fore the summer was over, we had a comractor, Ted 

Zelmer, line all the walls and the ceiling, and tile 

the Ooors throughout. He also turned what was 

space for two c10thes c10sets into a two-piece lava-
tory with a basi n and a pail-a-day toilet placed over 
a metal septic tank. 

We c1eared a driveway of trees and brush so we 
could get our car right to the cottage door. We also 

c1eared and widened a path through the brush and 
trees to the lakeshore. 

In early 1958, the contractor came back again and 
built our two-storey boathouse and laid a dock on 

the rocks along the shoreline. To this he added a 
4x16' finger, which was suspended on the dock and 

at the other end on a 4x4' crib which got carried 
away by the ice in the spring breakup. Eventually 

I anchored the finger to the main dock with large 
hinges and attached permanent legs to the other end. 

This allows me to raise the finger out of the water 
and rest it against the boathouse in the fali. 

. Andy Bunon, who had moved in two lots away 
m 1956, was very helpful with suggestions. Umil my 
dock was built, his was the last dock from the town-
slte on the south shore and boaters who had tried 

to go between those two smali islands just off the 
last bay m Block 17 would wind up at Andy' s dock 

lookmg for shearpins which Andy supplied as ｬｯｮｾ＠
as he could .and then he Just supplied suitable nails. 

. Other ne.lghbors in the early days were the Sam 
ｾｭｭｳ＠ fa.nuly, Roy SI. John's family, Harold Bythe-

. ay famlly, four bachelors in the cottage west of 
Slmms and ｴｾ･＠ Roy Esselmoms who are still our 
next-door nelghbors . 

The hydro power line was extended easterly along 
the south shore in early 1959. Our cottage and boat-
ho.use were wlred up one Saturday night between 
10.30 p.m. and 1:30 a.m. 
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I think it was in the summer of 1959 th t 
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ｫｮ･ｾＬ＠ by the radIo broadcasts, that the winds we/ 
com mg and there would probably be Consider b e 
damage. a le 

Trces came d.own. everywhere, 14 in Esselmonts' 
yard and elght m mme. or course, the hydro pow. 

er was knocked ouL I had gone to the boathouse 

to get the Coleman stove and lamp and, between 
leavlng the boathouse and getting into the COlta e 
the boathouse was blown over. g , 

Knowing there would be a great demand on the 

area contractors , I wasted no time getting over t 

West Hawk Lake to hire Jock Tod to reset my ｢ｯ｡ｴｾ＠
house. He was on the job the next day with his two. 

men crew and I was back in business in three days. 
The hydro power was out for three days. Ilater 

hired Jock Todd to .add two rooms to my cottage 

m 1963 . Thls extenston of 200 square feet consist. 

ed of an enlargemem of the living room and autii. 

ity room to house a shower stall, the hot water tank 
laundry facilities, storage space and a second 

refrigerator was don e at a cost of less than $1,500. 

lt also included relining the original living room 

space with vertical knotty pine planking and dou· 

bling the amount of kitchen cupboards and coun· 

ter space. I doubt very much that to do the same 

amoum of work today could be done for less than 
$8,000. 

In the late 1950s, when lakefront lots costabout 

$150. to $200. and back tier lots $35. and building 
costs we re less than $10. a square fOOl, acquiring 

a cOllage mad e an excellent investment. 

The McClure family has enjoyed the park facili· 
ties of the ski hill where we all learned to ski, the 

golf course which in the early days was oni y nine 

holes, the miniature golf and, of course, boating and 

water-skiing on the lake. Most of all we enjoy our 

many neighbors and the friends we have made at 

Faleon Lake . yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

FALCON LAKE 
BLOCK 20, LOT 3 

GORDON AND VERA (nee Benstead) MAYERS 

Gordon and Vera Mayers first came to this area 

in April 1957 and worked for Gordon Hamilton at 
Penguin Camp for the summer. That winter they 

worked at Joe's Esso at the junction of No. I and 

I I Highways . 
The next summer they returned and Gordon start· 

ed working for the Parks, first looking after the 

campgrounds at Toniata, then moving to the camp-

ground office at the main beach in the townSlte lO 

1963 . . n 
I n 1966 they moved to their present 10catJOn °lt 

the south shore where they bought a cottage, bUl 
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on to it, landscaped the grounds and now have a 
comfortable home with lovely grounds and a garden, 

Gordon continued working for the Parks in 

different jobs but most of his work was in the build-
ing and carpentry. Vera started working at the EI-
'nor when they lived in the campgrounds and 

although she has not worked there continually, she 

is working there now and she is also the custodian 
at Falcon Beach School. Gordon died in June 1980. 

Their two children were bom while they lived 
here. Son Dale is a transport truck driver in Winni-
peg. Daughter Shirley works for National Bank in 
Winnipeg, 

Vera does a lot of handiwork. She sewed and knit-
ted a lot of the c10thes for the family. She makes 

and sells a large variety of Indian beadwork and also 
makes a lot of quilts, both by herself and with her 
mother. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

FALCON LAKE 

LAWS CABIN 

Before the new highway came through the 
Whiteshell, everyone came to Ingolf, Ontario by 

train and continued to their destination by canoe 
or boat and walking. 

This was the route Gil Law first took to get to 
Falcon Lake. He and his friends would pack their 

knapsacks with bare essentials, like a few cooking 
utensils, some food, a hatchet, fishing lines and then 

pick up their canoe and paddles and go to the train 
station, for the first leg of their journey, to Ingolf, 
Ontario where they disembarked. 

Then started the next leg of their adventure . They 
would paddle across Long Pine Lake, then the por-

tage to West Hawk Lake, then hike through the bush 

to Lyons Lake on to Camp Lake, then into Falcon 

Lake where the fishing was really good. They had 
to reverse the trip when the weekend or holiday was 
over to get back to the city. 

Mr. Law Iiked Faleon and he soon started to build 

This collage is heated with the fireplace and gas 
lamps provide light when needed, Adolph Zimmerman 
and Ted Law reminiscing, 

a cabin in a sheltered bay. Along with family and 

friends, trees were eut near by and dragged to the 
lot for construetion. As much as possible, they used 
on-site material beeause everything else had to be 
brought in on their backs or tied to a pole and ear-

ried by two men. 
The fireplaee was built of stones from the shore-

line of the lake. The furniture - table, chairs and 
beds we re all fashioned out of logs they eut them-
selves . A log ice house was built and the men came 

out in the winter to cut ice to fili it for summer 

refrigeration. 
The original cookstove (weighed 500 pounds) was 

brought out by truck or car to Faleon by the Dawson 
Trail which had a branch road to the west end of 

Faleon from East Braintree. At Fa1con, every part 
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Cooking is done on the woodstove which is also a 
source ot heat tor early and late season tishing tri ps. 

that was removable was had to be taken off, as two 

tri ps were needed to take the stove to the cabin at 
th opposite end of Falcon Lake. 

This cabin still does not have road access, nor does 
it have electricity or telephone. yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAA few modern con-

veniences have been installed, for example, a two-

bumer propane hot plate for cooking on the really 
hot days, and a propane fridge has replaced the old 

icebox. A bigger boat and motor (to take everyone 

from the car that is parked at a dock on the north 
shore) has replaced the canoe. 

The cabin has retained much of its original charm, 

a hammock near the lake catches the cool breeze 
and you can relax and watch the bal d eagle soaring 

near their nest. Then there is the screened-in veran-
da with a hand-made table, bench and chairs. In 
the main living room, comfortable hand-made chairs 
grace each side of the big fireplace and gas lamps 
hang from the ceiling for Iight when needed . 

This cabin has had many guests during the 60 
years it has stood on the point at the entrance to 
Law Bay, old friends, honeymooners, people build-
ing their own cottage and needing a roof over their 
heads when the weather turned wet and cold , fisher-

men out for a weekend of fishing and relaxing to 
mention but a few . ' 

Mr. and Mrs. Gil Law are now deceased but their 
two children and the grandchildren still use' the cabin 
every summer . 

The first lease for this cabin was issued in 1929. 
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The picture on the side ot the cupboard shows a 
catch ot tish tor the next meal. A 2·burner propane hol· 
plale on Ihe end ot the counler and a propane tridge 
(nol shown in Ihe picIure) are recently inslalled zyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBA
conveniences. 

•  Another new tealure is the lillle red smoker which 
replaced homemade ones used tor years. The ｴｩｲ･ｰｬｾｾＺ＠
buill (by Ihe tamily) ot stones trom Ihe shoreltne 
wilhslood many a slorm. 



Hunt Lake 

HUNT LAKE zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYXWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
LOT 5 

By Patricia Gregory 

The cottage was built by the Stephenson family 
about 1953. Our family (myself, daughter Anna and 
son Gilbert) bought it in the fali of 1978. By that 
time, Mrs . Stephson was a widow. She died very 
recently. 

Our first summer was 1979. We had barely set-
tled in for Our vacatio n when Gil bert developed a 
?asty appendix. We drove through the early morn-
mg pockets of mist to arrive at Children's Hospital 
at 6:30 in the morning. 

The following winter ('79-'80), we extended the 
cottage 10 feet closer to the lake and added a porch 
and deck, better to enjoy Paradice on earth. Hunt 
Lake is truly a gift to those of us who cottage there, 
almost remote, yet close to everything and NO MO-
TOR BOATS. 

Anne spent the summer of 1980 working in the 

Pine Cone with Blair Mahaffy of West Hawk. 
Our dock was rebuilt by Andy Hallonquist of 

West Hawk. He guarantees the crib to last a lifetime. 
For many years Bert Malchy was at Lot 4. 
Brian Malchy lived at Hunt Lake for at least one 

summer and worked as a cook at the West Hawk 
Inn . Brian taught Gilbert to play cribbage and Gil-
bert spent the evenings at Lot 4 playing the game. 

My best memory of Bert is watching him row his 
boat, backwards. You don't make much progres s 
when the squared off stern goes first. 

After Bert died the cottage was sold and the new 
owner removed the old cottage and started afresh. 
Lot 4 will have a brand new history but l'm sure 
Bert's spirit lingers. 

Our stay at Hunt Lake has not been very event-
ful. The children were in their teens when we bought 

the cottage and our family cycle has not yet reached 
the next generation stage so there are no 1earn-to-

swim stories etc. 
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ALEC YOUNG 

GENERAL CARPENTRY CONTRACTOR zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPOMLIHFECBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPOMLIHFECBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPOMLIHFECBA

Alec came to West Hawk Lake in 1973 , to work 

for the summer wit h his friend Wayne Sloboda, who 

was then in charge of the campground at Caddy 
Lake. Alec worked that summer as part of, and then 

head of the three-person West Hawk Park patrol 

(another member of the park patrol that su,?mer 
was Bob Hamilton, brother of Barbara Hamllton-

Christie). At this time Alec was a 22-year-old stu-

dent of philosophy and religion at Brandon ｕｾｬｶ･ｲﾭ
sity. But there seemed to be a great need for bUllders 

in this area, - and possibly not so much of a need 

for more philosophers - so Alec decided not to fm-

ish his degree, but study carpentry instead . 
The following summer he was in charge of the 

Caddy Lake campground himself (Wayne Sloboda 

looked after the canoe route, and was an assistant 
ranger I believe), and also started building in this 

area, so 1974 was the beginning of Alec Young Con-
struction. 

I (Theresa) also had a summer job in the parks 

that summer, and met Alec then, although we didn't 
marry until the following fali . 

However, in the interim many ad ventures were 

had by us and the other park employees of 1974 and 
1975 (Marg Irmie among them). I suppose nothing 

has changed much and the young people here to-

day still feel as free and as faced with limitless op-
portunities for life as well as immediate fun and 

adventures, as we did - anyway I hope so. Although 

I think Alec had a great talent for adventures only 
surpassed by (and sometimes in conllict with) his 
talent for hard work. 

In those days he had an old tugboat, called the 
Flying Outchman, which he used to go for after-

work cruises up the Caddy Lake canoe route and 
through the first tunne!. They were very popular 

trips - someone would bring a guitar and someone 
maybe a harmonica - and wine - and he would build 
a campfire and then watch the sunrise on the way 
home (in time for the unlucky ones who were on 
the morning shift to hopefully make it to work in 
time for 8 a.m.). Audrey Zimmerman, who was 

often part of the group, would often ask the rest 

of us back to her place, and her mother would make 
us all blueberry pancakes for breakfast. 

On these cruises, generally everyone would sit 
on the top and sides of the old tugboat (often 12 
or 14 people). Once, going through the tunnel some-

one jumped off. That side of the boat ro;e, and 

everyone on the other side feli off. Then that side 
of the boat rose, and everyone on the first si de feli 

off! The only ones that didn't get soaked at least 
up to their chests were Alec, who was steering, and 
one fellow whose name I can't recall who was in-
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Alee Young and sons Erie and lan, 1986. 

side the eabin. After we had aIl dried off around 

a campfire and returned to the doek, that one dry 

fellow, clutching his sleeping bag, stepped dlrectly 

from the boat into the lake. 
On another eruise, Robin Tod launched all too 

completely into a discussion of what life was all 

about and how to improve the world, and didn't 

notice he was standing too close to the eampfire until 

his jeans caught fire. Fortunately, many friends will· 

ingly threw him into the lake and no lasting darnage 
was done. However, I think 'that was one of !he las! 

cruises. . zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIGFECBAvtsronmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIFEAN w 
Alec and I married, and honeymooned 10 e 

Zealand and Vancouver, wonderingifeitherofthoSe 

places would be the perfect spot to start aur hfe 
. d h lace we knew together. However we decide t at no p k we 

of was better than West Hawk Lake, so bac k 

came, Alee to building full-time and me tod ｷｾｯｾ＠
ing the West Hawk tower, parks gat,e, a.n k ｾｨ･ｲ･＠
painting at various times. In fact, I don t ｴｨｩｾ＠ n't 
is a sign or a bathroom around here that I ave 

painted. t Star 
After brielly owning an oetagonal cottage. a r 

I d whlch au Lake, we bought the parcel of an on ner 
home and business are now situated, at (he cor 



of P.R. 301 and the Toniata turnoff. Adolph Zim-
merman had tipped us off that Ella and Ed Schin-
dler owned part of a former gold mining claim that 
might be for sale, across the road from their place. 
After som e hard bargaining on our part, during 
which we managed to actually get the price up! 
rather than down! (proving Ed and Ella were bet-
ter negotiators than Alec and I) we became happy 
owners of a meadow and 10 acres of bush, part of 
the former Contact mineral claim. 

Alec built our shop in 1979, and our house that 
winter. With the help of our talented crew, our bus-
iness has grown and slowly some of the meadow and 
bush have been tamed into law n and yard. 

We have been told that the meadow on which we 
have built our house was used as a camp for the road 
gang that built Highway 30 I, and also that the miner 
who worked the contact claim had buried a horse 
in a well in our front yard! (Why, I don't know.). 
I do know there are one or two old mine holes in 
the back of our land but not too deep, so I guess 
the gold didn't amount to much. (Now if anyone 
wanted a source of iron ore around here, we could 
just offer the water from our well.) I also know that 
at one time Highway 301 ran over some of our 
property, but it was straightened out to its present 
course before 1955. 

Alec and I think we are very fortunate to be able 
to work and live and raise our boys, Ian and Eric, 
in this beautiful area. The boys get a kick out of 
spotting deer in our yard - usually just heading into 
the bush after having dined on fresh lilac or apple 
tree sprouts. I'm a bit more leery of the occasional 
bears that poke their noses against our windows -
one actually ate part of a window frame, trying to 
get inside. (I believe Alec chased him off with achain 
saw.) And we also think that the people here are 
exceptional - we are fortunate in the great people 
we work with, and in our friends and very good 
neighbors. 

Adolph Zimmerman, Lully 
Pubantz (Theresa's mother), 
Eric and Alec Young, Olive 
Zimmerman, lan and There-
sa Young, vacant chair is for 
Theresa's father, Arnold 
Pubantz. ywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

ADOLPH AND OLIVE ZIMMERMAN 

In 1936 Adolph came to Falcon Lake to work for 
E.J. Thomas, owner of Toniata Cabins. One of 
his first jobs was to take fishermen to the far end 
of Falcon Lake. They would portage their equip-
ment to High Lake where Mr. Thomas had fishing 
boats. The fishermen would spend the day fishing, 
coming back to the portage in the evening, nearly 
always with their limit, and to be picked up and 
brought back to camp. 

When the first exploration drilling was done at 
Barren Lake (for gold) there was no road to that 
area so the equipment was brought to Toniata 
Beach. This would be about 1937-1938. Everything 
was loaded onto canoes, fishing boats and barges 
and freighted across the lake to where Barren Lake 
empties into Falcon. Here the equipment and some 
of the boa ts were portaged across land to Barren 
and hence on to the mining site. Much of this 
freighting work came Adolph's way. 

There were all the regular jobs to be done, too, 
at Toniata, like wood to be cut for the stoves for 
cooking and heating, ice to be hauled to the store 
and cabins for the ice-boxes. Boats had to be 
repaired, grounds to be maintained and garbage to 
be hauled. AlI these things took longer to do then 
because there wasn't a vehicle to jump into to get 
from one point to another. The wood was hauled 
with horses and wagon or sleighs. The water was 
often carried by hand from the lake because it was 
quicker than getting the horses ready to bring the 
barrelful. 

Some surveying had been done in the area and, 
when lots were available, Mr. Thomas obtained, by 
whatever means it was done in those days, some 
building lots on the north shore near Toniata. So, 
when the employees weren't busy at the camp, they 
would clear lots and build cabins. 

The first lot Adolph cleared was Lot 47 where 
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Audrey and Lewis McFarlane and children , SIacy 
and Greg. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWUTSROMLKIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

Richard and Hellaine Kroft now have their cottage. 
A few years ago when they were trying to get some 
history on their cottage, Adolph remembered the 

date was marked in the cement on the top of the 
fireplace chimney. This was also the way we deter-

mined the year Adolph came lo the area, 1936. From 
then till he joined the Army, Adolph spent his sum-

ｭｾｲｳ＠ w?rking at Falcon, going back to cut pulpwood 

wlth hIs father and brothers in the Whitemouth 
Darwin area in the winter . ' 

It wasn't all work at the camp. In the evenings, 
the men would often go fishing (around the dock 
where the boat launching dock is now) and never 
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fai led to come back with their limit of picke I 

During the war, Adolph served with the:ue . 
Signal Corps. When he was discharged, in 1944 ｾｹ＠
Forest Ranger at Rennie, Manitoba, Mr. Cal. ｒｩｴ｣ｨｾ＠
ey, offered him a summer job, and Adolph con-
tinued this work every summer umil 1951. In the 

winters he did diamond drilling at Goldbeam at Star 

Lake and at Bissett in Manitoba and out of Red 
Lake, Balmertown and Kenora in Ontario. 

In 1949, Adolph and Sam Yanich Obtained alease 

to build a camp at Lot I commercial, Miller Beach 
West Hawk Lake. The story of Lakeside Cabins ｡ｾ＠
pears elsewhere in the book. 

I guess this is about where I (Olive) enter the pic-

ture. I was bom and raised in a little place called 

Desford (no longer in existence) in southwestern 

Manitoba. In 1950 l came out of a Home Econom-

ics school, broke; (Does that sound familiar?) and 
decided that if I was ever going to spend a summer 

at the lake, now was the time. From a newspaper 

ad I got a job at the Trans-Canada Restaurant at 
West Hawk Lake. 

I wasn't there long, when Frank and Adele, the 
owners of the restaurant, wem to Winnipeg for sup-

plies and for Adele to visit the doctor - she was 

expecting in October. I was left in charge with a new 

hel per who worked in the kitchen for the day, wash-
ing dishes and the bke. AU was quiet umil early af-

ternoon when the restaurant filled up and people 
wanted groceries in the store. lt was bedlam, com-

pounded by two teenagers mixing ｴｨｾ＠ salt and pep-

per in the shakers. l called out to thelf ｦ｡ｴｨｾｲ＠ ｦｲｾｭ＠

across the dining room asking if he would lIke blbs 

for his children. Shortly after, Adele and Frank ar-

rived back with another girl to help for the weekend 
and things were operat ing smoothly. Later, Frank 

called me to the store and asked if 1 remembered 
a family that had sat at such and such a table. Here 
goes my job l thought! BUT no, he handed me (he 

bigges( tip I think I got there. Then he told me who 
the family was. Can you bebeve, (he father was ID 

the food-service business, too. d i( 
Adolph and I were married in 1951, ｾｮ＠ SOM 

d t ·n new fIelds. e seems to me we both starte ou I or ou(board 
to learn how to row a boat, mlx gas f 1 could 
motors, then learn to start the d - things so 

show renters how to operate them. . .es when 
Adolph started working for the ｆｉｓｾｾｾＨ･Ｇ＠ rough 

needed, to man a new ｯｰ･ｲ｡ｴｊｯｾ＠ to era introduced. 
fish from lak es before new specles were he worked 

In the fali of the year for several ｹ･｡ｾＮＧ＠ hways and 
for the Games Branch, patrolIing the Ig 

byways for poachers. being opened 
At this time, many lake lots were for peo. 

up for building and Adolph built ｣ｯｴｴ｡ｾｾｳ＠ shore of 

ple all around the area. When the souAdolph ob-
Falcon was opened up for bUlldmg, 



tained a lot on Block 9 - this cost $10. at that time. 
1t was the 4th cottage built on the south shore. Fred 
and Mary Parker bought the cottage in 1953. They 
had been regular customers at Lakeside Cabins since 
it opened. 

In July 1957, Adolph started working at the 
Weigh Scales. His association really started at the 
scales with helping with the building of the first one 
that opened in 1953 where the present dumping sta-
tion is located at West Hawk. 

Our children were born while we lived at Lake-
side Cabins, Wayne in June 1955, and Audrey in 
August 1957. 

Wayne is married and lives in Victoria, B.C. with 
his wife JoAnne and their three daughters, Sara, 
Erin and Katie. 

Audrey moved from Calgary to Victoria, B.C. 
in 1990 with her husband Lewis McFarlane and their 
children, Stacy and Greg. 

Many chan ges have taken place over the last 40 
years. A notable one for women was the introduc-
tion of perma-press bedding. When we had the 
camp, all sheets, pillow cases and towels had to be 
ironed to remove wrinkles. Laundry was a major 
concern to the camp operator, as everything had to 
be dried naturally, either out of doors or inside if 
the weather was wet. We are looking at 30 to 40 
sheets after a weekend when the camp was fuli, be-
si des all the other things to do. Then there was the 
ironing that women had to do with either the sad 
irons that were heated on the wood stove, no mat-
ter what the weather was like, or a gas iron that you 
had to keep putting air into to make it go. 

I never had to worry about the drip pan under 
the iceboxes because Adolph had lines connected to 
all the iceboxes that led outside. But many people 
will remember how stinky those trays could get, es-
pecially if milk was spilt or the meat had dripped. 

Heating and cooking with wood was never a 
problem for me. We still heat mostly with wood and 
until a few years ago, there was a smali wood stove 
in our kitchen that always had a kettle of water on it. 

In 1962, we sold Lakeside and moved to our 
present location, on P.R. 301, near the Toniata junc-
tion where we had a propane re fili outlet. This was 
a different aspect of the tourist business as people 
seemed to run out of propane at meal time, through 
the night or some other irregular time, so no time 
was a good time to bake a cake, or make a ｭ･｡Ｎ＠
As for entertaining, well, as long as everyone 
went wit h the flow, it was all right. This was an in-

teresting venture in many ways. We were kept 
abreast of where the fish were biting and who was 
catching them, who won the fishing derby at Ingolf, 
Ontario, and who was camping in new places or 
traded in their camping gear for cottage life. When 
Adolph retired, we gave up the propane business 

and now, when we sit down for a meal, we some-
times stay sitting till we are finished, which was a 
rarity when we were in business. 

Before 1 close the chapter on the propane, 1 would 
be remiss if 1 neglected to include this story. 

I once read that a lady who lived on the Alaska 
Highway hung empty plastic lemon and lime juice 
containers on her trees. Many people stopped to see 
what kind they were that would gro w so far north. 
So 1 tried, too. I hung the lemons on a Siberian ash 
tree in our front yard and they were a continual 
laugh. I remember two older men who came for gas 
one day. While I was filIing the tank, one fellow 
walked over and looked at the lemons. He came 
back saying something like my lem on s were ripe ear-
ly, so the second guy walked over to check. They 
went away laughing but returned wit h their wives 
to pull the same trick on them. Those lemons and 
limes hung there for four or five years, then one 
winter someone asked me to explain the lemons on 
a tree in Manitoba in the winter. I figured enough 
was enough and they just crumbled in my hands 
when I removed them. 

With no commitments in Manitoba in the winter 
we now spend them nearer our children and their 
families, coming back early enough to greet every-
one in the spring and for Adolph go get some cot-
tages open for their owners to return, too. 

In cIosing, I will tell one of our bear stories. 1t 
took place in September, 1963. During the evening zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBA
I had finished some pickies and our daughter had 
done some baking. The one windowopen was over 
the greenhouse. We figured a bear was around be-
cause our dog barked off and on all evening. Adolph 
left for work at the West Hawk Weigh Scales at 
II :30 p.m. Not long after, I heard the weirdest 
crunching sound. I ran to the open windowat the 
other end of the house and shone the flashlight on 
a bear pulling the corrigated plastic roofing off the 
greenhouse. There was nothing to stop it from go-
ing right through the house. (Adolph had just made 
the door to go between the basement and the green-
house and it was leaning against the opening.) I 
quickly phoned for Adolph to come home but be-
fore I hung up I heard the door fali over. Time 
seemed an eternity till the truck lights appeared. 
Adolph put the truck lights on the bear and all he 
could see were the shoulders and head corning out 
of the greenhouse. He came into the house for his 
gun and a flashlight and returned to the scene of 
the action, including a frantic dog. In a few minutes, 
it was all over but the dog sat watch the rest of the 
night. Adolph returned to his job and our daugh-
ter went back to her bed. I remem ber going back 
to the kitchen and realizing this had all happened 
in about 40 minutes. 1t hadn't been a long night's 

nightmare after ｡ｬＮ＠
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GUIDES CATHOLIQUES DE 
SAINT-BONIFACE IN THE WHITESHELL zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

By Madeleine Bernier 
former Oioeesan Commissioner 

July 1936 

Captains, assistant eaptains and patrol leaders, 
num bering about 18, for Guides Catholiques de 
Saint-Bonifaee eamped for the first time at Star 
Lake. They are part of the Freneh-speaking move-
ment, Guides Catholique of Canada. They used 
tents with no flooring - rubber mats and straw mat-
tresses. The kitehen was a tent, and a pienie table 
and benehes were used outdoors for meals. Provi-
sions were brought in by row boat. 

A rustie altar (using a house door) was ereeted 
between two trees by the lake, where mass was 
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ｾ＠ To Fateon loke North 
Sna" ｓｵ｢､ｩｾｉＧｬｯｮｳ［＠ ok 

FaiomaS Toniola; ._ ｦｏｾ＠
ｾｾｾｾｯｮ＠ ｔｯｾ｟＠ yvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAyvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAyvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCAyvutsrqonmlkihfebaWUTSRONMLJIHFCA,y 

offered every morning by the ehaplain. Dueks, 
loons, other birds and mosquitoes aeeompanied the 
girls' hymn singing. The loeation was suggested to 

the ehaplain, Rev. Fr. Leo Blais, by a forest ranger. 
Every night, weather permitting, there was a camp 

fire where typieal Girl Guide entertainment un-
ｦｵｲｬｾ､＠ - song, skits and games. Then a final eyen-

ing prayer and song were offered. . the day-
Everyone marvelled at the sunsets and, m 

time, the sunlight shining through the trees. d 
A program of aetivities included sWlmmmg an zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBA

f ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAtsomliedcVSOpreparation _ and Gir! Guide skills were re-
quired. 

1937 d Cana-
The two eompanies in existenee, Rose u .te 

da and Thereas de Lisieux,camp on the same SI . 



But after at least four days of rain, the camp folds. 
The inclined terrain above sends the water down on 
the camp. A new site must be found. 

1938 

The guides moved to Brereton Lake for one sea-
son of camping. 

Subsequently, they camped on Lake Winnipeg. 
Today, women who camped at Star Lake and 

Brereton Lake, remem ber being entralled by the 
beauty of nature, whether during the day or under 
a starry sky. They remem ber the silence and the 
peace emanating from the environment. AlI this, 
despite having to "rough" it quite a bit. 

Unfortunately, the archives of the Guides Catho-
liques de Saint-Boniface were destroyed in the St. 
Boniface fire in 1968. 

STAR LAKE POKER DERBY 
GETS BIG HAND 

By Doreen Jenkins, 1989 

Our 12th annual Poker Derby was again a tremen-
dous success, with at least 500 people in attendance 
from all over. We had over 200 bags of candy pre-
pared for our races and ran out before all the kids 
under 12 received a bag. 

We held the Poker Derby portion of our Sports 
Day on Saturday as planned, but due to the incle-
ment weather we mad e the smart decision to hold 
the races, etc . on Sunday, which proved to be a 
much nicer day. The winners of the Derby are: 
1st prize· - Ron Ledbrook 
2nd prize - Jim McKinnon 
3rd prize - Bud Jenkins 
Low Hand - Ralph Lucas 
5 Hidden Cards - Roland Champagne, Dave Tait, 
Don Lewis, Gerri Dickenson, Tom Seepish 

This year we were able to give the children more 

for winning in the races and we hope we can con-
tinue to do so. They each received an annual Poker 
Derby ribbon. There were lots and lots of smali kids 
and this is what our annual event is all about. 

The no vel ty races again proved to be a big hit. 
We had the wheelbarrow race this year instead of 
the bag race. We also had a different event for the 
smali fry, the shoe throwing contest which proved 
to be very popular. (Some of these kids really have 
good aim). 

We again had great participation in the egg throw-
ing contest. 

We only had six canoes in the race this year and 
the original champs of this event, Bill Wrubolowsky 
and Bob Manning, came in first, with last year's 
winners the Clarke Brothers coming in second. Next 
year we hope to have more canoers participate be-
cause this is a spectator sport. Bob and Bill we re 

presented with the Star Lake Trophy, two Coors 
Sportshirts, two original plastic Molson's Cups and 
six cans of bubbly (compliments of Molson's) so it 
is well worth the hard work. 

We had ten teams participate in the volleybalI this 
year and the Molson's Twixters took first prize, 
coming from behind to defeat Vince Camela and 
his family and friends team of Star Lake. Their prize 
was 24 cans of beer, compliments of the Star Lake 
Sports day. Molson's kindly donated six very sharp 
white caps to the runners-up. 

The tug-of-war contest only had four teams, due 
to the fact that some of the participants were oc-
cupies in the volleybalI games. Winners were the 
Grant Dufos team who aIs o won 12 cans of beer 
donated by Molson's. 

We had a few more teams for horseshoes this year 
(10). The winners were Milt and Neil Nedohin, and 
the runners-up were Doris Nedohin and Rene Van-
Raes. Each won cash prizes. 

Face painting was another very popular event. 
Judy Miller set up a stand and painted many faces 
- from toddlers to a few in their mid-thirties. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt 
was a lot of fun for all concerned and we hope that 
this can be repeated again next year. Thanks a mil-
lion, Judy, from all of us. 

Thank you to Allan Rosky for the professional 
job he did in painting the signs for both the hot dog 
and the face painting stands. 

Thanks a1so to Ralph and Pat Lucas and their 
family for managing the hot dog stand aII afternoon. 
We sold out around 3:00 p.m. I must saythe "dogs" 
we re excellent! 

You may have noticed Terry Miller, our pho-
tographer, taking pictures of a11 the events. We will 
have copies and if you would like to see them they 
will be available at the Jenkins' cottage (Doreen and 
Bud). Thanks again, Terry. 

THE STAR LAKE SKIERS 
By J anet Baker, 1985 

The Star Lake Skiers did well in the Manitoba 
Closed Water Ski Championships at Lac du Bon-
net this year. 

To prepare for this competition the skiers took 
part in a Junior Developmental week. Bob Baker 
drove his Ski Natique for the week and was very 
patient wit h a11 the skiers. Most important, though, 
was the "great" coaching from Keith Levin. Each 
day Keith was out at 9:00 a.m., teaching trick s and 
slalom. 

Most of the skiers then entered in the B novice 
division of the Manitoba Closed Water Ski Cham-
pionships. In the Boys B (13 and under) tricks, 
David Nedohin (10) and Donald Baker (9) tied for 
first. Sean Nedohin (12) came a close second. In the 
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Girls B, Janet Baker (13) came second. Nancy Baker 

(4) finished first in the Juvenile Girls tricks. 
In the slalom ki ing the Star Lake Skiers also 

did very well. David Nedohin finished third, fol

lowed by Sean Nedohin in fourth, and Donald Baker 

in fifth. In the Girls B, Janet Baker finished first, 

and Nancy Baker came first in Juvenile Girls. 

Watch for the Star Lake Ski Club next year. 

THE STAR LAKE SKIERS 
By J anet Baker, 1985 

The year started with Star Lake having a Junior 

Development Camp for one week in July. Mr. Nedo

hin and Dr. Baker were a great help by driving for 
the whole week. We must not forget the great coach
ing by Jim Schmidt. Thanks Jim! AIso, thanks to 

Dr. Keith Levin, our president, for all his hours. 

Sean Nedohin, 13, David Nedohin, II, and 

Donald Baker, lO, went on to compete in the 
Manitoba Closed Provincial Competition. In the sla
lom evem, Donald Baker placed second, Sean Nedo

hin placed third and David Nedohin sixth. In the 
tricks, David Nedohin came fourth, Donald Baker 

came fifth and Sean Nedohin came sixth. Ali of the 

boys were on the A si de of the Junior Boys. Good 
work guys! 

Sean, David and Donald not only ski but they also 

barefoot ski. The three boys first competed in the 
Provinciais on the Red River against all ages which 

was a bit of a disadvantage to them but they didn't 

show it. Donald came out first folIowed by Sean 
in third and David fourth. The boys didn't stop there 
though. After a lot of practice, they went on to Ed
monton and did even better! This time they were 

in the category of Junior Boys which is 13 and un
der. Donald came first, while Sean was second and 

David a dose third. Congratulations guys! 

Donald Baker kept on going and went on to the 
Nationals in Montreal. He was put in a category of 
16 and under. Again Donald didn't let his age bother 
him. He came second over all and everybody was 
happy for him. 

Sean, David and Donald owe many thanks to Neil 
Wilson for his GREAT barefoot coaching and to 
Jeff Petrovich for teaching them how to barefoot 
ski. 

Skiing isn't the only thing that goes on in Star 
Lake. There is a lot of fishing. This year, Mr. and 
Mrs. ｾｯ｢＠ Tinkler from our lake caught a 16 pound 
Jack flsh on the lake. Congratulations! 

Watch out next year for more of the Star Lake 
Skiiers! 
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WINNIPEG MAN DIES 

KA zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAy AKING IN B.C. 

A Winnipeg man, described as an avid outdoors_ 

man, was kllled In a weekend kayaking accident off 
the west coast of Vancouver Island. 

RCMP in Port Alberni, B.C., identified the vic
tim as Peter James Rutherford, 25. 

"He showed courage and valor while saving the 
life of his older brother," family friend Edna Le
moine said last nighl. 

Rutherford and his brother, Thomas, 31, of 

Hornby Island, B.C., were out in separate kayaks 

near Barkley South on Saturday when they were 
swamped, police said. 

Search officials said one of the kayaks sank im

mediately and the brothers dung to the remaining 
one. 

Thomas Rutherford, who was a stronger swim

mer, swam to shore with the kayak, emptied it and 

returned to rescue his brother, who was wearing a 
flotation vest. 

However, he could not find his brother and then 

spent five hours padd1ing to a village in Torquart 

Bay where he alerted searchers. 

Peter Rutherford's body was found Sunday about 

eight kilometres southwest of Barkley 
Sound. 

The dead man, a carpentry student at Red River 

Community College, had just finished schoollast 

week and went to the West Coast to be with his 

brothers, Lemoine said. 
"He was an avid outdoorsman and loved canoe

ing and aquatics," she said. 
"He was an experienced boater and that's what 

makes it more upsetting." 
She said Rutherford's family flew to Victoria Sun

day to make funeral arrangements. 
-Note: The Rutherfords have a cottage on Block 

2 and were very involved with teaching water ski

ing in the 1970's. 

STAR LAKE HERMIT 
LIVING THE GOOD LIFE 

By Brian Cole 
Winnipeg Free Press, 1979 

STAR LAKE - Ali questions about the kindly 
old man who rides his bike in and around West 

Hawk Lake are greeted with a slight smile and a 

pause. 
"You mean Pete the Hermit?" asks Victor Har

bottle, a resort owner who has lived in the area for 

more than 20 years. 

'Big-hearted' . t 
"!t's hard to say too much about him. He's JUs 
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a big-hearted guy." 

Pete the Hermit (Peter Oyck) has been around 
the area for as long as most people can remem ber. 

An elderly man who lives alone year-round in a 
smali shack near one of the access roads to Star 
Lake, Pete has become a flXture if not a locallegend. 

More than once the old man with the frizzy grey 
hair and pale blue eyes has come into the store, 
bought some fruit, and given it away to strangers 
outside near the beach area, Harbottle said. 

"l've known Pete for about 30 years," said Adele 
Reichert, another long-time resident of the area. 

Of all the people in the area, Pete seems to have 
been around the longest. He won 't say how old he 
is but Harbottle estimates he's at least 68. 

Pete came to Manitoba from Ontario and took 
a job as a caretaker at a Star Lake gold mine, elosed 
for the last 30 years . Now he leads a simple life liv-
ing in a shack, which is heated by a wood stove and 
doesn't have electricity or running water. 

When it comes to day-to-day activities, Pete just 
enjoys the qui et life of living in a forest fuli of 
animals. 

The only excitement is provided by the annual 
visits from friends or family looking in to make sure 
he' s healthy. 

Canada pension is his only apparent means of 
support, but he's never short of cash when i!'s time 
to pay the grocery bill. 

"He sure knows his BibIe. He could write a Bi-
bIe for sure," Mrs. Reichert said. 

Anyone engaging old Pete in conversation can ex-
pect to hear his views on everything from politics 
to religion. 

"I only know him (Prime Minister Joe CI ark) on 
paper," Pete said, explaining he has read about the 
man but has never met him. 

Pretty spoI 
"But there is not much difference between him 

and Trudeau (former Prime Minister Pierre 
Trudeau)." 

Pete is located in what is easily one of the pretti-
est spots in the area. The trees are tall and the soil 
is good enough to support two city-sized vegetable 
gardens. 

The land doesn 't belong to Pete, nor does he lease 
it. But one park official said Pete has been there 
so lon g they really couldn't move him out even if 
they wanted to . 

Ouring the last few years, Pete has lived in one 
of several shacks on the land. 

Bui ldings old 
The buildings are old and they show it. 
However, last spring, park officials placed a cot-

tage on the lot that used to belong to a local church. 

The new building itself is sturdy and elean. With 
alittle work it could be made as comfortable as some 
of the cabins in the area. 

But, Pete hasn ' t moved into the new building yet 
and maintains he will spend the summer in his old 
shack. 

"I'm satisfied as long as I got a roof over my 
head," Pete said, adding that he doesn't plan to 
move. "If you had this you would never leave." 

"The birds, the trees. You'd never find anything 
better ," he sa id . 

Pete says he's an individualist who doesn't real-
Iy want anything from anybody. "I mind my own 
way, patch my own pants," he says with a laugh. 

But it wasn't always just Pete. 
"I had a girlfriend onee," he said, reflecting on 

the past. 
"But she wanted more (money) than I could 

make. What is that?" 
Ask Pete if he's lonely, particularly in the winter, 

and he'lI blow your eardrums away. 
"Lonely. What can make you lonely?" he asked. 

"OnJy you can make you lonely." 

WEST HAWK 
- FALCON LAKE NEWS 
By Olive Zimmerman, 1986 

I feel the end to another chapter of a book has 
come, at least to many people who drive P.R. 301 
between West Hawk and the Block 4,5 and 6 road 
on Star Lake. 

Some members of Mr. Peter Oyck's family 
thought he was getting too old to live in his little 
shack or cabin any longer, so first one member of 
his family then another came in the falI of 1985 and 
finally with much persuasion a very reluctant 'Pete 
Oyck' left what has been home for him for going 
on 40 years. 

Old Pete 'The Hermi!' as he was affectionately 
known was a caretaker at the mine near where he 
lived for years and years, and no matter what time 
of the year, he was often seen riding his bike or push-
ing it between West Hawk and his place. Years ago 
his dogs were with him but in later years you wouJd 
see him either going for his mail and groceries or 
going home, and he nearly always had his bike. 

His neighbors sort of kept an eye on him and they 
would take him a Christmas dinner or some other 
little thing, and he would always have a story on 
some philosophy. One such story comes lo mind was 
the time Adolph took him som e seed potatoes that 
we knew he was looking for. When Adolph got 
there, he told Adolph that he had saved all the bones 
from a bag of fish he had got in the winter to use 
as fertilizer as that was the best stuff to put in the 
ground to make potatoes grow. But something hap-
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pened! The potatoes didn't grow. 
In the early 1950s he often visited people and 

would entertain them with his violin musie and zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAsing-
ing. Now let me tell you it was enough to curl your 
hair and dogs and cats soon learned to make for 

the door when he lifted his bow to his fiddle. 

I checked the other day with the Harbottle's and 

they sa id it took him quite awhile to adjust but he's 

quite happy now in a nursing home near his fami-
Iy, and he has gained some weight. 

STAR ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBALAKE LODGE 
Anne Steinmann 

The beginning of the story of the Star Lake cabins 
is found in Howard Curtis' story, Block l, Lot 3, 

Star Lake. 

Fifty years ago, the idea of a recreational adult 

camp with a Christian emphasis was conceived by 
Stan Steinmann, a teacher finishing his BA degree 
in Winnipeg . For 20 years, as he worked on Inter-
Varsity Christian Fellowship staff, served with the 

R.C.A.F. in World War zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAII and spent six years in 
Ethiopia as Director of Teacher Training for the 

Ethiopian Government, the idea remained a mat-

ter for prayerful fulfillment in the future. 
Finally the time for action arrived. A fellow 

church member with whom Stan shared the idea sug-

gested he look at a tourist camp in the Whiteshell 
on Star Lake. The next day, the Steinmann family 

drove down to the camp, and learned the names of 
the owners, Howard Curtis and Harry Ealing. As 
they entered the camp pro perty, they we re thrilled 

to see a deer licking a salt lick between the cabins. 
Negotiations resulted in the purchase of the cabins 

on July 27, 1956, with a down payment of $5,000., 

the remaining $9,000. to be paid in annual install-

ments of $3,000. in the next three years. This was 
achieved by camp fees and donations from friends. 
The eight acres were leased on a 21-year basis from 
the Provincial Government. There were six cabins 
(including six tables, dressers, benches, and wood 

stoves), six rowboats, and a dock, one store with 
living quarters in the lodge. An incorporation cer-
tificate was issued to the Whiteshell Keswick Fel-
lowship (the organization formed to operate the 
camp) by the Religious Societies Land Act on Oc-

tober 31,1956. The first trustees were Hugh Mac-
Gillivary (businessman); Mary Shepherd 

Ｈｓｵｰｾｲｩｮｴ･ｮ､･ｮｴ＠ of Nurses at the Winnipeg 

Mumclpal Hospltal; Stan Steinmann (teacher); Mar-
Jone Steven.son (Dietitian at Deer Lodge Hospital); 

and Reg WIllIams (bUSInessman). Possession took 
effect on May l, 1957. Subsequent offers to pur-
chase the pro perty in order to build a luxury hotel 
were refused in the following three years. 
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The tables and benches we re moved into the 
lodge, so campers could all eat together. Addition_ 

al beds, dressers, bedside tables, bentwood chairs 

and cutlery we re gladly donated by the Municipai 

Hospital who was obtaining new furnishings. A 

truck garage on the site was purchased separately. 
Floored and partitioned, it was used for a store 

storeroom and kitchen. A wooden ramp from ｴｨｾ＠
kitchen to the lodge facilitated serving food in the 

former store and living room in the lodge (capacity 

48 people). Late in the summer of 1957 electricity 
was installed in all the buildings. 

Originally, the camp was operated under the ae· 

gis of the Tourism Department of the Manitoba 

Government, and revenue was gained from tourists 
as well as campers registered for the program me. 

Through careful economy, and much sacrificial 
volunteer labor, the camp was never in the red, 
though financial reckoning was revealing at times; 

e.g. between November 1960 and April 1961, 

receipts exceeded disbursements by $9.75. Such an-

nouncements we re greeted with shouts of laughter, 

and hearty praise to God. 
In March 1960, a voiee teacher, George Dugard, 

donated his former one-room studio to be our 
Speaker's Cabin. In August of that year, a Stein-

bach church donated its old pews for an outdoor 

chapel. Since then, services have been held there on 

Sunday mornings in July and August, weather per-

mitting. In 1961, weekend camping for Young Peo· 
ple's groups was begun by lnter-Varsity Christian 

Fellowship, lnter-School Christian Fellowship and 
Christian Service Brigade. By 1964, every weekend 
was booked from May to September 18. Meanwhile, 

winter weekends were started, and by 1968, 
weekenders from January lto March 31 numbered 

986. 
As the camp grew the need for more adequate 

facilities became app;rent. In August 1966, the old 

10dge and the store building were moved to thetr 

present sites, and by December 1966, the new ＱＰ､ ｧｾ＠
(on plans finalized by Doug Corbett at a cost Ok 
$12,000.) was built. In July 1967, the electricial wor 

was completed, and the washrooms with showers 

in 1970. The larger kitchen and dining areas wIlh 

office, store, utility and washroom space have ｢ｾ･ｯ＠
greatly valued and used. For some years before t .IS, 

electric heaters had been established in the cablos 

for safer heating. For a num ber of years, every 



weekend from January 1 to Aprili was booked by 
some group. In 1978, in addition to the Whiteshell 
Keswick Fellowship, the camp was used by 33 other 
groups or churches. 

In 1973, along wit h applying for a new lease, the 
camp requested to be put under the Parks Board, 
and has so remained. Two new wells were drilled 
in 1977, and the bank loan agreement for building 
the new lodge was burned because it was all paid for. 

In 1980, Cliff Derksen was installed as zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBACamp-
Host Director on a full-time basis. Prior to that, 
Stan Steinmann had served as Director, except for 
two years when his son Art took over that respon-
sibility in Stan's absence. Cliff, his wife Wilma and 
their family were a great help in the years they 
served. The 25th anniversary was celebrated at the 
International Inn in Winnipeg during this time. Be-
cause our revenue was insufficient to maintain this 
service, we regretfully wished them well as they left 
to work with Camp Arnes. 

Since then, responsibility for the camp 
program me, direction and maintenance has been 
shared by members of the Camp Council on a volun-
teer basis. Chairmen of the Council have been Stan 
Steinmann (1957-1972); Dick Earl (1972-1976); Ed 
Maguire (1976-1977 and 1978-1979); Dave Friesen 
(1977-1978); John Steinmann (1978-1982); Jack 
Klassen (1982-1986); and Alvin Suderman 
(1986-present). 

Weekly speakers at the camp have been drawn 
from Anglican, Baptist, Christian Reformed, Luthe-
ran, Mennonite, Presbyterian, United and non-
denominational backgrounds. At least 50 speakers 
have ministered for a week at a time as well as on 
Sunday mornings, mostly with the sole remunera-
tion of a camping holiday for themselves and their 
families. This spirit of personal sacrifice and com-
mitment by many speakers, members of staff, and 
volunteers in work program mes alone has enabled 
the camp to function all these years. 

In addition to the summer programme, the 
Whiteshell Keswick Fellowship sponsored public ral-
lies in Winnipeg churches on four occasions during 
the winter months. Three of the speakers came from 
England - lan Thomas, John Hunter from the 
Capernwray Fellowship, and the Rev. Arthur Mat-
thews from Cheam Baptist Church. One speaker, 
the Rev. Paris Reidhead was from New York. Many 
lives have been touched for Christ as God's Word 
has been proclaimed. 

Since 1984, changes have occurred in the camp-
ing programme. The winter camping programme has 

been discontinued because of the heating costs but 
may be resumed. The summer programme has con-
sisted of several weekend s and one fuli week with 
a speaker sponsored by the Whiteshell Keswick Fel-
lowship. The rest of the time the camp is rented to 

church, young people and family reunion groups, 
4-H Clubs and occasional schools. Last year the 
kitchen was completely renovated and a new dock 
was built. This year, improvements are being made 
in the old lodge. 

Through all the changes, our motto has remained, 
"To know Christ and to make Him (t he unchang-
ing One) Known. We thank Him for His faithful-
ness, provision and ongoing love for mankind. ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

STAR LAKE 

BLOCK l, LOT 3 
By Howard Curtis 

In the late 1920s Charlie and Emma Curtis, with 
their sons George and Howard, spent weekends and 
holidays exploring different areas of the province, 
including the Whiteshell, which became a favorite . 
Road and trail conditions dictated speed, com fort 
and courtesy as their 1927 Chevrolet took them 
through Beausejour, past Whitemouth, over cordu-
roy roads, along narrow trails, sand y or muddy; 
often they pulled off the road and signalled others 
to pass. At the end s of trails, the car was parked 
and they hiked in. 

Fishing in the Whiteshell became a popular out-
ing for the Curtis family . The mud road between 
Jessica and White Lakes was challenging, but that 
did not spoil their fishing from a canoe in both spots. 
Their tri ps took them to Star Lake, where a tent was 
pitched, and the two little boys could cast from a 
high rock; they could also slip off the rock into the 
water below, and did. The 1927 Chevie was later 
replaced by a 1932 or 1933 Studebacker Rockne, and 
the adventures continued at Star Lake, and at other 
lakes of the Whiteshell region. As they were "rough-
ing it", they had to "make do" with simple meals 
cooked over a campfire: bacon, eggs and potatoes 
early in the trip, delicious fresh fried fish with pota-
toes often, and lots of bread with pork and beans 
as the reliable standby. Good drinking water was 
available in some of the lakes, at a spring just past 
Jessica Lake, and at a running spring just off the 
road at West Hawk, where the water tower now 
stands. The family became experienced campers 
when the boys were young. (A venturesorne lady 
with a love of driving and camping, Emma drove 
with her boys to Glencoe, Ontario, and Kinistino, 
Saskatchewan, for family reunions in the late 1920s 
and early 1930s. Overnight they camped in empty 
schoolyards, or stayed at roadside cabins; most 
meals were made over a campfire.) 

As the two boys grew older, love of fishing, camp-
ing, and the Whiteshell continued. In the late 1930s, 
a homernade trailer with a homernade tent, topped 
by a canvas-covered canoe, was hauled by a Model 
T off on fishing and camping trips. Friends such 
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Harry Ealing's tract·cat as it went through the ice 
on Faleon Lake. Lyle Moflat, Ed. Polkowski , ?, Harry 
Ealing, Steve Goma, David Ealing. 

as Jack Scott, Ernie McColm, Neil McLaughlin, 
often joined George and Howard. Once at Caddy 
Lake the mosquitoes were so bad that the campers 
desserted the campsite to sleep at the top of the hill, 
where the wind offered some relief; but a thunder
storm drove them back to shelter: the homernade 
tent which folded out of the homernade trailer -
an early version of today's camper trailer. 

With family friends, in the late 1930s, the Curtis 
family enjoyed a brief holiday at the yxutsronmlihgfedcbaUTSRPLJIHFDCBAyxutsronmlihgfedcbaUTSRPLJIHFDCBAyutsronmlihgfedcbaURPJIFDCByutsronmlihgedcbaURPJIFDCBtromlihgbUIDCBC. B. C. cabins 
at West Hawk Lake. Then trips to the Whiteshell 
were less frequent during the war. 

In 1946 Howard Curtis and Harry Ealing head
ed for the WhiteshelL Because Harry had suggest
ed they should build a family tourist camp, and 
Howard had said he knew a spot that would be ideal 
for families, the two went down "to look around", 
at the end of the trail going into Star Lake, in an 
area gently sloping toward a sandy beach, with the 
dramatic contrast of sheer rock along the shoreline, 
an island just off the shore, a sheltered bay. It was 
an ideal place for the two young men to build their 
family tourist camp. 

As this was the period in which the Whiteshell 
Provincial Park was being opened, Harry and 
Howard made some enquiries which resulted in 
government encouragemenl. Mr. Sommers, an offi
｣ｩ｡＠ involved in the opening of the provincial park, 
consulted with Harry and Howard at Star Lake. In 
effect, he said: "What do you want? Oecide what 

you want, and we'lI survey around the area you want 
to use." So they chose the land from the top of the 
hill, down along the sandy beach. 

The first task was to rough in a road from the 
bottom of the hill into the site, later the government 
added graveL Next, to elear the area for cabins, they 
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cut down the trees with a cross-cut hand sawo 
Through the week they worked at their city jObs, 
and on weekends they returned to Star Lake, to pre
pare the area for their tourist cabins. Because these 
were being built to last, sturdy cement pads that ran 
the fuli length of the cabins were poured. Cement 
was mixed in a gasoline cement mixer, and then it 
was pushed and pulled and shoved in wheelbarrows 
through mud, to the various cabin locations. ' 

When it was time to start building, Harry and 
Howard chose a prefabrication system. Outside Har. 
ry 's home on Pilgrim Avenue in SI. Vital, using no 
power tools, the two young men, in their free time 
after regular work hours, constructed three smali 
cabins and two larger ones. Neighborhood patience 
was tried by the prolonged hammering and sawing, 
but the task was eventually done. 

Moving the cabins from Pilgrim Avenue to Star 
Lake was an enormous task which could not have 
been accomplished without the help of many friends, 
ineluding Roger Prefontaine, members of the Eal· 
ing and Ray families. Allan, the brother of Mar· 
garet Ealing, provided the transport, and many 
others were needed for "manpower" in the load
ing, unloading, and placement of the cabins; with 
the hel p of many friends it was done . 

When it was time to furnish the cottages, again 
"homernade" was the decision: a chest of drawers, 
a table, a flat-bottomed boat and oars were made 
for each cabin. 

When the store was being constructed, living 
quarters were ineluded, as Harry Ealing and his wife 
Margaret, with their children, ran the camp through 
the summer. Eventually the grocery business ex
panded to inelude ice deliveries to local cottagers, 
and to others at nearby lakes. Farther along the 
shoreline Harry built two cabins, which he later sold. 
Although the Ealing family spent the winter at Star 
Lake for a couple of years, the Star Lake Cabins 

were mainly a summ er business. 
Towards the end of the 1950s, Harry Ealing and 

Howard Curtis decided it was time to sell the Star 
Lake Cabins. The new owner was Mr. Stan Stein· 

man, who established the Star Lake Lodge. 
Across the water from Star Lake Lodge, mem· 

bers of the Ray family still have a cabin on the 
island. 

Next door to Star Lake Lodge is Howard's ｦｾﾷ＠
mily cabin, built with the hel p of his father, Charhe 
Curtis, in 1948: next to it is the cabin originally bUlI! 

for Howard's aunt and unele, Hettie and Sid Cur· 

tis. George and Dorothy Curtis are also Star Lake 

cottagers. 
Somewhere in the bush around Star Lake is the 

cab of the old truck, which was an old truck when 
it was bought by Harry Ealing and Howard Cur

tis, around 1946, for about $50.00. 



STAR LAKE ISOLATED LOT 4 zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
By Mrs . Margaret A. Carter 

This is written from memory and from notes my 
father, Major W.H. Hunt, OBE Bsc. Eng., made 
from his diary . He was an excellent bushman, get
ting vaJuable experience while earning money for 
his university education by working on the HBC 
Railway survey (1908-1910). He never travelled 
without his com pass and his axe. 

He knew every inch of the ter rai n in the 
southeastern part of the province and was respon
sible for the district, east of the Red River and all 
of the roads therein, locating the original Trans
Canada Highway, now known as No. 44, to Fal
con Lake, to Ingolf, the road to the northern part 
of the Whiteshell, in fact having responsibility for 
aJI of the roads in the Whiteshell to Ingolf, at a time 
when money was very scarce and the least ex pen
sive routes were chosen. He was also responsible for 
the FaJcon Lake Townsite and the golf course, built 
in the fifties. 

Hunt Lake was named after him. Later Lyons was 
named after M.A. Lyons, the chief engineer, while 
MacGillivray Lake was named after Mr. Archie 
McGillivray, the deputy minister of Public Works 
at that time, as was McGillivray Blvd. in Fort Garry. 

The total cost of the forty miles of road, through 
muskeg, over, under and through rock, cost only 
one-tenth per mile of what the later version of the 
Trans-Canada Highway that was opened in 1950s. 

In about 1924, my father, who was district en
gineer for the Good Roads Department of the 
Manitoba Government, undertook a survey for the 
government to locate the least expensive route to 

connect the existing road east to Whitemouth with 
the road west from Kenora and Keewatin to the On
tario boundary. The survey was completed in less 
than two years, on January 31,1926, at a cost of 
$4,405.89, out of an allotment of $5,000. On July 
l, 1932, the highway was officially opened at a 
ceremony at the Manitoba/ Ontario boundary. In
formation is on the plaque inside the Information 
Centre at the boundary. 

In the winter of 1924, my father decided he would 
file for a homestead on land at the west end of Star 
Lake after having travelled through the area on foot, 
during the survey. Later he commissioned Gus Lind
quist, John Blees and Tom Hicks, a ll year 'round 
residents of the area, to cut logs for a cabin. The 
logs were subsequently cut, notched and erected. For 
several years the structure stood without a roof, 
without all but three windows and a doorway. 

Dad took Mother and his brother Ernest for their 
first visit to Star Lake in 1928, travelIing by canoe 
from lngolf, where the families were holidaying, 
across Long Pine Lake, a mile and a half portage 

to West Hawk Lake, then along the west side of 
West Hawk to Penniac Bay, portaged around the 
falls on Star Creek, and thence to the western corner 
of Star Lake. They had never seen such fishing! 
When they reached the cabin there was a dead deer 
inside the four walls. Mother agreed that if a back 
door and a screened veranda were added, she would 
happily spend summers in this wilderness, so many 
miles from the railline. The highway would be com
ing through soon and only alittle more than a 
mile a way, by land or water. 

As soon as school was out in 1930, the entire Hunt 
family, Mother, Father, two boys, two girls, hi red 
girl and an Airedale dog made their way from Win
nipeg via Whitemouth, lngolf and thence to what 
was to become the Lone Star Cabin at the south
west corner of Star Lake, the first summer cottage 
on Star Lake. 

In the following years, the whole 40 acres of land 
was fenced with barbed wire. A field behind the 
cabin was cleared and ploughed by a team of horses 
that came in by the trail around the west si de of the 
lake. Two horses were kept in a tent for trans por
tation and going to the store at West Hawk Lake, 
just west of Crescent Beach . The Nellis family 
opened their store at the top of the hill in 1931. The 
village of West Hawk Lake was in its infancy. Mr. 
McKen7ie had begun to build his cabins above where 
Gus Lindquist had had his shack. Sam Yanich was 
no longer Sabbo, the boatman for the government 
launch on West Hawk Lake, but had built his garage 
just west of the Nellis store. He later married and 
built another service station at the junction of the 
highway and the FaJcon Lake Road. About !he same 
time the Trans-Canada Restaurant appeared, owned 
and operated by Katie Budzinski and her two daugh
ters, the forerunners of Frank and Adele Reichert. 

For fresh milk, a pair of goats was acquired. They 
did not need as much feed as a cow. For several 
years, there we re kids. The large island in the mid
dle of the lake was named Goat lsland. "Billy" was 
kept there in the summer, his odour was most offen
si ve. Chickens and geese were also kept but never 
eaten by the family - who could eat a family pet? 

One wonders how Mother managed in those ear
Iy years, miles from the closest civilization, with no 
means af communication, no refrigeration, never 

knowing when Father with provisions would arrive. 
But she loved iti Along wit h the hardships were 
many happy times, and lots of company. A sense 
of humour went a long way to make up for the in
adequacies of the camp. 

The cottage was oni y 20x20'. Mother's boast was 
that she could sleep 14. The overload slept in a 
12xl8' tent that Dad had camped in as a boy be
fore the turn of the century, near Georgeville, on 
the shores or Lake Memphremagog in the Eastern 
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Townships. 
When the family made its first annual trek to Pen-

niac Mine in 1931, everything was just the way it 

had been when the mine ceased operation in about 

1913 . There we re three bunk houses , a chemist's 

shack, a blacksmith' s shack and the mili complete 
with its little railway for transporting the ore from 
the shaft to the mili. There was also a cart, similar 
to a Red River cart, used to transport the ore to the 
lake front where it was loaded on a barge. 

When the Whiteshell Forest Reserve came into ex-

istence, the homestead was cancelled. We did not 
live on the land a fuli six months of each year. In 
any case, Father became an amateur prospector and 
spent many hours during the remainder of his life 

searching for gold and other marketable minerais. 
The "glory holes" back in the bush are mute tes-

timony to his expertise with dynamite. 
Year-round local residents were Gus Lindquist , 

the prospector who lived for some time in the log 
cabin of Mr. MacPherson , the auctioneer. He had 

built well ba ck from the lake, behind the present 
site of the University Geology buildings. In the early 

forties, Katherine (Hunt) and her husband Scott y 
purchased the MacPherson cabin. Unfortunately a 
year or two later, we went down in the spring to 
discover that not only had the large pine trees on 

the way to the mine been cut, but the log cabin had 
been burned to the ground. They never did rebuild. 

"Ambitious Joe" was the boat builder, who rent-
ed boats from a dock near the portage, just after 
that road was opened. I can still smell the fish left 

on the shore to rot in the sun by his customers.) His 
successor was Nels Larson, who lived in a shack in 
the bay, past Normans' . 

At the other end of the lake, at the meadow where 
Bill and Ruth Crocker built in the fifties, was the 
log cabin left from Penniac mine days. In my time, 
it was first lived in by "Shorty" who shot himself 
in a hotel room in Winnipeg, on a May 24 long 
weekend , sometime in the early forties . The cabin 
was later taken over by the Letains - Charlie, a Bel-
gian, his wife Annie, a Cockney, and their daughter. 

In 1932, Bill and Sis Norman, an English couple 
living in Winnipeg with one daughter Iris (Birch), 
built just west of the old portage established by the 
Penniac Mine. Perhaps it was the following year that 

Ed and Anne DOWlon, another English couple, con-
tracted with John Blees to build them a log cottage 
on the eastern side of the lake, about a quarter-mile 
from the portage. 

Next came the Townsends, alittle farther south 
along the shore than the Dowtons. Friends of the 

Normans, the Cochranes and Dab Balfour, origi-
nally from South Africa, built in 1939 on a lot 
al most next door to the Norman cottage. Their cot-
tage was almost duplicated by other friends from 

258 

Fort Garry, the Basfords, in 1940. About the same 
time, the Cockshutts built just south of the point 
across from the Normans. 

During this era, a fair bit of visiting went On be-
tween the different camps. On one occasion, a group 

of us attended the Saturday night dance at Ingalf. ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYTSONMLKJIHGFEDA
lt was a long trip home in a terrible thunderstorm. 

We didn't usually stay out until three a.m.! For a 

few years there were even winter get-togethers in 

Winnipeg. Everyone knew everyone else. If there 
was a boat com ing into "our end of the lake" , the 
people in it were coming to see us! 

Building on the lake came to a halt during the Se-

cond World War. After the war, the subdivision of 
lots began. "The old order changeth yielding place ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDBywvutsrponmlihgedcbaYWVUSONMIHFEDB
to new." 

In the late thirties, a camp was planned by an 

American-based service club on the east side of the 

lake. lt never materialized but later a tourist camp 
was built and run by Harry Ealing and his wife, just 

down the hill from the proposed camp, after the 
road was built connecting Star Lake to the Falcon 
Lake Road. This became the Keswick Camp in the 

fifties. 
By 1950, the Hum log cabin was getting too smalI 

for the ever-expanding extended family - ten grand-

children at that time. Eventually there were 14. 

(There are now 21 great-grandchildren, and there 
will be more!) 

Dr. Douglas and his wife Eloise bought a cottage 
at Keewatin in 1953. John and Margaret Carter built 

a cottage next door, ac ros S the creek from the log 

cabin in 1954. In 1977, they moved to Kenora. Dave 
and Carol and their family bought their cottage, 
while Katherine and Scott y (Albert Scott) and their 

family have maintained the original log cabin. 
In all the years, only once did someone arrive by 

land. He was trying to walk around the lake, by fol-

lowing the shoreline, an impossibility because of 

Dead Man 's Swamp. He was promptly escorted by 
Father back to where he had come from! 

Dad spent a good part of his last summer in the 

log cabin at Star Lake. He died in January 1976 at 
the age of 93. Mother was there for all but her last 

summer , when she feli and broke her hip. Although 
she did walk again, she died in April 1980, just three 
months before her 95th birthday. 

They were a most unusual couple. Tales stilI 

abound, but there is no doubt that they have left 
a legacy in the eastern part of the province, and es-

pecially in the Whiteshell . 



STAR LAKE 

MORE ON HUNT FAMILY STORY 
By Katherine Scott (Hunt) 

August 1928 - Family vacations at Ingolf, Ontario. 
Grandad, Pearl and Uncle Ernest went from In-

golf, Ontario, by canoe, via Long Pine Lake, made 
a 3j.-mile portage across to West Hawk Lake then 
up Star Creek to Star Lake, across the lake to the 
location of the cabin. At this time, Pearl was three 
months pregnant and the cabin partly built. 

1929 - The family vacationed at Matlock Beach, 
Lake Winnipeg. 
1930 - Family vacationed at Ingolf. 

In July or August, Grandad, Grandad's mother, 
Catherine Hunt, and chi Id ren Katherine and Doug-

las went to Star Lake. This time they crossed Long 
Pine Lake by motor launch operated by a Mrs . 
Knudson. Then they would walk the portage to West 
Hawk where Sam Yanich operated a freighting serv-

ice on West Hawk Lake. When they got to this side, 
they would portage to Star Lake and cross it by ca-
noe to the cabin. This canoe is owned by Katherine 
Scott, one of the children who made that trip in 
1930. When they arrived at the cabin on the west 
side of the lake, it was stil! only partially built. There 
were no doors or windows and there was a dead deer 
insi de the cabin. A look was al! som e members of 
the family wanted, so they all returned to Ingolf the 
same day. They returned when the doors and win-
dows had been installed and the cottage was liva-
ble, and members of the family have been returning 
every year since. ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYTSONMLKJIHGFEDA

lt is noted in diaries that fishing was excel!ent in 
those days. Everytime you put a line in, you caught 
a fish. 

1937 - Scott Y (Albert Scott) first visited Star Lake 
that summer, and I am still coming every year for 
part of the summer and enjoying Star Lake's quiet-
ness and beauty. At first I visited at the Hunt cot-
tage, then for awhile after Kay and J were married, 
we had our own cottage. 

During that summer, Doug Hunt took a Rover 

June 26, 1926, unidentitied workers at Hunts' cabin 
at Star Lake. 

In tront ot partially constructed cabin. Mr. W.H. Hunt 
left ot doorway - other two persons unknown. 

W.H. Hunt at tront ot canoe. Ernest Hunt (brother 
ot W.H.) at rear ot canoe, at the start ot portage trom 
Long Pine Lake to West Hawk Lake. This would be 
about 1926, the year construction ot the cabin started. 

Group to Star Lake. They camped in tents on the 
west shore near the Hunt cabin. Those in the group 
were Jim Richmond, Wes Woolston, Elmer Walsh 
and Bill Jacitson (he was later killed overseas). Their 
transportation from West Hawk Lake by the Star 
Lake portage was by rowboat, a distance of J \/2-2 
miles. The hornets were so bad that summer they 
were eating the Rovers' fish on the campfire. 

The water of the lake was low, giving wide san-
dy beaches on the west side of Star Lake. 

Because of the heat, blueberries were plentiful. 
This is something that hasn't changed in over 50 
years. 
1938 - Romance was in the air and Scott Y was again 
back at Star Lake. When it was time to go back to 
Winnipeg, Mr. Hunt and Kay paddled with me to 
the portage where the car was parked. 

At the portage, bicycle racers who were going 
from Winnipeg to Kenora were swimming and div-
ing in the lak e with nothing on. Mr. Hunt tried to 
shield his daughter from the embarrassing sight of 
these nude bodies. No privacy in those days either!!! 

This was before insect repellant. The mosquitoes 
and flies were every bit as bad then or worse then 
today. Beds were fixed up with bars above the center 
of the bed, then cheese cloth was draped over to try 
and keep the insects off you while you sIep!. This 
was not very effective and made it hot for sleeping. 

In 1947 we bought what was known as the 

MacPhersons' cabin. Mr. MacPherson was a Winni-
peg auctioneer who had built one of the first cabins 
on the west shore of Star Lake where the Universi-
ty Geology buildings are now . 

Before we bought the cabin Gus Lindquist spent 
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August 6,1928, W.H. and Pearl Hunt in doorway ol 
their cabin. 

August 1932, W.H. Hunt with daughter Katherine 
(now Scott) and son Douglas. This picture was taken 
by Catherine Hunt Sr., W.H. Hunt's mother. 

his winters in the cabin. 

We spent our summers from 1947 to 1953 there. 
One of the major jobs I did was clearing all the un-
der bush around the cabin and in the area to open 

it up just a little bit. The winter of 1953-1954 the 

cabin bumed to the ground, probably while it was 
occupied by a prospector, fisherman or hunter. At 
that time we could not afford insurance, so it was 

a complete loss. We don ' t even have a picture to 
remind us of those summers. 

When we purchased the MacPherson cabin, 
Charlie Litain and his daughter lived year-round on 

the "meadow" that is at the end of Block 4, 5, 6 
road Just behind the present beach and dock . 

While we were there, Harry and Margaret Eal-
ing and family lived year-round on the east shore 
and operated a tourist camp with a store (where 

ｋ･ｳｾｩｫ＠ Camp is located) where we could buy grocer-
les, Ice and other essentials. 

Sam Yanich, who operated a garage where 
Keystone Cabins are when he first came to this area 

had by now moved to the garage at the junction or 
what was known as No. I Highway and the Fa lcon 
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Lake Road. That location is now the junction f 

No. 44 and 30 I Highway and had been ｮ｡ｭｾ､＠ ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcaYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcaYWUTSRQPONMLJIHGFEDCBAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcaYWUTSRQPONMLJIHGFEDCBAsronmeaSC

After our cabin bumed down, we spent Our Sum-

mers at the Hunt cabin. We (Katherine and Albert 

Scott), (daughter and son-in-Iaw of the original own_ 

ers) and now the owners of the cabin. Over the years 

we have upgraded and improved the cabin. We have 

no electricity and no running water and this is the 
way our family likes it. 

Katherine Scott (nee Hunt) passed away May 16, 
1991 in Winnipeg. She was cremated and her ashes 

spread on the meadow at Star Lake which her dad 

had c1eared to grow crops for his animals. This was 
on his homestead. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

STAR LAK E REMINISCENCE 
By Betty Jane Wylie 

Copyright Betty Jane Wyli e, 1991 

(Editor's Note: Is in the Block 1,2, or 3 area) 

My father, Jack McKenty, bought his cottageon 

Star Lake in the Whiteshell in the spring of 1955 

after a heart attack had put an end to his driving 

trips. He was supposed to stay put and take it easy, 

so he found a summer home to pour his energy into. 

I don 't know who had built the tiny place: twa 
bedrooms, living room, kitchen, and an outhouse, 

no power, no water, zip. But it was love at first sight, 

first for him and then that summer for us - my 

husband and I and our year-old daughter. ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYTSONMLKJIHGFEDAIt was 

right on the lake, on the little bay that drains ､ｾｷｮ＠

at the end through swampy land and under the high-
way and into West Hawk Lake. A footpath mean-

dered along the shoreline from the cottage down to 

a smali beaver pond at the end of the bay, with a 

little footbridge over it leading to the road. A tmy 

waterfall from the bay into the pond indicated the 

run-off. The dam was at the other end of the pond. 
The bay itself offered a smali natural harboUf on 

our si de of the entrance to it - a low rock prmnon-

tory in the lee of which my father moored hIS ｢ｾﾭ
loved motor boa t beside his new, foohsh y 

expensive, anchored' dock that heaved in the wmler 

ice. . t1age 
[ think Jack had power installed 10 the co d 

. ater ha 10 before the flag pole, but the runnlOg w kand 
wait. Visiting friends used to SIt on the doc 

. h' s run up, up, ｯｯｫ＠ over at the rock, lettmg t elf eye h very 

up the height of that steel flagpole set on ｉｉｾ＠ gaze 
tip of the point. Heads tilted back, they ｷｯｾ＠ wind 

in awe at the outsize Union Jack f1YlOg In I. e I Ihe 
. . agams 

and !isten to the steel lanyard nnglOg. d (any-
pole. Finally, against their will, these fflen ｨｾ＠ hoW 
one who came) would tum and ask, "Ali fig , 
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did you get it up?" 
Dr. McKenty was a general practltlOner with 

resources. He did a lot of Workmen's Compensa-
tion, including for Dominion Bridge and he knew 
the foreman there. He ordered and paid for the steel 
pole, cast in three separate pieces, with screw threads 
(I suppose), to be forged and delivered to Star Lake. 
Then it had to be raised. The foreman came and 
studied the lake, the bay, the thrust of the little 
poinL Then he spent a weekend (free room and 
board and all the Canadian Club he could drink, 
plus time-and-a-half), walking around the bay and 
drilling little holes in the rock, into which he plugged 
and cemented smali steel rings. (Y ou can still find 
them if you know what you're looking for.) He 
measured and ordered the steel guy wires. Then, on 
an agreed-upon weekend, the foreman and an ap-
propriate num ber of forest rangers convened by my 
father, with who knows what powers of persuasion, 
took their stations around the bay, positioned at 
each ring. I did not witness the raising of the flag-
pole but it must have been quite a sighL I'm not 
good at engineering, but I gather that the pole, once 
assembled, was hoisted up and pulled into place by 
the sheer muscle of those men hauling on the guy 
wires. The foreman was on the spot, a natural 
declivity where the base of the pole was centered, 
and everyone held the thing in place while he poured 
cement into the hole and anchored the pole. I don't 
know who held it steady while the concrete set, or 
how the time was passed. It must have cost a lot 
of beer. Even more costly, however, was the gol d 
leaf paint lovingly applied by my father to the 

bali on the top most tip of the pole. 
I bought my father a yachting cap and alittle tin 

trumpet to toot for the raising and lowering of the 
flag, which was done each day (al most) at daybreak 
and (precisely) at sundown. I also bought him other 
flags, of which more anon. 

"Do you realize," my mother said to my father 
at the end of that first summer "that we could have 

had running water for less than the price of that flag-
pole?" I think he was truly astonished. It had never 
occurred to him where the water came from for 
washing and shaving. Drinking water came in a co-
vered container he filled at a local spring a mile ar 
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McKenty collage at Star Lake. 

Jack McKenty on left with a Iriend. 

so away, and carried home in the car. Who needed 
anything more? Mother, intent on sparing her hus-
band, who had already had one heart attack, had 
simply hauled the utility water up from the lake in 
pail after hand-dipped pail. The next summer she 
got her water. 

As I said, I used to give my dad flags, but his 
favourite was always the Union Jack, even more 
than the Canadian Ensign, though he flew that too. 
He was dying during the fali of 1966, when the 
House debate was going on about Pearson's new 
flag, the Canadian MapIe Leaf that was ready to 
fly for Centennial Year. I used to visit my father 
in his bedroom where he held court and said good-
bye to people during his ilIness, and I would help 
him write letters and make notes of some of his sto-
ries that I wanted to remember. I wrote severallet-
ters on his behalf to his M.P., in which he fought 
to save the Canadian Ensign, resisting to the end 
that barbarous red mapIe leaf. No one said he was 
right, but he had a fierce, total conviction of his 

beliefs. 
Jack McKenty taught me about elves. "Every lake 

should have an elf," he said. By this he meant some-
one to help . Actually, he had a battalion of elves, 
all overpaid and all conscienceless about cheating 

him. For a free two-week holiday for wife and fa-
mily, food and booze included, plus several dollars 
above the going wage, an elf was persuaded to sI ap 
paint on the cottage, neglecting the back wall which 
didn't show. Fortoo much an hour another elf con-
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descended to throw landfill (garbage picked up for 

an exorbitant fee from other cottagers happy to have 

someone hau I it away) into a hollow just below the 

cottage, turning it, I must admit, into a pleasant flat 
piece of lawn where my children were able to play 

in later years. Forest rangers were among the most 

loyal of his elves, as it turned out. 
Jack himself was not a handyman, though he 

learned in those last years to putter. (Some of his 

puttering was exasperating. He decided that our 
blackened barbecue was an eyesore and carefully 

painted it with some aluminum paint left over from 
painting the flagpole. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLIFEDBAIt took us a long time to scrape 

it off.) He was also a formaI man, even at the lake. 

So he had little paths cut through the rock s and pine 

needles, outIining a route down to the water - not 
bad, but then he outlined the paths with rocks which 
he painted white and filled in the way with sharp 

white gravel. It never occurred to him that anyone 

would go anywhere barefoot, even to the dock to 

swim. It took years to get those stones covered over 

with moss and pine needles. 
Jack did not a1ways endear himself to the cot

tagers at Star Lake. In the first place, there was the 

siren. My father loved his motor boat; he fitted it 

with every gadget he could find, inc1uding asiren, 

a loud one. A creature of habit, my father would 

make his rounds of the lake before sundown every 
night (that is, before he lowered the flag). Round

ing into the first big bay, he would push his siren. 
Going into what we called Dark Bay, he would push 

his siren once on entering, and again on leaving, and 

in the main bay leading to the government dock 
where my children were to take Red Cross swim
ming lessons in later years, Jack would sound the 
siren three times on the way around. Sundown, of 
course, was children's bedtime at the lake. I'm sure 

there were a lot of groans and curses hurled at that 

siren as it roused the kids for one more assault on 
the day before they settIed and parents collapsed. 
Fortunately, Jack went to the lake only on 

weekends. I found out about his nightly siren at
tack only after we began to spend our summers at 
the lake. "Oh, yes," neighboring cottagers would 

say, "you're the siren's daughter." Not Lorelei but 
the siren's daughter. ' 

Then there was the BattIe of the Beaver Dam. 
Jack's dock was built during a high water period 
of the lake. Other, longer-term cottagers' docks were 

washed over with water in the ensuing high-water 
years and they tried to lower the level of the lake 

To do this, they smashed the beaver dam at the end 
of our bay. My father would go and rebuild the 
dam; more frequentIy, the forest rangers enlisted 
by my father would go and rebuild the dam. This 
car:led on as a cold war - a water war - over two 
enlIre summers . Hand-to-hand battle never broke 
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out because there was a drought and the water lev
ellowered tempers. 

We loved the place, too, but we were outgrow. 
ing it. We had three more chi Id ren after the perfect 

littIe gir! we brought down to see the place one sum. 

mer afternoon - ending by staying for the long 

weekend. We were actually negotiating the purchase 
of an island in a lake just the other side of the On. 

tario border when we arrived for what we thought 

might be our last summ er using the Star Lake cot

tage. My father was way ahead of us. As a total Sur. 

prise for us he had added on: a huge bed.sitting 

room and a complete indoor bathroom, plus two 
propane-fuelled space heaters, one in the new 

bedroom, one in the living room, so that Our ba

bies shouldn't be cold. After that, we never thought 

of going anywhere else. My father explained: "llove 

this place so much," he said, "that anyone who uses 

it as you have, I want to love it too. This is for you 
and your family." 

We we re at the lake in mi d-August of 1966 when 
we learned that my father was dying. He missed one 

weekend, ararity. He was having tests, he said. 

Without a phone, we had to go to the nearest gas 

station to use a public pay phone. I remem ber stand
ing there feeling a cold c1utch of fear when he told 

me the tests were "just to rule out the possibility 

of cancer". The following week I stood in that 

phone booth again listening in stunned silence to 
my mother as she told me that Jack McKenty had, 

at best, about four months left to live. We packed 
up right away, and c10sed the cottage, hoping, but 

not believing, that we might be able to have one 
more Thanksgiving all together at the lake. Blind· 

ed with tears, I put things away, sorted and tidied 

and packed. We hauled up the boat, stored the water 

skis and inflatable raf ts and toys and the (new, un
painted) barbecue in Tuckaway House, an exqui· 

site storage shed my father had someone build (no 
mail order utility sheds for him). It was my first ex· 

perience of saying goodbye to/ for someone who was 

dying and the pain of it was staggering. 
I dwell on this because of what happened the next 

year. We had been too busy that spring to manage 

any weekend s so that when we came to the lake II 
was for the summ er - for the first time with no 
prospect of seeing my parents every weekend. My 

father had died on his birthday, December 6,1966, 

and mother was loath to come without him. (She 
did com e once but it was unfortunate.) I had ex· 

pected more ｰｾｩｮ＠ when I returned to this place so 

beloved by that stubborn, funny, loving man, ｭｾ＠
father, but I found such was not the case. I had sal 
all my goodbyes. What Star Lake gave me then,m· 

stead of pain, was the com fort of happy memones, 

and its continuing, soothing beauty. Wh n 
I live now year-round in a cottage on a lake. e 



I went hunting for it I had a certain kind of shore
line in mind , a cozy one, with the opposite shore 
within comfortable swimming distance . I knew I 
didn't want any gravel paths or lawns to cut; I knew 
I wanted a fireplace. I knew I wanted a dock that 
wouldn't heave in the winter ice. Of course, I had 
to have an elf - to plow my drive in the winter and 
see to my pipes and elear out my dead trees - all 
the things that elves do for one. I wanted birch trees 
and pines and tamarack, I wanted elear, fairly deep 
water, I wanted Ioons. I couldn't reproduce the elink 
of the steel lanyard on the flagpole, but in many 
other ways, I have the pleasure of deja vu. My hus
band is gone nowo No father, no husband here. But 
I feel them with me, especially when I hear the cry 
of the loons across the water. I've said all my good
byes. My memories remain intact. And I love this 
place so much that anyone who will use it, I will 
love too, and welcome, like my children and my 
grandchildren. 

My older son John helped me buy the place, 
checking out the construction and the wiring, and 
so on. Most of the family came on the first Victor
ia Day weekend I was here and the menfolk were 
making lists of chores to be done, baby-proofing 
to be effected, when John said, "Gee, it's nice to 
have a cottage in the family again!" Star Lake is 
still with us, only in a different place. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

STAR LAKE BLOCK 1, LOT 4 

By J oan Grenon 

The Navajo-red cottage nestled between a collec
tion of popi ar , mapIe and evergreens to the back 
and birch and balsam on the lakeside was original
ly owned by a member of the Curtis family, as was 
much of the land along this shore. The Curtises were 
folIowed by the Jack Weir family who named their 
summer retreat WEIR HERE. Here the Weirs (Jack 
Weir was the Provincial Horticulturist) added a col
lection of books on Manitoba plant life, two 
cotoneaster shrubs, a boat/house and an extension 
with indoor plumbing. At least one of the early own
ers must aIso have done a lot of entertaining. When 
purchased in 1979 by John and Joan Grenon, the 
current occupants, the cottage possessed what must 
have been the best collection of can openers, coffee 
pots and cutlery on the lake. 

The Grenons put their stamp on the property by 
painting the cedar lawn furniture yellow, enlarging 
the screened veranda and adding a deck. After some 

years of soul-searching they also abandoned the 
wood burning cook stove which, along with the view 
(there is an island in front and the sunsets are mag
nificent) had originally attracted us to the cottage. 
Once the stove was gone the ancient chimney could 
be removed and a row of kitchen cupboards added. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLIFEDBA

Our waterfront and boat house at Star Lake. 

This was desirable since the num ber of hungry 
mouths created by four-generation gatherings which 
inelude nine Grenon offspring, six spouses and an 
ever growing collection of grandchildren (eight to 
date) demanded a good food preparation area. 

In the past ten years a floating dock has been ad
ded to accommodate sunbathers and the boat has 
been upgraded to handle water skiers who are grow
ing in girth, as well as in proficiency . 

At one time the plan was to hang a large represen
tation of a frog and name the property Grenon's 
Grenouillere (translation "froggery"), thought par
ticularly appropriate since John was a French 
teacher. However, the pattem for the sign was lost, 
John has now retired and a number of the young 
Grenons who were doing the jumping around when 
the cottage was purchased are now becoming the 
parents of the next generation. Indeed, some have 
landed in distant prairie cities but they do heed the 
annual migration pull to the cottage. The current 
weather-beaten sign reads simply GRENON. The 
sign is occasionally pushed over by zealous road 
maintenance people but it always gets righted. The 
message is obvious: at the cottage we will survive. 

Grenon children in order of age with married 
nam e and location in brackets: Shelley (Lachuck
Regina), John-Paul (Calgary), Jim (Calgary), Ca
thy (Christie), Tony (Calgary), Patti, Michelle (Deal

Iy), Bernie, Gerry. 

STAR LAKE 

THE NORMANS COTTAGE 

My father, William Norman, had our cottage 
built in 1930. He and my mother just wanted a spot 
in the country to spend summers and weekends. 
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They were getting tired of camping and Star Lake 
was the perfect spol. At that time, there were only 
two other cottages on the lake - the Dowtons had 
a lovely log cabin on the east side further down, and 
across the lake on the west side the Hunts had a 
cabin , which I believe had been for hunting, then 
was turned into a summer cottage. 

I was II years old when we got the cottage, called 
Sunnyside, and had many happy summers there, a 
wonderful place for kids and teenagers . We spent 
our days swimming and paddling around the lake 
in the canoe, going for long hikes around the lake, 
up to West Hawk and occasionally over to Falcon 
for a pienie. 

There was nothing there at the time. We had the 
whole of Faleon Lake to ourselves. Many mornings 
we'd get up early to pick blueberries for breakfast 
and lots of pies, of course. 

No other cottages were built near us for seven or 
eight years , then a few built west of us . ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

STAR LAKE 

BLOCK 1, LOT 7 
By Ann Dowton (first owner) zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

It would be 1931 or 1932 when we ｢ｵｩｴ＠ our cot
tage. It was the second cottage on Star Lake, and 
it is now owned by K. Peters. 

We came from Winnipeg by way of Beausejour, 
Whitemouth and Rennie as far as Penniac Bay on 
West Hawk Lake where the road ended. From this 
point to the cottage we would walk along the por
tage to Star Lake. The portage was where the Block 
I, 2, 3 road now iso Some people paddled their ca
noes on the creek that connects the two lakes, but 
we always used the ｴｲ｡ｩ＠ or portage that the prospec
tors mad e years before we arrived. 

Our cottage was ｢ｵｩｴ＠ by a craftsman, Mr. John 
Blies. He was from Norway where he had learned 
his trade of ｢ｵｩ､ｩｮｧ＠ with logs. My hus band con
tacted Mr. Blies in Winnipeg. He bought a team of 
work horses at Whitemouth and drove them to Star 
Lake. He also brought some men to work for him 
and a Norwegian lady to do the cooking. They set 
up camp at our lot which consisted of a tent for Mr. 
Blies and the men and one for the cook and a cook 
tent and they lived in these tents all winter while the 
men went into the bush near Falcon Lake and cut 
and skidded out a11 the logs for the cabin. They also 
gathered blasted rock from the area for the fireplace 
that Mr. Blies ｢ｵｩｴ＠ in the cottage. 

Right from the beginning Iloved the cottage and 
the lake and I would come down every chance 1 gOl. 
Sometimes I would come down by myself and spend 
my time drawing and painting. I found lots of scenes 
to reproduce on canvas. When J sold my cottage 
I took some of these pictures to my present home 
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in Victoria, B.C., where I can look at them every 
day. When my husband went fishing, I would take 

my paints and sketch ｷｨｩ･＠ he fished, sometimes in 
the boat and sometimes from the shore of one of 
the islands. 

When we first started com ing to the cottage we 
only had one car in the family, so if I was going 
to stay at the cottage, I would have no means ar 
getting around except to walk . One day I had walked 
to West Hawk Lake for some very basic things like 
coal ｯｩ＠ tea, coffee or maybe it was for a block of 
ice . Anyway, I spotted Bamey, the horse. Mr. Nel
lis used to haul wood out of the bush, ice from the 
lake to the ice house and water from the well at the 
far side of Crescent Beach. After a bit of sweet talk, 
I persuaded Mr. Nellis to let me rent Bamey for the ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcaYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcaYWUTSRQPONMLJIHGFEDCBAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcaYWUTSRQPONMLJIHGFEDCBAywutsrqonmlihgedcaYWSPONMLJIHGFCA
summer. 

I had to ｢ｵｩ､＠ a corral before the weekend when 
my husband would be back at the lake. I dragged 
together som e fallen trees and somehow attached 
them to trees with bits of wire and some strong cord 
and by the time my husband arrived, Bamey was 
at home in his new surroundings. My husband 
wasn't too impressed. He wanted to know what that 
was out there? I told him it was a horse . "I know 
that", he said, "but what is it doing there?" I told 
him the whole story and I kept Bamey and spent 
a lovely summ er exploring the area. I would ride 
to visit my only neighbors, the Hunts, who lived fur
ther along the lake. 

Another summer I recovered a chesterfield and 
chair I was very fond of. I always had things to do 
at the cottage. Sometimes it was work because a log 
cabin must be kept in good repair or it would soon 
go to ruin. Sometimes it was a hobby ar sometimes 
it was a book to read. I was never bored ar 
lonesome. 

In the early 1940s, we would spend Christmas Day 
with my mother. Then we would load up the car 
with our turkey and all the trimmings, and have aur 
dinner all over again at the cottage, spend a few 
days, visit with Sam and Vicki and come back to 

the city, hoping the snow would a11 be gone by Easter 

for our next trip. 
In those days the roads weren't opened in the 

winter, so we left our car at Sam's Garage and 
walked the rest of the way in the off season. 

Big changes came to the Whiteshell while we were 
there, such as the surveying and open ing up of cot
tage lot s on all the lakes and roads being built to 
all these blocks over what seemed impossible ter

rain in some cases. 
When electricity arrived, some people only wanled 

it for a few things like refrigeration and maybe an 
easier way to get water to the cottage. My husband 
was very firm about one thing. We we re nOI gel
ting rid of the wood stove . He wanted all the meals 



ooked on the wood stove because food tasted bet
ｾ･ｲ＠ cooked over wood. Many old timers would agree 
with him. As long as we had the cottage, we kept 

the wood stove. 
Ｇｭ＠ sure everyone has a bear story. Mine hap

pened one evening in the fali. I had brought two 
pails of acorns to the lake for the squirrels. I took 
them out of the car and set them to the side while 
I unpacked the car. Instinct made me look back 
down the road on one of my trips to the car. A big 
brown bear was heading right for the acorns. When 
he got there he started shovelling them into his 
mouth with his paw. I watched for a while, then I 
crept back to the cottage to make my standby lunch, 
bacon and eggs. The arom a reached the bear and 
he started coming toward the cottage. I banged two 
pans together but the bear kept coming doser. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAr 
remembered someone tell ing me to cup my hands 
around my mouth and make a SSSSHHHH 
SSSHHH sound. r did this and the bear looked up 
at me, turned and ran away. We were never bothered 

by him again. 
Another scary experience happened late in the sea

son when a girlfriend and I came to the cottage early 
in the day. Our husbands were to join us in the ear
Iy evening after work. They didn't come and it got 
late, so we went to bed. We heard voices com ing 
doser and doser but they weren't our husbands' 
voices. I went to the door and said, "Who are you, 
and what do you want?" It was Sam from the garage 
and a friend to tell us the men had had car trouble 
at Whitemouth and would be delayed. Sam's friend 
had never seen a real log cabin and wondered if they 
could come in. So after we had dressed, I unlocked 
the door, mad e coffee, showed them around and 
had a bite to eat. They went on their way just as 
the men arrived. 

We kept the cottage while my hus band worked 
in Edmonton. After we moved back to Winnipeg 
there was a road to the door, we got a lot of use 
out of it and I kept it for a few years after my hus
band died. After I moved to Victoria, I found I 
couldn't keep the cottage so I sold it for something 
in the range of $9,000. Isn't that a scanty price for 
what cottages sell for today? 

I must mention that after Mr. Blies finished our 
cottage he went on to West Hawk Lake and built 
the Ranger's house (now administrative building) 
and the campground office and what later became 
known as Sam's Garage. He also built some co t
tages on Crescent Beach at West Hawk Lake. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

STAR LAKE 

BLOCK 2, LOT 2, MCGIBBINS 

A FOUR GENERATlON SUMMER COTTAGE 

In the fali of 1950, Mr. and Mrs. Archie McGib-

bins purchased .the lease of Block 2, Lot 2, Star 
Lake. In the sprIng of 1951, their cottage was built 
by Buster Bellemere of West Hawk Lake. 

The cottage has been used continually for four 
generations of their family, making it the cottage 
longest m the same familyon our Block. 

The Normans' , Saunders', Dowtons' Curtis' 
Major Hunt's, the Davis' and Keswick ｃｾｰ＠ (which 
was then called Star Lake Lodge) were about the 
only cottages in 1951 that we are aware of. In the 
next few years, Buster Bellemere also built the A1ex 
Hunt, Brad Papworth, Bill Sheilds and Inglis fa
mily cottages. The Hunts, Papwarth (daughter 
Mitchell) and Sheilds are still at Star Lake. 

Archie McGibbins retired from the Roya! Bank 
in 1950 and had planned to spend many years at 
his retirement cottage at Star Lake. Unfortunate
Iy, in 1953 he passed away. His wife continued to 
spend about three months each year at the cottage, 
visited by their only child, Bob and wife Judy, and 
their four children, Maureen, Margo, Joan and 
Greg. Now the grandchildren are annua! visitors at 
the cottage. 

In the early days, the south end of Star Lake laid 
no claim to cottages, sandy beaches, docks or boats. 
It was pasture land well used by a farmer for his 
herd of cows. The public beach was located at what 
is now Keswick Camp, where the Red Cross swim
ming lessons were held. The camp operated a store 
which was used by the few cottagers. 

It was several years before we were serviced by 
electricity, and the favourite occupation was chop

ping wood for the cook stove. 
Anima!s abounded at that time and the deer were 

daily vi si tors at the salt blocks in front of our 

cottage. 

STAR LAKE 

BLOCK 2, LOT 7 

By Doris Nedohin 

A night to remember at Star Lake. 

On a very hot, humid evening in the late 1970s 
there was an experience so vivid in my memory, one 
that was terrifying and never to be forgotten. 

The cottage windows and doors, except the screen 
doors were all open to any breeze that might come 
our ｷｾｹＮ＠ After the usual enjoyable day in ｴｨｾ＠ water, 
my grandchildren, Dana and DavId, plus MIssy the 
dog were sleeping sou?dly. My daughter,. Barbara, 
and I chose some readmg materIa! and retlred hope
fully for a good night's rest but shortly realized this 

was not to be! . 
Around midnight we were aroused by a nOlse at 

the back door. I thought this was strange because 
the possibility of anyone reaching the cottage after 
dark over the rough stony pathway, would be too 
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great a challenge. They would most Iikely fall and 

break a leg in the attempt. 
We both jumped from our beds and slowly ｡ｾ､＠

cautiously mad e our way to the door only to dls-
cover the blind had sprung to the top and the screen 
had been pushed in! After switching on the ya:d 
Iight, we were paralyzed by seeing a huge bear slt-

ting, and looking at us, in the kiddies ｳｾｮ､｢ｯｸＮ＠ yxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaVTSPOMLJIFDCBAyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaVTSPOMLJIFDCBAyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaVTSPOMLJIFDCBAyxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaTSPOMLJIFDCBA,":le 
realized how c10se we had com e to havmg thls VISI-
tor in the cottage. Probably the noise of the blind 

going up scared him. 
We were shaking so badly we could hardly com-

municate. We c10sed all windows and doors and 
pushed a massive oak tab le against one door and 
another large barricade at the other. We each 
grabbed the Iifter and poker from the stove and 
along with two large pots, took up vigil, and made 
"music" for the rest of the night. The bear took 
off only to return a couple of hours later. On the 
second visit we gave him a blast from an air horn 

at high speed. 
The next day we ordered double-doors for the en-

trances. And to this day, I cannot retire and leave 
open our large window, the one I feel could easily 
accommodate Mr. Bear!! ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

STAR LAKE 

BLOCK 3, LOT 4 

By Diane Letwin 

We had been looking for a cottage for quite some 
time when I saw the ad for one at Star Lake . 

We were especially interested in the Whiteshell be-
cause my dad had worked on the original Trans-
Canada Highway (now No. 44). When we drove to 
Kenora to visit friends, he would recall the many 
spots where the crew would set up camp and the var-

ious stories associated with the site. His ability to 
recognize places after many years was amazing. 

When I was a youngster, we stopped many times 
to have a swim in West Hawk Lake. We were at-
tracted to the Penniac Bay area. Maybe we knew 
that area would som e day be home. 

Unfortunately, we lost my Dad before our dream 
to Own a cottage was realized. When Mom and I 
found our way to Block 3 we were amazed at the 
row of cars that proceeded us. The real estate gen-
ｾｉ･ｭ｡ｮ＠ was very nice and most attentive. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAlt was as 
If he knew we meant business. While mother wait-
ed m the cottage with his wife, I looked around the 
g:ounds and had my first meeting with Mr. Bill Da-
VIS, our next door neighbor-to-be . 

bl The ｣ｯｴｴ｡ｧｾ＠ was older and in need of considera-
e work but It was well designed, had a lot of win-

dows and a lot of Iight. 

. When I came through the back door Mom was 

ｾｉｾｾｭｧ＠ at the table. She just seemed to ｢ｾｬｯｮｧ＠ there. 

Irene Lelwin . known as 
"Ma LeIwin" lo her SIar 
Lake Iriends. 

Doris ｌｩｴｬ･ｲｾ＠ Ina Wrighl, 
and Ma LeIw,", enjoying 
Ihe warm waler ol SIar 
Lake. 

That particular sp ot became her chair for many 

years to com e whether It was playing cards, meal 
time ar watching TV. 

Even when we added the dinette and the table in 

the living room was replaced with a sofa bed, that 
spot remained Mom's . 

We took possession July 25,1972. Mr. eromack, 
the previous owner, who had retired to B.C. wrote 
us a very nice letter to greet us. 

As is usual with a new home, we scrubbed and 
c1eaned and made room for our possessions. 

In those days, garbage was picked up from your 
lot so we had quite a collection for the fellows. 

When Mom and I finally settled down to rest, it 

was quite dark. For reasons unknown, aur pup, Mr. 
Chips, began to bark fiercely at the door. A1though 
['m not a coward, I wasn't prepared to go out and 

investigate. 
The next morning, I discovered one of aur gar· 

bage cans had been dragged into the bush behind 
us. Because of the size and weight of the can it had 
LO be an inquisitive bear. The only thing that I could 

think of that attracted him (or her) was some old 

spices I had thrown out. 
That summer , whenever Mr. Chips and I walked 

in the bush behind us, I would have to pick up some 
item that Mr. Bruin lost as he dragged his treasures. 

From then on we were cautious not to put out 

anything that the bears might find tempting and until 
the year of the fire on the south side of the lake, 
we didn't see much of them. That year was verydry 
and the poor things must have been desperate for 

food. They didn't really bother us but the garbage 

cans were frequently checked. d' . 
It took me a while to discover where my dog ｔｾ＠

appeared soon after we arrived each weekend. de: 

Davis' used to invite him in for "Tea" . No ｾｾｾ･ｬｬｬ＠
he had a weight problem. He really mlsse 

when they moved as we all did. . ds wit h 
As years went by we became c10se fnen ed 

' Wh weburn 
Gordon and Ina Wright next door . en iouS 
the midnight oil, it was eilher a really ser 

game of canasta or blind 31. 



Even after the Wrights sold their cottage, we got 
together several times a summer , for a vi sit and 

cards. 
We made many changes to the cottage and the 

yard. As years went by, the old poplars were 
replaced with my precious evergreens. Mom used 
to laugh at the way I talked to the trees I planted. 

I have many beautiful memories of these years. 
In 1986, Mom was not very strong, so our trips 

became less frequent. When we did come, she still 
liked to look after her flowers. She loved to look 
for four-Ieaf elovers and probably holds a record 
of finding more than anyone else in the Whiteshell. 

I lost Mom in 1987 and my trips down became 
less frequent. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt was hard to adjust to not having 

her there. 
I hoped to see more of Star Lake in 1990. I'm 

thankful to Steve Coma for keeping an eye on the 
place when I wasn't there. He was a great help. 

Buddy introduced us to the world of show dogs. 
He will always be our special "Champion". 

I guess many people may know me as the person 
who has been walking her dog for many years. I've 
done this morning and night all the years I've been 
at Star Lake. 

In 1989 I acquired my second pup, a female Ger-
man Shepherd that I intend to show as well. Her 
cali name is "STAR" - no kidding. 

If I can keep up wit h them, 1'11 be the woman 
walking two dogs in the future. 

God willing, I intend to make Star Lake my retire-
ment home. 

The lake world is so much more relaxed than the 
city with its constant hustle and bustle. Everyone 
is friendlier - maybe because they take time to be. 

I didn't realize when I sat down to write this I 
would have so much to say. I hope these ramblings 
express a bit of how I feel about this special place. 

THE TINKLERS AT STAR LAKE 
LOT 3, BLOCK 4 

1955-1989 
By Evelyn and Bob Tinkler 

August 20, 1989 

It all started in early 1955. After being frequent 
guests at a friend's cottage at Lake Brereton, we 
decided "Iake life" was for us . 

We learned sections along the south shore of FaI-
con Lake were being opened up, so investigated pos-
sibilities there. In the meantime, a chap who worked 

with Bob said he and his brother had a lot at Star 
Lake and that we could have it for the taxes since 
they had no plans to develop it. We rushed down 
to check it out. It was in Block 4, not eleared and 
had no road access. However, we were young and 
ambitious and hastened to make plans for its de-

velopment. 

At that time, Keswick was known as Star Lake 
Lodge and owned by Harry Ealing who had cabins 
and flat-bottomed boats for rent. From that loca-
tion we could walk over the hill to our property dur-
ing favourable weather or rent one of Harry's cabins 
when it rained . Bob managed to find an old ply-
wood boat for $10. which he made seaworthy. He 
would walk the hill and row back for the family, 
Evelyn and two young daughters, Marilyn and 
Catherine. 

The first order of business was to elear the lot, 
this being accomplished with a good old-fashioned 
swede-saw and hel p from brother Ed. We camped 
overnight in a tent in the early days. Each Friday 
night, Bob loaded the trailer with lumber, etc. ready 
to head for the lake at the crack of dawn Saturday. 
Upon arriving, he would rent two of Harry's flat-
bottomed boats, lash them together, (at 50 cents per 
day), load the lumber and paddle around the 
point to our makeshift dock. In 1956, we had 
progressed to preparing forms for concrete footings. 
This, of course, required gravel, cement and water. 
The water was no problem but the gra vel had to be 
trailered in from the pit and loaded into S-galion 
pails and rowed around to the dock as did numer-
ous bags of cement. This was the easy part. Haul-
ing it up the steep bank to the building site was 
tougher. However, we managed and a1so managed 
to lose 25 pounds of girth that summer. 

Three other cottages were in elose proximity, one 
owned by Lou Robertson, one by Bob Melville and 
the other, just built, purchased by Ed Reeks. Both 
the Melvilles and the Reeks were very kind to Bob 
during construction by providing a warm, dry place 
to bunk once the tent phase had passed. After the 
floor structure was complete, we pitched the tent 
on the floor which made it somewhat more com-
fortable for the family. In those days, there was no 
power, so all cutting etc. was done by hand, as it 
had been by our neighbours when they built. 

Many funny incidents occurred during these days, 
not to mention the battle of the bugs. Finally, the 
walls were up and the roof on. This provided pro-
tection from rain but we suffered the flying pests 
until the windows were in place. When we first 
moved in some furniture, only a rough floor was 
in place with plenty of cracks. To reduce the draft, 
we laid a tarpaulin on the floor. This was O.K. un-
til the wind got up, billowed the tarp and tipped the 
chairs over. At times our neighbours must have felt 
for us as they would wander over with a treat for 

the girls and a nightcap for Mom and Dad. 
Many times, while sitting outside by our borrowed 

tent, Ed and I were visited by deer, mainly at meal-
times, when they heard the tinkle of our coffee 
spoons. Our young gals were most impressed with 
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nature and the wildlife, in particular, the deer which 

they often fed by hand. . 
During 1957 we were more or less elosed ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAIn and 

impervious to rain and insects but still had a great 

deal of furniture and materia I to bnng m by boat. 
We soon were faced with the opportunity to elear 

a right-of-way through the bush in order toattract 
a power line. This we did and felt that a major VIC-

tory had been won. Still no road!!! I don't ｲ･ｭ･ｾﾭ
ber the exact date that a road was put m to a pomt 
bout I 000 feet from our lot. And, wouldn't you 
know 'ali the furniture etc. was in place except a 
ｦｲｩ､ｧｾ＠ which we acquired for $75 and carried 

through the bush the 1,000 feet to the cottage. A 
couple of years later, they extended the road to our 

four cOltages and we were in heaven. 
As time went on, progress was slow since we 

would buy a board, nail it on then wait until we 

couJd afford another board and 50 on. Eventually 
some interior panelIing was installed and the hang-
ing blankets which had provided meager privacy up 
umil then we re retired. 

In those days we could troll along the shore in 
front of the cottage and catch as many 4-pound pick-
erel as we could use. This has sure changed, thanks 
to the many poachers who dropped their boats into 
Star Lake and diminished the fish population sig-
nificantly. It hasn't recovered to this date. 

Earlier I mentioned that only four cottages com-
prised Block 4. There was nothing in Blocks 5 and 

6. In fact, Block 6 was a meadow where horses at 
the Star Lake Gold Mine grazed, and it was not un-
usual to see deer or moose in the area. As there was 
no garbage pick-up, we washed, then burned in the 

cook stove all food tins to ensure they remained 
odour free in order to avoid attracting skunks or 
bears. Bears were not at all uncommon in the area. 
Most people hauled their refuse to the dump. Af-

ｴｾｲ＠ the road was built, we were treated to garbage 
ｾｉ｣ｫＭｵｰ＠ at the rear of our driveway for the stagger-
mg sum of $5. per year. 

Significant changes have taken place! I'm certain 
we all agree and have great difficulty in rationaliz-
mg the justification for the high rates now in ef-
fect, particularly when they refer to certain 'services' 
whlch are hard to identify. 

ｉｾ＠ early 1960, No. 3 daughter Bev arrived and our 
famlly of five, .with still austere facilities, continued 
to enJoy pnmltlve lake life. Just about this time, 
smce we stIl I employed the outdoor "biffy" as part 
of the who le scen.e Evelyn had an experience which 

resulted In expedlted upgrading of the outdoor fa-
clhty. When she opened the screen door of the ver 
anda t? ｴｾｳｳ＠ out a basin of water, an uninvited vi sito; 
was wlthm ｲ｡ｾｧ･＠ and a good target for a free face 
wash. It IS dlffIcult to judge whether Ev or the bear 
was the more surpnsed but it resulted . I 
268 m very c ear 

ｯｲ､ｾｲｳ＠ for Bob to get on with installing a nush .. 
maUc successor to the outdoor job. o 

During the times when Marie Reeks and Ev were 

､ｯｾｮ＠ alone ＢＺｾｴｨ＠ the"chlldren, some comfort was 
achleved by a crank telephone system which B b 

installed between the two cottages. The idea ｧｲｾｷ＠
and before tO? ｬｯｾｧ＠ this system was extended to five 
cottages and IS stl ll m place today, even though 

have all enjoyed commercial telephone service in ｾｾ＠
cent years. 

As time passed, more improvements were in evi. 
dence. These included a glassed-in veranda, a front 

deck, electric heat to replace the cook stove and oil 
space heater, concrete steps to the dock, a fireplace 
and, within the last few years, a garage with work. 

shop and storage. Of course, there were many in. 

terim steps to all of these becoming in place bUl, 
to make a long story short, Lot 3, Block 4 has 

provided an exciting place to raise three daughters 

and provide many happy years, 34 to date, for the 
Tinkler family. The girls becarne exceUent swimmers 

and lifeguards and were capable of driving a boa! 
pulling skiers, to father's satisfaction, and showed 

no inelination to join the 7-11 or Mac's crowd of 
hangouts. 

We would be very remiss if we failed to commen! 
on how fortunate we have been to have terrific 

neighbours extending in both directions from our 
cottage. We all respect one another's privacy whiJe 
remaining just a shout away from lending anyone 

a helping hand. 
As of this date, the girls, husbands and grand· 

kids !ine up to come to the cottage, and there is evi· 
dence that this enthusiasm will extend the saga of 

the Tinklers at Star Lake for many years to come. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

STAR LAKE 

BLOCK 4, LOT 5 
THE GRIMES FAMILY 

We the Grimes family bought our cottage at Star 
Lake in 1972 from Mr 'Gordon Mussell. We had 

rented for two years [rom Mr. Hazell at Caddy 
Lake so we knew we liked the Whiteshell. 1t was 
a gre;t event in our lives when we moved into our 

own little place. the 
At that time we had four children between 

ages of 10 and' 15 years. The children and I spen! 

the whole summer, from the last day of ｳ｣ｾｏｏｬｴｾｾ＠
Labour Day at the lake' Dad came down or 

, I f years 
weekends and his holidays. Every coup e ｾｨ＠ las! 
we would loose a child to the work force. ｾ＠ had 
year, I had one child with me, and my husban 

three with him in the city! 11 sum' 
People used to say, "What do you do a read. 

mer? Don't you get bored?" Never! There wasIking, 
ing, writing letters, knitting, sunnmg, wa 



visiting with neighbors, and just plain doing noth-
ing. Our children were very fortunate for the first 
three or four years we were at Star Lake. Eddie 
Rutherford and his brothers from the island ran 

a water ski schoo!. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBAlt was a marvelous thing for the 
young people. The Rutherford boys we re go od 

teachers, very patient. 
After about a year at Star Lake, our little place 

became too smali. So each year we have added on 
a bit and now we have a very comfortable place with 
four bedrooms, lots of decks, and indoor plumb-
ing - a must! Lots of bunk beds, too, because we 
always have a lot of company, our friends and our 

children's friends. 
We have been blessed with very good neighbors. 

We have lots of gatherings, buffet suppers, cribbage 
tournaments, whist drives, and, in the last few years, 
bridal showers and weddings. Before some of us got 
too old, we used to have a winter curling evening 
at the Granite Curling Club in Winnipeg. We called 
it the Star Lake Monster Bonspie!. lt was for adults 
and children, hence the "Monster" . We went to 
someone's house for chili afterwards . We also play 
our fair share of charades, Romoli and Trivial 
Pursuit. 

We look forward each year to the Poker Derby 
and races, etc. that go on at the main beach. That's 
a great day, thanks to the hard work of a lot of 
people. 

My hus band Doug and I are getting close to retire-
ment and look forward to spending more time at 
Star Lake. The children are all grown up and some 
are married, but they stilllove to come to the lake, 
and we love to have them. But, boy, is it nice and 
quiet when they leave! Here 's to go od lake time in 
the 1990s! yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

THE MERRITTS 
LOT 8, BLOCK 4, STAR LAKE 

By Wilma Merritt 

Our "love affair" with the Whiteshell began in 
1957 when we spent a day with my si ster and 
brother-in-Iaw, Jean and Jim McNeice, at their trail-
er at West Hawk Lake. We enjoyed a swim at 
Miller's Beach and climbed the Scenic Beauty Walk 
high above the lake. 

The following spring, Mr. Jim Cook, who had 
a cottage on Block 6 at Star, told Elmer there were 
four lots up for bids along the south shore. On a 

whim, one Sunday we packed a picnic lunch, load-
ed the children - Glenn, 6; Lorraine, 4; and Car-
roll, I in the car and headed for Star Lake. At that 
time, the road from Falcon to Star was gravel and 
seemed endless . 

Although we had not seriously considered build-

ing a cottage up untill then, when we saw Lot 8 with 
a ｧ･ｮｴｬｾ＠ sloping sandy beach, safe for the children, 
we declded to put in a bid - never dreaming we 
would actually get it. Within a few weeks Elmer got 
a cali at the office advising him the lot was ours. 
I think we were in a state of shock. 

We drew up our plans in accordance with the rules 
and regulations, had the materials delivered and 
started construction. Started that is, with clearing 
the underbrush and felling a tree or two necessary 
for space for the cottage. Carroll, the baby, lay on 
a blanket on the ground, but fortunately it was sun-
ny with not too many mosquitoes and other preda-
tors. One older farnily member predicted dire 
consequences for an infant sleeping under those con-
ditions, but none developed. 

The Merritt family, Jim McNeice and city neigh-
bours offered their help . By the time Elmer's holi-
days came around, the foundation, f100r and frame 
were up. Thanks to the kindness of Bob and Eve-
lyn Tinkler of Lot 3, Elmer was able to spend the 
first week of his holidays putting in windows and 
doors 50 we could spend the balance of his holidays 
in our cottage - sleeping on air mattresses, cook-
ing on a Coleman stove and lighting with a lantem. 

Building the outhouse was, of course, an 
important priority at the start. While digging the 
pit, Elmer uncovered a huge rock which seemed im-
movable. He thought he'd have to start digging 
again elsewhere, but Bob Tinkler brought over Mr. 
Robertson, who lived on Lot I at the time, and the 
three men managed to dislodge it. 

During that first summer, Block 4 was a beehive 
of activity, with the Mussells on Lot 5, the Davies 
on Lot 6 and the Buchannons on Lot 7 and our-
selves all rushing to make their cottages livable. The 
following year the Davies sold their cottage to Jack 
and M uriel Beech who are still there, as is Edna 
Buchannon. 

Life was rough at the beginning. We washed di-
apers in a pail, since this was long before the days 
of disposable diapers. We heated water on the stove, 
and inherited an old ice box, which we kept cold 
with ice bought from Mr. Harbottle at West Hawk. 
One time, in our haste to get back to the cottage 
with our block or ice, we left our dog Bonnie, a 
blond cocker, at the ice house. When we arrived 
home and found we didn't have her, we rushed back 
to find her mak ing her way along the highway 

towards Star. 
By the summer of 1960 our youngest son Brian 

made his debut at the cottage, and for many sum-
mers after that, the family spent several weeks at 
the cottage each summer , with Elmer coming down 
on weekends and for his annual holidays. With four 
young active children, no car during t.he week, no 
phone, no running hot water, and havmg to use an 
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old wringer washer, I'm sometimes amazed how we 
managed. Fortunately, Keswick, accesslble ellher by 

boat or along lhe pal h over lhe hill al lhe end of 

the road, had a store where we could get bread and 

milk, and a phone in case of emergency. 
aur four children have many memones of the 

lake. Elmer often took them into lhe woods where 

they discovered an abandoned sawmill building -

long since demolished - which became a landmark 

for them. 
When our daughter Carroll was four years old, 

she lost a smalI heart-shaped ring on the sandy lake 

bOllom close to shore. She'd only had it about a 

month and was heartbroken, but I never gave up 

looking for it whenever I was swimming. I picked 

up many shiny things from lhe lake bollom, but was 

disappointed to find they were not the ring. Three 

years lat er my diligence paid off for lo and behold, 

after many false hopes, I found the ring near the 
dock. She still wears it now, although only on her 

little finger. 

Elmer loves to pick berries, but because the chil-

dren were not enthused, he usually went alone and 
I had to stay with the ｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮＮ＠ One day, when he 

had been gone a couple of hours, he heard a rustling 

in the bush and expected to see a wild animaI. He 

was surprised and relieved to find it was onI y our 
faithful dog Bonnie who had tracked him down. 

Over the years two dogs and three cats have been 
part of our life at the lake. aur last dog Casey, who 

died recently at age 13, became a familiar sight on 

the road while tak ing his ､｡ｩｹ＠ walk. He would sit 

patiently at the back of the COllage waiting to go. 

No day was complete without it. aur 21-year-old 
cat has lived to see another summer , sleeping in her 
favorite chair in the sunshine on the porch. 

What would a cottage be without a boat? aur first 

boat was a wooden rowboat, and the six of us would 
climb in and row around the lake. aur first motor 

was a 7 zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBA'12 h.p. Over the years, Our water transport 
gradu all y upgraded with newer boats and more 
powerful motors, especially when the boys disco-
vered water skiing. As they grew, they needed more 

horsepower to pull them. We often think longingly 
of the days when a 40 h.p. was considered a big mo-

to;. When we first ｢ｵｩｴＬ＠ not many people had any-
thlOg but flshlOg boats and the lake was much 
more peaceful. 

The wildlife ｨ｡ｾ＠ been one of our greatest pleas-
ures. Ounng the flrst year, the children fed crack-
ers to deer on the road behind us _ an opportunity 

whlch we haven't had again. Three years ago, a 
skunk declded to breathe his last in Our front yard 
and slmply rolled over and died, leaving a nast; 
remlOder every time it rained. Two years ago a 
beaver felled one of the trees in Our front yard un-
der cover of darkness. Ali that summer we'd h 
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the slap of their ｴ｡ｩｳ＠ late at night as they worked 

We have a photo of the boys with three tunles the' 
had found WhlCh, of course, they released Lal y 
fIl f . e one 
a ,we sawa ox cross our 101, the first one we'v 

seen so close. e 

We've taken many pictures of loons and ducks 

over the years. The loons have always been Our 

favonte, and each ｳｵＺｮｭｾｲ＠ we look forward lo 
watchlOg them and the" chlcks - worrying that o 

of them will be hit by the power boats ｗｨｩｚｚｩｾＺ＠
across the lake. 

We've been fortunate never to have had a bear 

at our cottage, but have seen many of them else. 

where. Last summer we were walking on one ofthe 

roads through the woods and came upon a very large 

bear crossing the road at close range. He seemed 

to be as surprised to see us as we were him. We hur. 
riedly turned and retraced our steps. 

aur grandchildren have joined the clan and are 

creating their own memories of hot summer days 

spent al most entirely in the water, of catching (heir 

first fish, of feeding the ｦ｡ｭｩｹ＠ of ducks off the dock 

and of playing games inside on rainy days. Over (he 

years, we have added on to the cottage twice to ac-

commodate our growing family. 

The Whiteshell has been boun(ifullO us in many 

ways: providing fruit - blueberries and wild rasp-

berries - for our freezer; wildtlowers for the grand-

chi Id ren to give grandma; a most interesting rock 

we treasure; wood for a cosy fire on a chiIly day 

and more than 30 years of family memories. 

STAR LAKE 

BLOCK 4, LOT 1 
MACGlLLlVRA y CABIN 

By Joan MacGillivray 

In 1965, Hugh A. MacGillivray realized a boy-
hood dream when he and his wife, Joan, purchased 

a COllage from Marjorie Stevenson. The collage 

would now become the focus of summer vacatio?S 
for the MacGillivray clan consisting of their five chd-

dren, Karen, Lois, Merrill, Hugh John ｡ｾ､＠ ｄｯｮ｡ｊｾ［＠
A place to build an inheritance of famlly pIctur 
indestructably etched in each of their mmds. 

Memories of the smell of bread baking on the cum-

bersome black wood stove, the delight of indoor 

plumbing after enduring the "outhouse", latemghts 

of games popcorn reading stories, IisteOlng to ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBA
, , f d yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAof course, 

grown-up talk, outdoor water un, an, . d r 
chasing chipmunks, collecting frogs, feedmg ee 

. d d b I Memones, and watchlOg for those drea e ears. d a 
all different but wrapped together in love an 

strong ｦ｡ｭｩｹ＠ loyalty. .. d the 
Another generation is beginOlng to wva ewith 

brown log cabin. The walls are agam nngmg 



the sounds of childish talk and laughter. New 
memories are being created as "Grand ma Mac" has 
opened wide her doors aUowing the past to !low into 
the future . Karen , married to Rick Clark (SpaniSh, 
English teacher in Orange City, lowa), has four chil-
dren: Coralie 12, Crystal and Melissa lO, and 
Richard 2. Lois is married to Gord Monteath 
(Manager of the Commerce Bank in Thompson, 
Manitoba). They have three girls : Amber 8, Stacy 
7 and Julie 4. Merrill is a fifth grade teacher at 
Montrose Elementary School in Winnipeg. Hugh 
John (product manager for Hoechst) and his wife 
Wendy live in Regina with their children: Ashleigh 
2 and Hugh 9 months. Donald (employed by Rown-
tree as a candy salesman and coaching the St. James 
Junior Hockey Team) and his wife Leslie (a teacher 
at Lord Selkirk) live in Winnipeg . 

Many friends have been part of the memory-
making and there has always been room for one 
more though not always a bed! 

Hugh MacGillivray (1926-1976) wanted a place 
of refuge for his family; a place that allowed his 
wife and chi Id ren to experience the joy of family, 
the fun of friendships and the beauty of God's cre-
ation. His foresight has been a rich inheritance for 
his family. 

STAR LAKE 
BLOCK 5, LOT 16 

By Madeline Petrovich 

Many years ago , back in 1956, my husband and 
I heard of lake lot S for sale at Star Lake. We took 
a drive and looked around at different lots and fi-
nally decided to put a bid on Lot 16, Block 5. Our 
bid was $36. We were notified it was ours. 

At this time, my dad owned a service station at 
Talbot and Grey Street in Winnipeg. There was a 
large parking area my husband decided to build our 
cottage on and then have it moved out to Star Lake 
(my dad was also a house mover) and when the cot-
tage was built, we moved it to the lake which was 
really a big production at the time. 

Before it got to the lake, our friends gathered out 
there and cleaned the loarea of brush and placed 
the cement blocks wherever needed. This was around 
the first of July and the bugs and mosquitoes almost 
ate everyone alive. However, they did get the cot-
tage on its footings. The cottage was furnished in-
side. I went around to aU kinds of sales and picked 
up all kinds of goods, which included a beautiful 

oak dining room suite wit h four beautiful chairs 
along with a captain's chair. We surely enjoyed our-
selves at our second home . 

. In 1962 our son J effery was born and was prac-
tlcally raised in the water. He certainly turned out 

to be a water baby. He is the second-best barefoot 

ｾｫｩ･ｲ＠ across Canada. March 1973, young boys broke 
mto our cottage, found matches, lit adresser cover 
on fire and panicked which resulted in our cottage 
burning to the ground, also the barbecue house 
boat, trailer and motor. A very very devastating ｴｩｭｾ＠
for our family. We were all heartbroken. However, 
no lives were lost and we just turned around and 
rebuilt with much help from neighbors and friends. 
Some furniture in our cottage was given to us by 
friends at the lake and from my friends where llive 
in the city. 

We have enjoyed many years at Star Lake and 
my husband enjoyed it to no end. Unfortunately, 
my husband, Ed, took ill in 1983-1984 and cancer 
took his life on December 15, 1986. I still go to the 
lak e every summer and spend as much time as pos-
sible there. My son hel ps me to keep up with the 
cottage and the grounds. 

BLOCK 5, LOT 20 
STAR LAKE 

By Adele Blondeau 

Lot 20, Block 5, Star Lake, was originally deve-
loped by the Harvey family in 1957 when a smali 
cottage was built among the trees. The property was 
held by yearly permit unti! 1966 when a 21-year lease 
was obtained from the Province of Manitoba. The 
lease was assigned to the Lawlers in 1967. Dr. Lawl-
er, we are told, was a physician at Children's Hospi-
tal in Winnipeg. Four years later in 1971, the lease 
was transferred to the Sailors who held it for seven 
years. Ernest Sailor, a foreman for CN in Transco-
na, made major improvements to the property: 
- A storage shed was built in 1971. 
- In 1972 and 1973, an addition to the cottage was 
built and the existing cottage was insulated and up-ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGEDCBA

"Chale! Blondeau" 1983, Block 5, Lo! 20, Star Lake. 
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Blondeau Family ·1988 in tront ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAot cottage, Paul (16), 
Adele, Lise (15), Andre, Gisele (12) and Julie (13). 

graded. 
- A boat house and dock were ｢ｵｩｴ＠ in 1973. 
- A concrete driveway and sidewalks we re 

poured in 1974. 
After looking at cottages for sale at Faleon and 

West Hawk Lakes in early fali 1978 and not find· 
ing anything to our liking, we were introduced by 
a real estate agent to Lot 20, Block 5 at Star Lake. 
Although the trees had already lost some of their 
bright green summer splendour, we we re mesmer-

ized by the multicolors of the falllandscape and the 
beauty of this smali and picturesque blue lake. A 
waterfront lot with a cottage overlooking the lake, 
a handy boat house on the lake and a large dock 
suitable to accommodate smali gatherings of fami-
Iy and friends ... just what we we re looking for. 
The lake IS well sheltered and ideal for waterskiing, 
an Ideal summ er spot for a ｦ｡ｭｩｹ＠ with four ｣ｨｩﾭ
dren ages two to six. 

aur ｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮ＠ have grown to their present age of 
14 to 17 and we all still enjoy weekends and holi-
days at our favourite lake and cottage. 

STAR LAKE 
BLOCK S, LOT 23 

OUR STAR LAKE COTTAGE 
By Bobby Anderson yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBA

lt was the mid fifties when we heard the great 
new s that we had won the bid for Lot 23 Block 5 
Star Lake. " 

There wasn't a road past Our lot as yet; a large 
flat rock about 100 yards away marked the end of 
tfhe road, and we parked Our car on it during the 
Irst plOneenng weeks. 

The cottage site we chose is about 25 feet ab 
lake level, with a nice flat area in front, then a ｦｾｾｾ＠
II Y steep drop of moss-covered rocks down to the 
ake. 

ｾｾ･＠ to a fire which had swept through years earli-
er, ere were no evergreens. Each year we trans-
planted baby spruce trees to Our lot. 

ta::e ｧＺｾｾｾＺｾＱ＠ ｷ･･ｫ･ｾ､ｳ＠ and vacations, and our cot-
b d Y too shape. One end rests on 

e rock, and II was at that end we decided to build 
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a ｾｩｲ･ｰｬ｡｣･Ｎ＠ J ust at that time, No. I Highway w 
belO g bullt, and as the blasting took place II as 
of smali rocks were thrown up many fa' ad sons 

, ce wllh 
quartz. We made numerous trips out to II 
trunkfuls of those rock s and, late one falI co flect 
place was completed. ,Our Ile· 

With. a young family, we saw the need for same 

ｰｲｯｴ･Ｎ｣ｴｬｯｾ＠ agalOst the sharp drop down to the lake 
Thls IOsplred a rock wall about three feet high Ih ' 
runs across the plateau area in front of the cott al 

In 1964, my husband accepted employment ＺＷｾ＠
the Rockefeller Foundation, and we packed up for 

our move to Indla. Many decisions had to be made 
but the best one was to keep the cottage, 

Each year on home leave, our collage provided 
a blissful haven, My husband Olen would arrive in 

July for a month and all of us returned to India 
together. 

Two memorable events took place in 1971. One 

was that we moved from India to Mexico, The other 
was that my hus band and I celebrated our 25th ano 
niversary. The Anderson clan presented a 'money· 

tree' in the form of a tiny spruce with 25 silver dol· 
lars hung individually among its branches. We pIani· 
ed it at the back of our cottage. 

Over the years we developed a smalI garden, buil! 
a smali rock wall and fence around it, and hauled 
in lots of ｳｯｩ＠ for it. Fortunately or otherwise, the 
money tree is in the middle of the garden and aboul 
25 feet tall, As it grows, the garden space shrinks, 

However, as the years pass, so does my passion for 
gardening. 

In 1980, we had a wonderful Christmas vacation 
at our cottage. We kept the fireplace burning and 
bright, were out wit h the familyon the toboggan 
and busy during the daylight hours, and enjoyed fa· 
mily games and popcorn in the evenings. My hus· 
band's work involved a great deal of world travel 
and, as he left at the end of the vacation, he 
remarked that this had been his best Christmas, ever. 
Mercifully unknown to us, it was also to be his lasl 
for he died five weeks later. Another of his lasl re· 
marks was that, of all the many countries and places 
he had seen and visited, he loved our cottage at Siar 

Lake best of alI. I 
His death added a deeper dimension to our fee . 

ings about the cottage. A smali flower bed Ihat we 
'al arden 

worked on together became a smali memon g 'ded 
to my husband. Being at the cottage, somehowaJ h 
in the healing proces s for us, as we recalIed t e 

happiness and contentment he'd known there, 

Since then, cottage repairs and upkeep have ｾ･･ｾ＠
attended to, and some improvements made: the ｨｾ＠

b res 10' 
has been rebuilt, the cottage roof has een , I 
gled and new windows have replaced the old, slng e· 

paned casement windows, d virh 
One by one, my family has left the nest an ,\ 
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responsibilities lessenni?g, it's been possible for me 
to spend much more tlme at the cottage. Wah a 
ood supply of oil paints and canvases, I've spent 
ｾ｡ｮｹ＠ happy hour daubing away at anticipated 
masterpieces. The fact that they never turned out 
quite that way is no deterrent; it's still fun trying. 

During the summer, most ar all of my family join 

me when possible. 
Last summ er I heard an amusing anecdote reIat-

ing to the ｧ･ｮ･ｲ｡＠ exodus of Winnipegers on long 
weekends, all of them "off to the lake" . 

A newcamer in town added quite innocently, 

"Where is this lake that everyone is going to?" 
For me, the answer is simple. There is only one 

lake in Manitoba: STAR LAKE. yxwvutsronmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsronmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsronmlkigfedbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsronmlkigfedbaYVUTSRPONLKIHGFEDCBA

STAR LAKE HISTORY 

BLOCK 5, LOT 24 

THE BAKERS 

By Bob Baker 

We purchased Block 5, Lot 24 on Star Lake in 
the fali of 1972. The children, three girls, Brenda, 
Nancy and Janet, were five years, three and one at 
the time. Over the years we've added many com-
forts including a three-bedroom cabin. San Donald 

was barn in 1975 . 
Our most memorable experience was late one 

night when a garbage-hungry black bear tried to help 
himself to the garbage stored in aur breezeway -
behind screen doors. Fortunately, the lights scared 
him off as Judy was alone with the children. 

The use of our place continues to be a focus for 
our farnily. The girls have all worked summers for 
Pat and Bev Mason at Major's Service Centre who 
have treated them as family. Donald is coming to 
the age of needing to wark but it will be more 
difficult as he will be continuing to represent the 
province at Barefoot competitions which take place 
many weekends over the summer. He has success-
fully taught skiing skills to youngsters as well. 

Our lives have been greatly enriched by the friend-
ships and ｭｵｴｵ｡＠ love of the lake with all of our 
neighbors. We hope to have Bakers at Block 5, Lot 
24 for many years. 

STAR LAKE 
BLOCK 6, LOT 2 

COITAGE OF LEN AND VERA CLUETT 

Our love story started in May 1961. We read a 

"FOR SALE" ad in the Winnipeg Free Press. "Cot-
tage started - owner transferred to Vancouver ." We 
drove to Star Lake, a place we had never heard of. 
We liked what we saw and bought iti 
. Star Lake is a beautiful spot in the Whiteshell (a 
httle bit of heaven) 90 miles from Winnipeg. H's 

ｾ｡ｬｬ･､＠ Star Lake because it has five points. They say 
If you fly over by pIane, it looks like a star. There 
are c?ttages on four points and a University site on 
the flfth where they study soil, rocks and plants. 

Star Lake IS a smali, quiet lake; smali enough to 
actually warm ｵｾ＠ nicely for swimming and yet big 
enough for boatmg and water skiing. 

What we bought was just a shell, with one layer 
of cedar siding, a roof and sub-floor. There were 
open ing s for doors and windows and millions of 
mosquitoes. They were so bad that we had to put 
a tent up in the living 100m. That way we were able 
to sleep over. 

We really roughed it for four years. We had 
no electricity (that was by choice). Our neighbours, 
the GemmeIs, kindly said we could plug into their 
electricity but we thought we would like to pioneer 
and do it the hard way - and believe me WE DID! 
As I said, the openings for the doors and windows 
were cut and windows had been ordered but when 
the windows arrived, the openings were not big 
enough. Len had to enlarge every one and he did 
it with hammer and chisel and, believe me, that was 
work. I am sure nobody but Len would have the 
patience to stay with it - but he did and one by one 
the windows all went in. Each one was a thrill and 
to be able to open and close a door was wonderful. 

We used coal oil lamps for four years. My only 
means d cooking was a Primus stove, the kind you 
put ｡｣ｯｨｯｬ＠ into. You light it with a match and pump 
it. I was able to cook real nice meals on that. We'd 
just go down weekends except for holidays. Often 
I would cook the meat at home and reheat it down 
there. I had a set of three pots - each one a triangle 
and put together on a tray they formed a circle. I 
could cook a different vegetable in each pot at one 
time. H worked just fine and we had quite a bit of 
company then. They were quite surprised when they 
saw how the dinner had been cooked . 

Once the doors and windows were in, Len was 
able to work inside. The first thing he did was put 
up the ｭ･ｴ｡｢･ｳｴｯｳ＠ chimney so we could put up our 
Quebec heater. That was another thrill. Naw we had 
heat and hot water. H was lovely to hear that kettle 
boiling. Now I had another stove so we could make 
toast on top and there is nothing nicer. Next came 
the partitions - it was beginning to look and feellike 

a cottage. 
The next big job was to get a real floor down and 

tiles . Len did his own wiring for the electricity and 
this was done by hand tools toO. I can remem ber 
the twa of us under the cottage using a brace and 

bit to make the holes for the wire. Some days we 
worked from 8 a .m. unti! 10 p.m. They say if you 
want to enjoy something, do it yourself and prefer-
ably the hard way . . . I guess that is why we enjoy 

our cottage so much . 
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The "BIG DA Y" finally arrived. The hydro in-

spectors came to check the wiring and they gave Len 
highest marks. They didn't change a thing. Before 

they left, they turned on the power. That was Just 
wonderful. Ali at once we had electric lights, elec-
tri C kettle, electric fry pan, baseboard heaters and 
that night we read in bed with the electric blanket 
on. That was a first and l felt like a Queen!! Then 

came the big appliances and today we even have a 
microwave. I guess you could say we have come fuli 
circle. Roughing it for four years was fun, but af-
ter four years, it was a nice change to have all the 
conveniences. That four years helped us to appreci-
ale everything. Our thrilIs came one at a time and 
we remem ber each one vividly. 

What we like best about Star Lake is its natural 
beauty, no matter where you look. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIGFECBAIt is non-
commercial. There are no stores, no cement side-

walks, no paved roads, no street lights. The closest 
thing to comercialism is the pay phone down at the 
front. That is about the only place we can spend 
money. 

One of my favourite spots is what I cali "The 
Flats" . I don't know what anybody else cali s it. It 
is across from our cottage. You have to go up a slope 
to a very flat area. It is beautiful. It is very peace-
ful and naturaI - quite untouched - nature at its best. 
There is a lot of moss on the rock which is lovely 
to walk on. Some of it is soft and some of it is qui te 
crisp but both nice. There are a lot of wild flowers, 
berries and birds and lots of little animals. If you 
are lucky you may even see the odd deer or bear. 
If you are not feeling good when you go up there, 
you are sure to feel beller by the time you come 
down. You can walk on either side of the rock. 
On one side you are looking down at the Universi-
ty Road which is quite a drop or on the other side 
you are looking down at our cottages - beautiful 
everywhere. 

We used to have a lot of tame deer. They would 
come right into our yards and we could feed them 
by hand. We could look right into their beautiful 
big brown eyes. One year they had open season for 
the hunters and they shot over 100 of our deer. It 
was dreadful. Those deer trusted man, now we hard-
ly ever see a deer nor do they ever come into our 
yards anymore. We used to see a lot of bear too. 
When we used to put our garbage out front the bears 
caught on and knew when garbage night was just 
as well as we did. We have often seen them ｾｴ｡ｮ､＠
up on their ｨｩｾ､＠ feet and just swat the garbage can 
over wlth thelr front paws, picking out what they 
hked best. Sometlmes they would pick up a bag in 
ｴｨ･ｬｾ＠ teeth and carry it away up on to the FIat. We 
don t see too many bears either now that we have 
the ,garbage cages and that is really beller and safer. 

I d hke to tell you about an exciting evening I had 
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ｾｨ･ｮ＠ I was al?ne at the cottage. l heard a Scratch_ 
Ing nOlse and lt seemed to be coming from the Q 
bec heater. I opened the lid and something ｣ｲ｡ｷｾｾ＠
out. At first it looked like a very large spider be 
h · h d' ut t en lt stretc e. out a WIng and lo and behold it 

was a bat. A flrst for me. My first thought wa 
"Bats can't see in the light, " 50 I hastily turned OS, 

the lights and ran to get a sealer. I knew I ｣ｯｵｬ､ｮＧｾ＠
let him fly because we didn't have a ceiling yet and 
I sure didn't want him up in the raflers. I couldn't 
see me sleeping in the same collage with him. I put 

the sealer close to hlm and I pushed him in with the 
lid. That was a big relief. Now I got a real good 

look at him and he looked quite nice with a rather 
cute face. His wings were lovely - sort of transpar-
ent and scalloped along the bortom. He seemed quite 
unhappy. I put some masking tape across the top 

of the jar 50 he could breathe and he really tried 

to push past it 50 I put another piece the other way 
and he hooked onto thal and just hung there. I was 
quite impressed with him 50 I thought I would share 

him. I walked down to the Stevens' and Berty was 
there. She had never seen one before. She liked him 
too, 50 we walked down the front with him and 
showed him to some boys. They'd never seen a bat 
either. I didn't like to keep him too long because 
I didn't know what to feed him. I took him back 
home and took the tape off the top and laid the seal-
er on the road. He slowly crawled out. When he real-
ized he was free he stretched his wings and flew 

away. He flew 50 nicely - he just seemed to soar. 
That was my first and last encounter with a bat. 

We had another pleasant experience with a family 
of birds. They built a nest on the beam of our cot-
tage under our back porch. Every time we walked 
past the porch, the mother bird would fly off the 
nest. We decided to go around the other side of the 
collage so we wouldn't disturb her. Afler a pen od 
of time the lillle birds got bigger and looked as 
though they were too big for the nest, SO I thought 
I would like to get a picture of them. When the flash 
went off, everyone of them flew off. They had never 
flown in their lives but they flew beautifully tn all 
directions. lam quite sure that the parents were ｳｾｲﾭ
prised when they discovered an empty nest. The PIC-

ture turned out quite good (providing I am there 
to explain it to you). We enjoyed them while they 
were there but it was nice to be able to use aur regu-

lar route to the backyard again. . 
One morning when I looked out the front ｜ｾｭ ﾭ

dow I sawa very nice dog lying beside our ｳｴ｡ｴｉｾｮ＠
wagon. I went out and spoke to him. I ｴｨｏｕｾｾ＠ Ｌｾ＠
was just visiting at one of the cortages, but he . 1 n II 

move. I wondered if he was hurt but I felt h:;"h:d 
over and he seemed to be fine 50 I went tn an t n 

breakfast. Next time I looked out he ｾ｡､＠ ［ｯＺｾ･＠
alittle closer to the cottage 50 I mad e hlm P 



of toast and peanut butter . He enjoyed that. In fact 
l think he decided to adopt us right then and there. 
He just stayed there. We went berry picking in the 
afternoon. We just drove away and returned two 
hours later. He was sitting on the front steps and 
was sa pleased to see us. We didn ' t know what to 
do with him so we walked him around and asked 
if anyone knew anything about him. No one did. 
He ran in and out of everyone's yard but always 
came back to us . He stayed out front unlil midnight. 
The mosquitoes were very bad so we took him in 
for the nighL Next day we put a notice on the 
Ranger's bulletin board - with no results. On Sun-
day we took him home. We put it on the radio and 
in the paper. We got one response but he wasn't their 
dog. The Pound and Humane Society both said they 
would tak e him for 6 days and if he wasn 't claimed 
they would put him to sleep. Well, he was too nice 
for that so we kept him. We have had him now for 
about 12 years. We thought we were lucky he chose 
aur place and we also thought he was lucky that we 
didn't mind (even though we hadn't planned on 
another dog). So we called him "Lucky" and he 
has been a real joy. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWTSONLIGFECBA

Len and Lucky on our dock, 1989. 

We have a confession to make about the second 
year we were there, we started looking for some nice 
trees to plant in Our front yard but I was having trou-
ble finding something I liked. One day, we had a 
couple of friends visiting and we went out tree hunt-
ing. I found three nice little trees. We dug them up 
and put them in the back of the car. We were just 
about to leave when the Forest Ranger drove up. 
He said, "Do you people have fire arms?" We said, 
"No." He said, "Well, what are you doing here?" 
We said, "We're getting trees!" He said, "Oh, are 
you. Do you know this is a plantation?" We were 
shocked. I said, "I thought this was just asandpit" . 

He said, "It is a sandpit but it's also a plantation . 
Where are the trees?" We showed him and he said 
"Well seeing as how they're dug up, you might ｡ｾ＠
well take them. But, I want you to look after them, 
these are special trees." 

We gave them tender, loving care. Today they are 
big beautiful trees. 

We've always been thankful to that Ranger. 

Brad building the new dock. Gerr and he bought and 
built it. Then told us it was our Christmas present trom 
them alI. 

This is a different story about trees. When our 
three grandsons were young, I took them into the 
woods and they each picked out their own tree. We 
dug them up and lugged them home and planted 
them in the front yard. They were about a foot and 
a bit then. Now they are way beyond the hydro 
wires. Time sure flies ... like the trees, the boys 
grew up too . . . but it is nice to think back. These 
trees were quite lega!. 

Another point of interest for Star Lake is the Gold 
Mine. Years ago it was an active gold mine. When 
we used to go berry picking, we could see the old 
shaft and sluice and the remains of smalI bui!dings. 
The mine was closed in the 1940s when they could 
not get materia1s or manpower. 

In 1973, interes t was renewed. By 1976, a private 
company was formed called Whiteshell Ventures 
Ltd. and exploration resumed. People have staked 
claims which have closed off a lot of our berry pick-
ing areas. Some days we hear a lot of blasting. I 
am sorry to say we don't have minera1 rights to our 
property but we do have a11 the other good things. 

l can think of a couple of interesting deadlines 
we remem ber well . One was quite early in our cot-
tage experience. We were expecting company and 
Len was working on the "biffy". In fact, he was 
cutting the holes for the two-seater when the com-
pany arrived. My nephew's first words as he stepped 
out of the car were, "Where's the 'john'?" I had 
to say that Len was stil! working on it. So he jumped 
back in the car and drove back to Sam's Garage and 
used their facilities. Poor Gram had to wait 
unti! the first hole was cul. 

Another deadline was on Thanksgiving Day. We 
had been out to a banquet on the Saturday and 
someone jokingly said, "Oh we will all go to Vera 
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Al , Gerr, Len and Patch , in the beginning. 

and Len's cottage for breakfast." We took them 
up on that but suggested we make it for lunch . WeU 
- we went home that night about midnight and 
took a turkey out of the freezer and did a quick thaw 
on it. This was before microwave. We used running 
water and worked on it for a while. Then we went 

to bed but set the alarm for 3 a .m. When we got 
up it was stiU partiaUy frozen - but - we put it in 
the oven for a couple of hours, got up again, got 
the giblets out and put the stuffing in and put it back 
in the oven for a few more hours. We left for the 
cottage quite early as we knew we had another dead-
!ine there - our electric stove was sitting in the liv-
ing room. Len had just finished putting in the wiring 

Com roas! Star Lake chief cook and bottle washer 
Howard Welsh. ' 

Our musie men at the com roast, Alan Rosky and 
Bud Jenkins. 

the weekend before but hadn't got the stove hooked 

up. We walked into the cottage and started right 
in, getting the stove into the kitchen. Len had it 
working in short time. The turkey went into the oven 
again and I started dinner. Our company arrived 

and II of us sat down to turkey dinner and I am 
happy to say that aU went weU. 

Along wit h aU their niceties, Starlakers are a so-
ciable bunch. We get together once a year for a com 
roast and barbecue. 

Howard and Dot Welsh are the instigators of this 
event. They get the com and it is the best com in 
town and they never run out. Howard mans the fire 
and cooking pot. He looks great in his apron and 

chef's hat. Dot looks after the other details and they 
do a super job. A few take their barbecues and 
everyone takes their own favourite pienie. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt IS a 
wonderful evening. The Rosses have been very 
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generous letting us hold this annual event on their 
pro perty . Last year we even had live musie to en-
joy and dance to in Ross' big garage, Lot 41, Block 

6. 
l hope we have many more years down at Star 

Lake, our favourite spot in Manitoba. 
Our family lives in Calgary, so they don't get here 

too often. When they do, they always leave their 

marko 
One morning in 1975 my daughter Geraldine and 

oldest grandson Brad got up very early, about 5 
a.m., unknown to uS. 

When we woke up about 8 a.m. there was an odd 
smell and a funny sound coming from the front 
bedroom. We knew something was going on, but 
we just 1ay there. Finally, they invited us into the 
room. What a surprise!!! They had painted the end 
wall (two coats). There was a lovely crocheted bed-
throw on the bed in white, pink and purple, just 
beautiful. My daughter had made it. Our grandson 
had made Len and me a pair of slippers each, mine 
with a big pompon on them. They were too nice to 
wear, so they have been ornament s on our dresser 
ever since. 

Our second grandson made us a bird feeder out 
of popsicle sticks. Our third grandson mad e us a 
bird on a stand out of feathers, it stands on the 
dresser wit h the slippers. They made a11 these things 
at home and brought them from Calgary, a10ng with 
the paint, roller and tray. This was all done for our 
anniversary and my birthday and it's still giving us 
pleasure. 

A few years later the same two, Geraldine and 
Brad, built us a very nice dock. We are not on the 
waterfront so it was started in our front yard and 
hauled down to the water in the station wagon and 
finished there. !t was made in two sections and has 
styrofoam underneath. 

The private docks are on one si de of the beach. 
So we had to tow it from the public dock over to 
our spot. Brad drove the boat. Len hel d the towing 
cord, which wasn't easy and almost pulled him 
out of the boat twice. But they got it to our spot 
and secured it. They bought all the lumber, hard-
ware, foam and everything. They wouldn't let us 
do a thing. When it was finished, they told us it was 
Our Christmas present. 

This is the way it's been since we got the cottage. 
My son-in-law has been finding such "goodies" for 
us as a mounted deer head, moose antlers, an old 
time wash basin and jug, coal-oillamps, horseshoes 
and etc., etc. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAII all adds to the fun of having a cot-

tage. A lot of people, family and friends, have con-
tributed to our cottage. !t's fun to sit and look 
around and put names to the different objects, and 
know someone cared enough. 

STAR LAKE 
BLOCK 6, LOT 6 

By John, Mary and son Terry Prychitko 

Star Lake, Block 6, Lot 6, was leased in 1959. 
Started building the cottage in 1960. They camped 
in a tent during building operations. 

In 1967 an addition was added, one more 
bedroom and breezeway. The garage was built in 
1972 by the whole family. 

In 1977 Max and Doreen Prychitko and their chil-
dren, Sharon and Cordell, took over the cottage. 
During that time we insulated the cottage for winter 
use. We enjoyed snowmobiling, skiing, snowshoe-
ing and ice fishing. In the summer many outdoor 
activities are enjoyed. 

My parents enjoyed many hours of berry pick-
ing and mushroom picking. We all enjoy the wild 
animals and birds. 

STAR LAKE 
BLOCK 6, LOT 12 

By Mr. and Mrs. C. Goetz 

In the fali of 1966, the cottage at Star Lake, Block 
6, Lot 12, was sold to Edward and Juliana Goetz. 

Much time was enjoyed swimming, water skiing 
and fishing in the summer. In the winter, there was 
snowmobiling along the scenie trails with daughter 
Marlene and son-in-law Tom McDougall and fami-
ly, and son Clarence and wife R. Esther Goetz. 

Later, the McDougalls branched out on their own 
to Bersford Lake. In October 1985, the cottage was 
purchased by son Clarence and wife R. Esther. 

I 

The Goelzs' collage, Block 6, Lol 12. 

STAR LAKE 
BLOCK 6, LOT 22 

By Mrs. Martha Bonie 

Most of the construction on our cottage at Star 
Lake, Block 6, Lot 22, was done in 1958. Access 
to the lot was impossible due to the thick brush and 
trees, so first a path had to be cut. 

Deer were plentiful and an extra loaf of bread was 
brought along to feed them. Of course, in a year 
or two when the area was more settled, they did not 

com e around. 

277 



Feeding the deer - The Bonie lamily: Marina, 
Christine and John. 

Pete "The Hermit" was a familiar sight beeause 
he was always available for help. He had lunch at 

Our place many times. Sam from "Sam's Garage" 

also was a great help in transporting people to and 
from the bus, etc. 

aur neighbors were Mr. and Mrs. Alfred Lan-
glois, Mr. and Mrs. Westlake, Mr. and Mrs. R. 
Stanish and Mr. and Mrs. Casey Grocholski. ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

STAR LAKE 
BLOCK 6, LOT 28 

By Jean Turner 

Inhabited by John and Jean Turner and their sons 

Larry and Bob. We had accompanied friends to their 
cottage on Falcon Lake for numerous weekends and 
enjoyed the area so much that when lot s became 
available on Star Lake in the spring of 1955, we 

decided to bid on a lot. We were unsuccessful in our 
bid that year but bid again in the spring of 1956. 

We were Successful this time in obtaining Lot 28, 
Block 6, Star Lake. 

Ouring the summer of 1956, we rented a trailer 
at Toniata campground for Our holidays and went 

over each day to elear Our lot and prepare for build-
ing Our cottage the fOllowing year. In the 

summer of 1957 we again stayed at Toniata, going 
over each day to build the cottage. There was no 
electricity and all work had to be done by hand. 

With perseverance and lots of help from good 
friends, the frame work was up and roof on in Au-

gust 1957. From then on we were able to stay in the 
cottage and all weekends and hOlidays were spent 
working on completing the cottage. 

Larry and Bob were seven and four years old zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBA
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Bob and deer getting acquainted in 1958. 

;" 

Larry Turner wit h cateh ol the day, olf the end ol 
the dock, 1959. 

respectively when we obtained the lot, so they ｧｾ･ｷ＠
up at the lak e taking part in the Red Cross SWlm-

ming elasses, w·ater skiing, fishing and making many 

friends. right 
The first few years, the deer would com e k f 

up to the cottage and we would put out a bloc o 

salt for them. . rove-
Over the years, there have been many Im: John 

ments and changes mad e to our cottage:n uage 
was never happier than when he was at t e cO

hi
.ng 

.. . d t change somet . wlth a SkIl-saw and a new I ea o . 1958 and 
Electricity was brought to Star Lake In ke liv-
with it many improvements were added to ma 

ing easier. . F bruary of 
John suffered a fatal h7art attack In e Now my 

1984 and left a large vOId In our ｨｶｾｳＮ＠ f Calgary 

grandchildren - J ay, ａｭ｡ｮ､ｾ＠ and J ｡ｭｬ｜ｾ･＠ couage 
(Larry's family) enjoy spendmg Wt;e ｡ｾ･ｭｯｲｩ･ｳ＠ of 
each summer and we all have speclaI 

our summers at Star Lake. 



STAR LAKE 
BLOCK 6, LOT 29 

CROCKER zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

Bill and Ruth Crocker first visited Star Lake at 

the cottage of their good friends, Jim and Hazel 
MacOuff. When lots became available in about 
1956, they leased Lot 29, Block 6: "Crockers' 

Corner" . 
Originally there was an old settler's place on the 

sile bullhe roof and two walls had fallen in. The 

seltIer had cleared two or three acres south of the 
beach for crops or hay. 

The floor of the Crocker place was built the first 
year, but it did not get a roof for three years. At 
Ihis time, the beach was poplar and willow bush. 
The ditch beside the road was used as a sandbox 
by the children, and the only swimming available 
was at the mouth of the ditch. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkihgfedcbaWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt was a happy occa-
sion when the beach was developed. 

Several additions have been made to the original 
coltage. It was struck by lightning once - to the hor-
ror of Ruth and her husband who experienced tick-
ling feet as the electricity ran through the metal 
fireplace. 

The cottage is still owned by Mrs. Ruth Crock-
er. The four Crocker children - Chuck, Linda, Bill 

and Rosanne - still enjoy time at Star Lake, along 
with Ruth and Bill's grandchildren. 

The Chocker lamily in The Crocker lamily in 
1959. 1961. 

The Crocker lamily in 1963. 

A winter scene at "Crocker Corner". 

STAR LAKE 
BLOCK 6, LOT 31 

THE "BUD AND DOREEN JENKINS" 
HISTORY 
1959-1990 

By Bud and Doreen 
Debbie, Allen and Jennifer 
Olenn, Cynthia and Ashley 

Jeffrey 

In June of 1959, we purchased our cottage at 
Block 6, Lot 31 (size 24x30') from Walter Warren. 
It was just a shell with one bedroom partitioned off 
that was 8x8'. It a1so was built with a carport, some-
thing you don't really need at the lake. 

The first project, even before moving in the fur-
niture, was to build a fireplace. This was done on 
a weekend in early July by some of our briek 

layer friends. There was some amusement to this 
project in that our front room flooring was of odds 
and end s of hardwood flooring, Walter Warren, a 
carpenter , used up leftovers of homes he had built 

previously. The boys mixed the cement right in the 
cottage, and they were diligentIy working to finish 
the fireplace and have a fire in it that evening, when 
the cement mixer tipped the opposite way and they 
had wall to wall cement. After a few laughs and I 
am sure some loud swearing, they seooped all the 

cement and placed it where it was suppose to go. 
They did have a beautiful fire in our new fireplace 
that evening, after much hard work and digging. 

In early July, we moved in with our littIe girl Deb-
bie who was three years old and we did a lot of work 
our first year. We literally had to use a very large 

seythe to find the front door. The building had been 
vacant since 1958 and no one had cut the grass on 
the very large lakefront lot. We did the usual things 
that summer to make the place livable, put up a se-
cond wall to make the third bedroom, dug a "biffy" 

hole at the back, and built an outdoor toilet, and 
thoroughly enjoyed the fact that we had our own 

cottage. Prior to this, we used to spend our sum-
mer weekends at Bud's parents' cottage in Block 3. 

The following summ er I convinced Bud that we 
needed a screened porch more than a earport. This 

is where we eat most of our meals and have lots of 
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fun and games. . 
In 1961, after the birth of aur daughter Cmdy, 

I started spending twa summer months at the COl
tage. This was easier than coming down each and 
every weekend, carrying cribs, highchairs, playpens, 
all the things you need for young children. Besides, 

it was healthy for the children to be there all sum
mer. The girls fed the deer that wandered through 
aur lot on a daily basis to lick the block of salt we 
placed in aur yard. We aIs o had lots and lots of 
skunks, ground hogs, squirrels, etc. that the girls 

learned to love and respect. 
There were many mothers who spent all summer 

at Star Lake, and therefore the kids (aur Jeffrey 
came along in 1963) had lots of friends. They have 
kept these friendships over the thirty years we have 

had aur cottage. 
The children learned how to swim (and are good 

swimmers) by taking Red Cross lessans hel d at the 
main beach for many years. Same cool mornings, 
around 8 a.m., they thought their mothers we re the 
cruelest people around, but, ance they got down to 
the dock and saw their friends waiting for their les
san, they forgot the chilly weather. 

I was never very brave about staying at the cot
tage with three young children, but I enjoyed lhe 
friendships of all the mothers there. We even had 
a hairdresser for many summers and had to make 
aur usual appointment with her because she was sa 
busy (Jean Lindop). In July 1973, around 2 a.m., 
Cindy heard a strange noise on aur patio and woke 
me to check what it was. Because a light was shin
ing brightly on the patio, I thought a human being 
was breaking in. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt took my strength to look out 
the kitchen door into the patio. Cindy, her girlfriend 
Cheryl and Jeff behind me, crying loudly, "What ywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIGFEDCBA
is it Mom?" 

To my horror, the largest black bear I had ever 
seen was pacing back and forth in front of the 
chesterfield, from the open fridge door, to the 
screened door. I could see he had already devoured 
a pound of butter, one dozen eggs (he had lifted the 
egg tray from the door and placed it on the cement 
floor, not break ing one of them). He lifted a two
quart jar of dill pickIes from door of fridge, laid 
It down on the cement floor, his paw loosened the 
lid and drank all the liquid. Then he left on the f100r 
a very large "calling card" that I had to literally 
shovel up the next day. 

. The kids banged lids together, cried, screamed, 
Jumped up and down, but it had no effect on him. 
He lefl by eutting the screen with his paw, when he 
had enough to eal. I had visions of the bear being 
there all mght because my fridge was fuli of frozen 
meat (J wasn't aware thal they didn't eat frozen 
meat) plus many vegetables, Christmas eake in a tin 
and cookies. I stood behind the patio door with a 
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large butcher knife in my hand. I don 't know wh 
I thought I would do with it, but it gave me so at 

sc:nse of protection. If he had struek the door ｷｾｾ＠
hIS paw, It would have sphntered. With his pacing 

back and forlh on the patio, he had both doors OUI 
of the coltage covered, sa I couldn't get the kids out 

Upon leaving, he picked up a large bag of gar: 
bage from aur diteh and tueked it under his arm 
(in those days, garbage was left at the front of the 
lot for pick-up). [ immediately got the kids into the 

car and went to look for help from the forestry guys. 
My neighbor, Bill Miller, could hear all the ruckus 
sa his lights were on and we stopped and picked ｨｩｾ＠
up. The West Hawk Forestry office was c1osed, so 

we drove to Falcon Lake and they reached the West 
Hawk guys. [ then stayed the night with the Millers. 
The West Hawk guys eame within half-hour and 
asked me several questions, one of which was, "Mrs. 

J enkins, did the bear have a tag in his ear?" I didn't 
have a clue what this meant, and replied, "I was 
too darn scared to eheck his ears!" We were all ner
vous for same time and had a hard time sleeping 

soundly for the rest of the summer . Bears were plen
tiful that summer. The following week a large one 
jumped three feet into the Bergman veranda and 

seared Mrs. Bergman. 
When the kids were quite young, Denis Bergman 

used to arrive early every Friday night via his smali 
pIane. The kids would wait for him to land, aIl hustle 
down to the main doek, each had to help carry up 
his groeeries, and then he would give them a ride. 

In the early 1960s, we would have a com roast 
on the beach for everyone who wanted to attend. 
One person picked up the corn and the other fami
lies would bring their own supplies. Some of tbe cot
tage owners brought musical instruments, ｊ｡ｾｫ＠

Beech - clarinet Irene Chivers and friends of tbem 
- guitars, even 'had Lou Tremeer bring his piano 
down one year (he was the piano player from tbe 
old Metropolitan Theatre for many years), Mr. 
Payne with his banjo and a lot of good VOlces. 

Our three kids had turns at being the "Free Press" 

carrier. 
Eileen Bergman, Willow Rutherford and 1 or

ganized the Star Lake Ski School for about ｦｯｾｲ＠
years. Our kids learned how to water ski, witb quah
fied teachers. Many have won awards at otber lakes 
and sports days and have gone on to ｢･｣ｯｭｾ＠ very 

good skiers. We had 75 to 100 kids ｰ｡ｲｴｩ｣ｩｰ｡ｬｬｮｦｾ＠
the program Rutherfords and Bergmans supp le 
the boats ｷｾ＠ managed to pay the teachers a few 

dollars. Mr. Praull built us a ski jump, which we 
paid him partially for, then sold it back to hlm a 

few years later. This 
In 1977 Bud and I organized a sport s day. d 

' . b' geran 
has been going on every year and getllng Ig d Y 
bigger. We hold it the holiday Saturday or Sun a 



(weather permitting) of the August long weekend. 

First we have a Boat Pok.er Derby, we sen cards at 
the registration desk (WhlCh for the past flve years 
has been the Van Raes) and then you pick up a card 

at four other docks. People at Star Lake have been 
just great at doing this job for us, handing out cards, 

and participating in this annual event. We usually 
sell three decks. Molson's Brewery has sponsored 

aur sports day for the past 13 years. 
We naw have a committee that plans this great 

day. We have kids races, horseshoe and volleybalI 

tournaments. 
In 1972, we added four bedrooms to our cottage. 

Debbie, Cindy and Jeff have always had a friend 
ar twa they wanted to bring down. Enlarging the 
cottage meant we could have an indoor bathroom 

with a shower and a hot water tank. yxutsronmlihgfedcbaUTSRPLJIHFDCBAyxutsronmlihgfedcbaUTSRPLJIHFDCBAyutsronmlihgfedcbaURPJIFDCByutsronmlihgedcbaURPJIFDCBIt was like Iiv-

ing in the Holiday Inn. 
When we were installing the holding tank, Ci n-

dy was the only one small enough to crawl under 

the cottage for at least ten feet to try and join some 
of the pipes. When I think of it now, I rea1ize she 

could have got stuck under there. 
This spring we again added to our cottage. We 

took out the original bathroom and added a new 

area with tub and shower, and also added a storage 
area which in time I hope will house a washer and 

dryer. We put in two large picture windows on the 
back of the cottage for a park-like view. 

Debbie, Cindy and Jeff keep coming down to the 

cottage for their annual holidays and weekends. Al-
len and Glen are enjoying it as well. Granddaugh-
ters lennifer and Ashley both really enjoy the lake. 

The swings, teeter-totters that the Parks have sup-

plied us with are well used by the girls. 

I hope sameone will start up another ski school 
plus hold swimming lessons at our lake, so our 

granddaughters can also enjoy these very important 
things. 

STAR LAKE ywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIGFEDCBA
BLOCK 6, LOT 35 

By Eric and Hazel Payne 

In the late summer of 1957, we rented a cottage 

at Faloma Beach on Falcon Lake. aur friends, the 

McKays, had a cottage on Star Lake and we went 
to vi sit them. They to ok us across to the south end 

of Star Lake to Block 6 which they heard was just 

opening up lots for cottagers. At the time the shore 
Ime was solid willows and other trees which made 
it iI?possible to land on shore. We finally went up 

a duch full of water and the children found a spot 

of sand on which to play. Later, the Parks bulldozed 

the trees away along the south shore and brought 

m 50 to 60 loads of sand and even more over the 
years to make the beach at Block 6. We looked over 

80th birthday ol mother and lather Payne, July 1984. 
Joyce, Frances, Ferne, Roy, Bea (Bernice) and Joan. 

Block 6 and picked out Lot 35. 

When we returned to Winnipeg I went to the Fore-
stry and registered our choice. We bui!t the foun-

dation soon after with plans to build a 24x24' cottage 
in 1958. It was some years later when we added a 
8-foot glassed-in porch. 

I remember Dennis Bergman, who jointly owned 
an airplane with another man, flying me into 
Beauchemin Lake for a day's fishing. I caught a 

7-pound jackfish and before I landed it, the jack-
fish had broken my fibreglass rod in three places . 
I was S0 proud of my catch I wanted to take it home. 

Dennis said, "You can't take that dirty old thing 
in my airplane". I said (something I won't tell). Fi-
nally he found a garbage bag and we put the fish 

in it and took it home where I got a picture of that 

fish and me. 
I always enjoyed waterskiing. Even years ago 

when I was 80, I was going for a ski. I yelled "Go" 

I guess instead of "Hit-it" and I was up and go-
ing. My son-in-Iaw said to the driver, "He said, 

'WHOA', and so the driver stopped the boat and 

naturally I went into the water. 
I take care of a rocky area out behind our lot. 

Over the years I've planted seeds in any soi! that 
I could find and so I have a nice rock garden. When 

the army worms came through, they ruined the vege-
tation and my garden hasn't been as good ever since. 

Som e people have bear stories but I have tree sto-
ries. There was a huge tree about 18 inches at the 

butt near the path we took to the lake. A beaver 

decided to cut it down. 
Another big tree was also in the way. l asked 

the Parks if I could take it down. They looked at 

it and noticed that the tree was on Crown land 
and it had to be left alone. One very windy day it 

was blown down and into the bush. 
There were other obstac1es in our way like the big 

boulder in the front yard. I had someone remove 

it to mak e it easier to cut the grass. 
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STAR LAKE - ISLAND 2 

The Krueger's 

Dr. Karl H. Krueger 

In zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAAugust 1955 - less than a year after we had 

moved to Steinbach, Eva and I decided to take a 
short vacation at Toniata Beach. With us we re 
Christiane, Stephan and Evelyn, who was two 

months old. 
While exploring the Whiteshell Forest one after

noon, we came to Star Lake and were delighted by 
a beautiful peaceful surrounding and atmosphere. 
We drove around with the boat and stopped at the 
large island. At that time we had already fallen in 

love with the lake. A dream had started, which end
ed with a small cottage the next summer. yxutsronmlihgfedcbaUTSRPLJIHFDCBAyxutsronmlihgfedcbaUTSRPLJIHFDCBAyutsronmlihgfedcbaURPJIFDCByutsronmlihgedcbaURPJIFDCBIt was to 
become a resort for relaxation, also appreciated in 
a busy medical practice. 

In August 1959 Ralph was bom, after Eva had 
still been swimming at the cottage the previous day. 
The same year we built a guest cabin together with 
friends, Vera and Walter Willbom. They moved 10 
years later with their four children to a small island 
on Lake of the Woods. 

In 1961 the cottage was enlarged and now offered 
more space for family and friends. 

Birgit, our last chiid, was bom in 1965. For her 
and the other four the lake was and remains an es
sential part of their childhood. The memories with 
lively participation in all sportive and social activi
ties will stay. With Willborns we were all one hap
py family and had memorable years, filled with 
countless joyful hours. 

In 1990 the island was abandoned for the first 
time. Eva had surgery for a cerebral tumor in 
August 1988. She was doing quite well for I ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAY2 years, 
but dld not recover from another operation. After 
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several weeks at the Steinbach Hospital sh d 
in Sep tern ber 1990. e eceased 

There ,,:as such a close association with the island 
that she wIll remrun a part, be included in m ' 

. anYways 
and remem be red as a canng loving and belove 
human bemg. d 

RALPH KRUEGER 

For a decade of baby boomers in the 70s, Star 
Lake was a warm and wonderful place to grow up 

Like a small town, Star Lake had a strong sense o; 
com mu nit y with its centerpiece being the Star Lake 
Water Ski Club. 

Run for most of the 70s by the Rutherford's 
Bergmann's and Krueger's, few who joined will eve; 
forget the joy this club brought to the lake. Ali the 

spills from sailing off of the jump or trying to make 
one more slalom buoy, brought us together on the 
main beach day after day. 

In those days, the oni y engine on the lake with 
over 80 horsepower was the club's ski boat· 
something the poor lake could only dream about 
today. It was a lake known only by insiders, one 
of the best kept secrets in the Whiteshell. Skiing was 
not Star Lake's only claim to farne in those days 
though. The summertime "bashes" were famous 
throughout the Whiteshell and "the warmest water 
in the Whiteshell" was always good for a late night 
skinny dip. 

People change and move on as the years pass and 

nothing ever really stays the same. But for its chil· 
dren of the 70s, Star Lake remains a constant source 
of strength. lts beauty, charm and peacefulness puts 
harmony in the hearts of anyone who was lucky 

enough to have grown up on its shores. 
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Collage Owners Lament 

Anonymous 

We bought a cottage! Oh what a delight 
Good times and laughter, relaxation in sight. 
We invited our neighbors, we invited our friends, 
Our relatives, their relatives and their relatives' friends. 
There's swimming and boating, there's so much to do. 
Go tanning! Go fishing! or in the canoe. 
There's games inside and outside, oh glorious sun, 
Oh glorious cottage, oh glorious fun. 
It's al! so exciting, there's no time to eat. 
Get out of the city, get out of the heat. 
Everyone's ready to leave around five ... 
The weekend begins, they al! start to arrive. 
The beer bottles open, the BBQ's on. 
The folks all seem happy looking forward to fun. 
When somebody's kid decides things are not right 
And creates some excitement by starting a fight. 
The grown folks get high and they start in, too, 
Forgetting just what they came here to do. 
Oh yes, to relax and have fun in the sun. 
The dissension that started affects everyone. 
Things will get better, the whole summer's ahead. 
They will all do their share, at least that's what some said, 
And just as they said, their words were so true -
They sure did their share, giving us more to do. 
Isn't it great, they're now so carefree -
Leaving the cooking and cleaning to me. 
Some forgot their shampoo, sun oil and Off -
And the liquor they brought just wasn't enough. 
Lights are left on, wet towels on the floor, 
Beds are unmade, clothes hung on the door. 
Doors are left open, then, then we suffer al! night 
Listening to buzzing mosquitoes that bite. 
The weekend s come and the weekend s go. 
And owning a cottage is starting to show. 
Being a host is costly - that's true, 
The expenses run high and there's more work to do. 
We won't give it up - we love being at the lake. 
But one summ er of nonsense is al! that we'l! take. 
We'l! enjoy what we have, and just stay out of reach -
And the others can travel to Winnipeg Beach. 
Not al! of our guests apply up above, 
For most that come over, we real!y do love. 
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WEST HAWK LAKE 

SUBDIVISIONS ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLIHDAywvutsrponmlkihgfedbaWURPONMLIHDAywvutsrponmlkihgfedbaWURPONMLIHDA

""." ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBALm4A,,\:i zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA.... , WTSLKHECAWTSLKHECAWTSLKHECAWTSLKHECA

WEST 

lOI, 10A, 10-16,I6A 

HAWK LAKE 

Map ol sub-divisions ol West Hawk Lake. 
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West Hawk 

BACKWOOD CABINS 

now KEYSTONE MOTEL AND CABINS 

This business was started by Pete H uminuik when 
the highway went through in the early 1930s and 
was operated by Sam Yanich as a garage unti! 
1938-1939 when Sam moved to the junction of 44 
and 301 Highways. 

During the war years, the Huminuik fami!y spent 

the summers here. Raymond, a son, sold gas, etc. 
In 1949, Buster and Doris Bellemere bought the 

business . Buster built the first cabins at this loca
tion. Buster would get a permit to cut pulpwood in 
the winter to supplement their income, and he would 
hire men to work for him. One of these was Jack 
Tod who later moved here with his fami!y. 

The Whiteshell post office was located here for 
awhile when the Bellemeres operated the business. 

The main log bui!ding burned down while the 
Bellemeres owned it and was replaced wit h a larger 
building on the same location. 

They sold in the late I950s to Peter and Kay Stem 
who, with their two daughters Kathy and Kim, oper
ated the business unti! 1971 when they sold and 
moved to Whitemouth, Manitoba. The fami!y later 
moved to Winnipeg. While they were living at West 
Hawk Lake Mr. Stem worked at the Weigh Scal es 

here, when they moved he commuted for some years 
from Whitemouth. 

Freda, Gunther and daughter Susie Baukneckt 
took over this business from Stems. They mad e 
many improvements. A modern motel was bui!t and 
aJI the cabins were replaced with larger modern ones. 

Backwood Cabins, 1950, now Keystone Motel and 
Cabins. 

Frieda and Susie Bauknaecht. 

An outdoor swimming pool was instaIled and the 
living quarters and store were enlarged and moder
nized, giving the store a shopping center effect, 
renaming it Keystone Motel and Cabins . 

On wutsrponmihgecWTPIFAwutsrponmihgecWTPIFAwutsrponmihgecWTPIFAAugust l, 1986, they sold and, along with Fre
da's mother moved to Port A1berni, B.C. where they 
bought a home and a motel. 

The business is now owned by June and ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLIHDAywvutsrponmlkihgfedbaWURPONMLIHDAywvutsrponmlkihgfedbaWURPONMLIHDAAl Wagn
er who redesigned the main building and have 
opened one part of the store as a gif! and craft shop, 
something the area needed. 

PINE CONE BAR 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
1963-1968 

By Olive Colbert 

As a licensed practical nurse, I had a yen to do 
something different. In the late winter of 1963, I 

saw an ad in the Free Press stating the Pine Cone 
was for sale. It had been vacant for quite awhile 
and was not well equipped. In the back part was 
a big cooler, an electric stove, a sink and a cold water 
tap. In the front, there was an ice cream freezer, 
a soft ice cream machine, a large old soda fountain, 
an ice cream freezer that didn ' t work, two or three 
small tables, a drink cooler and a milk shake 
machine. 

I struggled through the first season with three elec
tri frying pans and two kitchen deep fryers for cook
ing hot dogs, hamburgers and chips and warming 
buns. A friend in Winnipeg said to use peanut oi! 
for deep frying so I got a 5-gallon can from Cana-
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West Hawk Lake 

Project Mav Help 

First Men On Moon 

SCIENTIFIC drilUng 
project now underway 

at West Hawk Lake in 
Manitoba may help man 
to land on the moan. The 
te:ots _ conducted by the 
r e d e r a I department ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVSRQPOMLKJIHEDCBAoC 
mlne! ancl' technical sur· 
veys - are designed to 
help sc:lentlsts leam mart! 
about meteorIle craters, 

It's on old meteorite croter, 
scientists soy, and the moon's 

surfoce is fuli ol them 

by CHARLES WILLIAMS 

The man ln--ch'r&e wutsrponmihgecWTPIFAwutsrponmihgecWTPIFAwutsrponmihgecWTPIFAot the the)' do upect lo llnd ,re The dMllers expect to giN 

proJe-cl - Dr. IUl H.llld.y - piece! ot ｭ･ｬＺｯｍｴ･＠ and liso down to Ole 3,000 toot level 

:;:erstheon ｾｾ､ｾｾ＠ ｾｾＺｲＺｾ＠ ｾｾ｣ｴｾ｡ｬｬｾｾｾ ［ ｾ＠ w:: ｴｾＡ＠ beto"" t he y "I'I! throufh. 
prepilnlt.lona now be1ng made tOm! ot the bJow. br1n&1ng up co'"" ot I'OC'k 
for • moon l.ndln&" whnt n b W{lrk .. qulte dlUerent WhlC'h C'an be eompared Jor 
Uf,ttn eould provlde .. major ｲｯｭ＠ thal whlm Dr. HaIUday compos!.Uon and ｾｮＵｬｬｹ＠ ｷ｜ｴＡ＠
problem to aslnlnaul&. and hl, co-worker. Art Crl!. IIHroy rock. 

TIIe West H.wk project - ten, .re used to. A!S membeMl The Can,dlan ｷｾｴ＠ eon- Dr, 'an HaUldClY (lIte' ,h. d,III"'fI ," I" lip on thl ICI o, W.J' 
H_k lerk. , In ｾ＠ hellrt ot M3nttOt;,.', ol !he SIellat Physla d!vlalon t.lns 80me ol the Qlóe$t rock 

.... c.tlonl.nd - ls one ol ten ol lhe ｦｾｲ｡ｬ＠ mlncs depart. In tlle world, .ro:! ｭｵＡ＼＠

almllar undeM.kings belnIl[ ment,thf')' lpend a lot of the'!r thel'l!fol'l!COI'1I.ln someof the 

conducted by the .lederlJ dl!- !lm" photC(nophlnI ｭ･ｬｾｲｬｬｵ＠ oldH! mll!t. eorlle craters In Ih'l TKF. LAST "billi" ｭＧｬ･ｯｲｩｴ･＠ ellrtll IJ bound to help &511'0-

1 

1TI.'lY oIhn- ｾｾｰ･｣ｴＮｳＮ Ｎ＠ ". 
p.rtm!nl .<:T08lI C.nada. t rom th! ｯ｢ｾ ｾ ｬｉｴｯ ｲｬ ･ｳ＠ In world, Dr, H.nld.y .. ｹｾ＠ Ihe 10 talion l.nd hll SlberI. In nal.llJJ, be<:II.lH Ihe moan', Ihese aimUarit!" m.y apeli 
InlJ('r'I SI.,.. Icu(em canad. and In E(\, urlh la hl l by a Ｂｳｬｾ･｡｢ｬ･Ｂ＠ 1947, ｷｨｾ＠ a ｬｊｏＮｬｯｮ＠ m..,.. ot lunlce hu man)' ｭｯｾ＠ me- 1.he ､ｬｬｬｦｾｮ･･＠ llet .... ·f'I!n $Un'fll 

TH E: ORILLlNG 1$ I ruuJt monlon. metronie evel')' 10,000 ｾＮｾＮ＠ rock plowed Inlo the urth. teonle cralers Ihln eanh. 'Ole Ind lallure [Gr the lim moon 
or ｉｨｲｾ＠ yeua ol prclimlnilry * , * * ｔｨｾ＠ ql.llrtera oC thes.t tall m levellln, ｾ＠ fot ｭｯｾ＠ tlIln moan has no Ｎｴｭｏｬｰｨ･ｾ＠ lo ｬ｡ｮ､ｊｮＬｾＮ＠
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｜ｾ＠ nNJ'ly ｾｲ＠ In nature, la Ihe dnUen _ undtt ｾＧｮ､＠

ＱＺｾ Ｇ＠ ::::i ｨＡＺｯ［Ｚ･ｾｉｬ｡ＺＱ＠ :: ｾ［ＡｾｫｾｨｬＺｾ＠ ｾ］ｉＺＢＬｲＺ［ｾ＠ This was first printed in Winnipeg Free Press 
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West nawk Wili! created by 
Ihe Impe.1'T. ol I mettor1lt 
wflil'hlnil' 80mewhere In Ihe 
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da Packers and was in business. J used McCain's 
frozen potato chips that came in 20-lb. cases. J just 

cooked what was ordered and kept the rest frozen. 
The sof t ice cream machine didn't wark very well 

because the water pressure wasn't good. A good 
flow was necessary to keep the machine freezing. 
The Park s soon put in a new larger line from the 

water tank to supply the Shell Station and us. Peter 
Stem had been wanting a better supply for a long 
time. He wondered how I got it sa quickly . J don't 

really know. 
My daughter, Marlene, was with me all summer. 

On weekend s my husband and san, Jim Colbert, 
came from Winnipeg to hel p us. 

The weekend after Labaur Day, my husband 
came and Saturday moming, we started to tear out 
the old soda fountains and freezers . A gas line broke 
and fumes drove us out of the building. Lyle Moffet 
and Harvey Zimmerman came along with gas masks 

and closed off the broken pipes. lt was late after-
noon before we could get back to work. We did a 
lot of painting tbat year, too. 

Another disaster that year happened the first day, 
late in J une, when Marlene and I drove down to 
open up. My Morris car conked out at Falcon Lake. 
We managed to coast to the garage where a kind 
person loaded us up and drove us to West Hawk. 
I have no idea who it was. 

The second summer we installed new cupboards 
and counters. We bought a new deepfreeze and a 
second-hand deep-fryer. We insulated the two 

bedrooms, put on wall board and installed two 
windows. Each summer we set up a two-room tent 
for extra sleeping space. 

The first year we closed about 11:00 each even-
ing except on weekends when we stayed open longer. 
The second year we found we were missing a lot of 
business at midnight, so we stayed open until 1 a. m. 
On weekends if the weather was good, we would still 
be going at 4 a.m. There were a lot of hungry peo-
ple around the lakes and no other place was open 
after midnighl. 

In 1967, the Pan-American Games bicycle races 
were hel d at West Hawk Lake. lt was Sunday the 
long weekend in August. We thought we had a grand 
stand seat because the races started at Crescent 
Beach, came up the hill and across to No. I High-
way, east on No. I to 44 and then back to Crescent 
Beach . The cyclists travelled this course 15 to 16 
times to make the required distance . We were busy 
from 8 a.m. untillO p.m ., so hardly saw anything. 

C.B.C. cabins opened their lunch counter around 

5 ar 6 a.m . and closed at 6 p.m. We closed around 
lO p.m . because we were all so tired . 

The weather was perfect and many people came 
from all around the lakes, intending to watch awhile 
and leave. The weather was so good and the race 

so interesting, they stayed most of the day. Need-
less to say, lots of food, ice cream and drinks were 
sold. Extra supplies were brought in from the dairy 
depots at Falcon Lake and Kenora. 

Many are the good memories of the six summers 
spent at West Hawk Lake and the Whiteshell . I even 
dlshed out the occasional aspirin and heated baby 
bottles . One night, a girI from Winnipeg slept on 
the floor. She had come with someone in a U-drive. 
The driver and car disappeared and she had nowhere 
to stay. 

About seven years after I left West Hawk Lake, 
I was working in SI. Boniface Hospital. An em-
ployee looked at me and said, "Oh, the ice cream 
lady". 

Another time, in an elevator, a student doctor 
said, "Hi Ma". He had worked on the toll gate. 
Other people called me "Ma", 100. 

I like to get back to the lake whenever possible 
and visit the friends I made when I was there or just 
enjoy the beauty. 

P .S. Each October, I would go back to hospital 
work, then quit before May 24. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 

CRESCENT BEACH CABINS 

C.B.C. cabins and store were started about 1932 
and were the second tourist cabins in the West Hawk 
area. They were started by Hector MacKenzie, a 
Winnipeg businessman who worked in the Grain Ex-
change. Before he started the cabins, he had a cabin 
of his own at Lot 8 Crescent Beach Subdivision . 

Mr. MacKenzie never stayed to operate the busi-
ness. He hired a carpenter who, in tum, employed 
men from the relief camp to do the building. Help 
was always hired for the store and cabin work too. 

One couple who worked for Mr. MacKenzie was 
Mr. and Mrs. Steadsman. They had worked at 
Toniata camp at Falcon Lake previously. They could 
do anything. At Toniata, Mrs. Steadsman shingled 
a cabin with the help of an other girl who was work-
ing there at the time. At Crescent Beach, they built 
one of the first cottages on McKenzie Beach, along 
with the other chores that went along with running 

a camp. 
Another couple who worked for Mr. MacKenzie 

were Mr. and Mrs. Blackwell. They came in 1949 
and left in 1958. The num ber of cottages both at 
the camp and private ones were increasing and one 
big job was putting up ice in the winter . Mr. Black-
well was sort of in charge of the biggest operation in 
the area. lee would be eut and hauled to ice houses 
at the Trans-Canada Restaurant, Sam's Garage and 
C.B.C. as well, a big ice house in the bush was filled, 
also some ice houses at private cottages. Jf the ice 
flooded or was not suitable at Falcon, ice was hauled 

287 



from West Hawk to fill the ice houses at Toniata 
and Penguin camps. Otherwise the equipment was 

moved to Fa1con and ice cut there . This col d 
job was done after New Year's. One year, Mr. 
Blackwell misjudged where the hole in the ice was, 
backed up and fell into it and luckily had someone 

there to pull him out. 
Mrs. Richardson came every summer for years, 

starting sometime in the late 1940s and every year 
thereafter till the Harbottles bought the camp. 

Mr. MacKenzie died January 25, 1955. Mrs. 
Richardson and Mr. and Mrs. Blackwell managed 
the business for the next owners till 1958, when 
Mi!ne and Edna Harbottle bought the business and 
moved to West Hawk Lake. 

NEW YEAR'S DINNER 

For several years during the early 1940s, 'Mac' 
MacKenzie, the owner of CBC Cabins at West 
Hawk Lake, hosted a large dinner on New Year's 
day. Between 25 and 30 local people would enjoy 
a huge turkey dinner and after the meal, the ladies 
would dean up while the men went down to the lake. 

An area of snow would be deared from the ice 
in front of the present beach area and a few large 
blocks of ice would be cut. This ritual was the start 
of a major task of putting up over 50 tons of ice 
for the coming season. Buried in sawdust in ice 
houses, it would serve the local residents, business
es and cottage owners for all the coming summer. 

George and Gladys Watkinson, Bill Blackwell, 
Adolph Zimmerman, Janet Blackwell. ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRONMLKJIHGFEDAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSONMLKJIHGFEDA
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Survey map ol Hawk Claim. 
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REGISTERED AS C.B.C. CAMP 
By Edna Harbottle 

One of the first peole we came to know was Mr. 
Erics. He opened Gibson Bowling A1leys in the city 
but always took time out to enjoy many hOlidays 
at the lake. On one of his visits he told us the story 
of HA WK - incidentally the man the lake was named 
after. Hawk had requested that upon his death that 
he be buried on the shore of West Hawk Lake. His 
wish was consequently carried out - but in 1930 
Hawk's body was moved unto the property of 
C.B.C. Camp when the No. 4 Highway was built. 

As far as I know, Hector Mckenzie built C.B.C. 
camp and amining syndicate bought the camp af
ter he died. In 1958 we bought the camp and moved 
to West Hawk Lake with our two sons, Robert and 
Garry. At the time the C.B.C. consisted of a store, 

garage, 25 non-modern cabins, an ice house, and 
several boats. MacKenzie had built a dock which 
was later taken over by the forestry , but MacKenzie 
and later ourselves had full use of the dock. The 
boats, being a mainstay for the resort, were rented 
out to the public for fishing and joy riding. 

When we first came to the camp we had only 
seasonal access to fresh water so our first priority 
was to put in a waterline which we did in 1959 with 
the he1p of Mike Manchulenko digging the trench 
and Harry Podu1chuk as the drag line operator. In 
the summer months, we had to deliver ice to the 
cabins' ice boxes every other day. This meant that 
much of the winter was spent cutting ice on West 
Hawk Lake as well as cutting firewood for year 
round use. In order to meet demands of the camp, 
we worked from 7:00 a.m. to midnight every day. 
We rented smaller cabins out at $4.00 a night and 
$6.00 a night for the larger ones. In September of 
1959, Mi!ne became the postmaster of the Whiteshell 
post office which supplemented our income and 
he1ped to enable us to make our payments. We held 
the post master position unti! 1979 when he retired, 
and following that Edna filled the position unti11985 

when she reached age 65. 

CBC winter scene. 
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Edna and Milne Harbottle. 

In 1967, we built a modern six unit motel with 
the help of John Ennis doing the plumbing and 
Mickey Kojomia the electrical work. In 1968, we 

added a fuli y-modern cottage and modernized four 
more cottages. By the early 1960s Milne had built 
a take-out-cafe which we operated for about 
five years, but it was simply too hectic to maintain 
during the expanded renovations. 

We still had the cafe when the p AN-AM-GAMES 
came to Winnipeg in July of 1967. The cyc1ist com
petitions were held at West Hawk Lake. Represen
tation from Quebec, Venezuela, Columbia, 
Equador, Argentina and Canada. I remem ber this 
because we fed the Canadian cyc1ists at breakfast 
and they consequently took first place. The week 

Presentatlon ol cycling awards, PanAm Games 
1967, at main beach, West Hawk Lake. 

leading up to the games were the busiest we ever en
joyed and we housed many of the officials and com
petitors . The c10sing celebrations were very 
memorable and we enjoyed ourselves immensely. 

During the mid 1960s while we were building up 
the camp, we presented Mr. Finley and Mr. McCal
lum (syndicate) wit h the need for a church at West 
Hawk Lake. Mr. McCallum, who was truly a su
per person, agreed to the idea and along with Roy 
Finley and Don Patterson donated one acre of land 
for the site of the West Hawk Lake United Church, 
and for ten years following, Milne and Edna provid
ed a cottage for the student ministers at our camp. 
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Crescent Beach (main beach), West Hawk Lake. 

Sam Yanich 's truck. This is what happened when 
he went in to get his mail. 
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Mr. and Mrs. Leece. This is how Ihey Iravelled across 
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C.B.C. staff over the years: 
Students: 
Rose Anne Love 
Wendy Westgate 
Heather Hodgkinson 
Marie Pash 
Tina Amerongen 
Jane Clarke 
Jean Tod 
Caro l Robertson 
Barbara Bracken 
Kathy Essenchuk 
Erwin Thiessen 
Cathy Johnson 
Gail Foster 
Raymonde Reimer 
Gai! Berg 
Garry Harbottle 
Bob Harbottle 
Louise Hodgkinson 
Barbara Allen 
Garry Simonson 
Gai! Humpage 
Graham Curtis 
Kevin Harbottle 
Darrei Kinley 
Randei Kinley 

Victor Milne Harbottle: 

Susan Schaldemose 
Rob Davidson 
Fraser Ogston 
Brian Curtis 
Lorne Harbottle 
Shawn Harbottle 
Suzanne Harbottle 
Heather Johnson 
Cindy Berg 
Phyllis Bremner 
Debbie Konawalchuk 
Scott Konawalchuk 
Lynn Foster 
Sheri Harbottle 

Elders: 
Mary Richardson 
Jean Humpage 
Viv Harbottle 
Ann Davis 
Eva Tourand 
Louise Y oung 
Phil Clarke 
Gordon Clarke 
Jim Clarke 

Milne was bom 18th July, 1914 at Napinka, 
Manitoba. He was educated at Purple Hill and 
Napinka schools. In 1940, he enlisted with the Lord 
Strathcona Horse as their carpenter , ended up finger 
printing and photographer for Canadian Bureau of 
1dentification. 

In 1941, he married Edna Clarke. Two children 
were bom of this marriage, Robert and Garry Har
bottle. 

Robert Harbottle: 

Bob was bom in 1942 in Winnipeg. He received 
his schooling in Winnipeg and his B.S. at the Univer
sity of North Dakota. At present time he is an in
dustrial art s teacher in Winnipeg. Bob married 
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Wendy Westgate and they have three sons - Kevin 
Shawn and Lorne. ' 

Kevin - educated in Winnipeg. Graduated from the 
University of Manitoba this past spring, 1990, with 
a Bachelor of Arts degree. He is now employed with 

Trans-Canada Pipeline working on construction. 
Shawn - is currently tak ing education at the Univer
sity of Manitoba with hopes of becoming an indus
trial arts teacher. He works for the Fisheries 
Department in the Whiteshell during the summer 
months, and loves to snowmobi!e in the winter. 
Lorne - Graduated from High School this past June 
1990 and is currently working for Trans-Canada 
Pipeline. He plans to take a trip to California in 
January and hopes to go into Physical Education 
at the University of Manitoba. 

Garry Harbottle: 
Garry was bom in February, 1945 in Winnipeg. 

He got his education in Winnipeg, Falcon and 

Whitemouth schools. He helped operate the tourist 
camp at West Hawk Lake and later became em
ployed with the Trans-Canada Pipeline. He holds 
the following certificates: Fundamentais of Metais 
for Pipeliners, Basic Instrumentation 7 Gas Com

pressor, Electrical Maintenance Years l, 2, 3 and 
Gas Technology Division. Technician at Station No. 
45 at Faleon Lake. Garry married Gai! Berg in 1968 
and they have two daughters - Suzanne and Sheri. 

Suzanne - Educated at Falcon Lake, Steinbach, and 
now tak ing law in her 4th year at the University af 

Manitoba. During the summer is employed by the 
Parks one season, and presently with Trans-Canada 

Pipeline. 
Sheri - Educated at Faleon Lake, Ajax, Ontario and 
presently at Steinbach. Sheri excels in all her wark 
and sports, and will be taking part in the CANA
DA GAM ES in P.E.1. - 1991 as a Junior Blathy

lone Competitor. 

G '1 Milne Edna. 
Harbottle family· Back row: Garry, al, . ｃｨｾｲｩ＠ Dar. 

Kevin , Bob, Wendy, Janet (friend) Fronl roW. , 
cy (friend), Lorne, Shaun. 



IV 
Fal;:: ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
elbtlOi!li 

-CI> Ir. ｈ ･ｬｬ＠

ｩＱｳｯｦ ｜ ｦｾＮ｡ｬ＠

GasCC& 
ｉＬ ｾ Ｌ＠ Jarl 

Sutioo.' 
llergml 
: and Sl!i 

'bacb.mI 
oil miij ol 

lyedbytit 

1IIl.call!1 

)ntaril aul 

U ber fili 

be CAM' 
r BiailY' ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAtsniecYWTSONLKJIHFEDCBAYWTSONLKJIHFEDCBA

WEST HA WK LAKE, 1946 

JACK'S DANCE HALL 

NOW NITE HA WK CAFE 

By Jack Nicholson 

As hostilities ceased in Europe in 1945, my mind, 
Iike that of every other serviceman, turned to 
thoughts of what I would do upon my return to 
civilian life. Before the war, I had always said I 
would build a dance hall at West Hawk Lake but 
it seemed a boyhood fantasy. However, in 1946, this 
dream became a reality, as Jack's was constructed 
to provide dancing and movies to cabin owners and 
campers from Rennie to Kenora. Fast-food service 
french fries, hot dogs, coffee were available. ｊ｡｣ｫＧｾ＠
Place became a popular stop for Kenora cabin own
ers as they travelled on No. I Highway (now High
way 44). I would imagine a whole generation will 
remember Jack's Place. IstiII meet happy couples 
who met at the dance hall. 

We have seen many changes in our resort since 
those early days. Our year-round population includ
ed Bob Tully - a talented carpenter and handyman, 
Stan and Gertie Crook - Stan was our postrnaster , 
Pete Dyck acted for a short while as caretaker for 
the Star Lake Mine properties, Gus Lindquist - a 
highly respected Swedish gentleman, Frank and 
Adele Reichert owned the Trans-Canada Restaur
ant, Ed and Ella Schindler from Toniata, Sam and 
Vicki Yanich, who supplied lirnited automobile serv
ices, and a great deal to the welfare and prestige of 
our community. There was also a year-round Forest 
ranger with a limited staff. 

Excitement was in the air at West Hawk Lake 
then. Plans were afoot for a resort to be built by 
owners of mining c1aims on the north shore of Pen
niac Bay. This project, a10ng the lines of the board
walk in Atlantic City, was to be called Pixieland , 
The thousand of patrons they hoped to attract would 
arrive from Ingolf via a spur railroad line included 
in the plan. Portions of the project remain includ
ing Jock Tod's former dwelling, the proposed dance 
hall, nowa bunkhouse for area workers. Bob Tul
Iy, who was hired as foreman, built a home on land 
overlooking Pen ni ac Bay. This was as far as Mr. 
Daniel and his associate proceeded. 

As the years passed, I acquired the position of 
postrnaster and justice of the peace for the area. I 
established a grocery store to serve the growing num
ber of summer residents and the winter residents em
ployed in the construction of the new Trans-Canada 
Highway. 

I met a very lovely girl, Jean Brown, who became 
my wife in 1956. Our family consists of daughters 
Jeanine and Jennifer and a son John, all of 
Winnipeg. 

The decision to sel1 my business at West Hawk 

Art Briggs looking lor entertainment. 

Lake was a difficult one but a position in an entire
Iy different field arose and proved to be the mag
net to move to Winnipeg. We had always had our 
cottage at Penniac Bay and, having retired now, I 
spend most of my summers in the area I love so 
much. 

The Nickolsons sold the business to Mr. Laferi
ers who first operated it himself, then rented it to 
El1ie Zimmerman in 1969. 

March 1970, Harvey and Ellie Zimmerman 
bought the business, sold their home on Block 4, 
West Hawk Lake, and moved to their present loca
tion which is known as the Nite Hawk Cafe. 

Harvey and El1ie came from farms near 
Whitemouth. Harvey to work for the Forestry in 
1955 and El1ie in 1956 to work at the Trans

Canada Restaurant. El1ie continued to work there 
after she was married whenever she was needed unti1 
she had her own business. 

They have completely renovated the business and 
now have a restaurant and tak e-out order service. 
Their place is well known for ElIie's home-cooking, 
in particular her homernade chips and borscht. 

Before Harvey had completed their first home on 
Block 4 West Hawk, he won a cottage with a $1. 
raffle ticket at Beausejour. He had it dismantled and 
rebuilt on Block 4, just 210ts over from where they 

were living. 
Their family of Barbara, Donald, Brian and Sha

ron were all bom and raised here. Barbara now Iives 
at Elma, Manitoba and has three daughters who 

often come to West Hawk to help grandma in the 
summer. Donald Iives at Falcon and works for 
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the Parks he is married and has three sons, Brian 
Iives and ｾｯｲｫｳ＠ in Winnipeg, Sharon is married and 
Iives at West Hawk Lake and helps operate the Nite 

Hawk Cafe. 

JENSEN MARINA LTD. CELEBRATES 
20 YEARS IN BUSINESS 
AT WEST HAWK LAKE 

By Olive Zimmerman 
from Whiteshell Echo 

1984 marks 20 years in the marina business for 
Ib Jensen at his present location. Ib first came to 
West Hawk in 1960 and rented a small building from 
Newton Major (where the present Major Service is 
located). He started repairing boats and motors, plus 
doing the occasional welding job when called for. 
In 1964 he bought the land where he is present1y 10-

cated and started building a workshop and business 
which at first was mostly repairs. He then expand-
ed to sales of O.M.C. and added storage sheds. He 
can now handle about 100 units for winter storage. 

Last fall he increased his main building to give 
him another service bay. Through the years Ib has 
done other jobs to hel p build up his business to its 
present size. For about 10 years he operated the Ma-
rina at West Hawk and had the Power Toboggan 
RentaIs at Falcon Ski Slopes. 

When he could, Ib employed people living in the 
area. Years ago when most boats were made of 
wood, he employed Bob Tulley who was a 'Boat-
Rite' , to do repairs on wooden vessels. Three resi-
dent boys that spent their summers working and 
learning about boat and motor repairs were Wayne 
Zimmerman, Colin Moffatt and Donald Zim mer-
man. Ib now employs one boat rigger and one mo-
tor mechanic for about nine months of the year. 

There is a saying that says - "Behind every suc-
cessful man is a good wife", and in Ib's case, Brenda 
is always there to go for repairs or scrub a boat, 
make a coffee or encourage a sale a little. For fu-
ture expansion help, he has two sons he'll soon be 
able to put to work. Karl is in grade 2 and Paul is 
in grade I at Falcon Beach Schoo!. 

When I asked Ib what he would do different if 
he had it to do all over again, his com men t was _ 
"to start out twice as large" . 

November I, 1987 Jensen's Marina was sold to 
the Heard Brothers who renamed the business West 
Hawk Marina. The Jensens moved to Victoria, B.C. 

KATIE'S TEA ROOM 
TRANS-CANADA RESTAURANT 

WEST HA WK INN 
By O. Zimmerman 

The original building, as near as can be learned, 
was built about 1930, by a university student who 
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Department ol Mines and Natural Resources Permit, 
1935, Katie 's Tea Room $100. 

went on to be a druggist. 
The next owner was Katie Budzinski. Katie was 

a hard worker, who had worked for a farm family 
named Regale near Beausejour, Manitoba before 
buying a tea room at Whitemouth, Manitoba. While 
she had this restaurant in Whitemouth, she cooked 
for the crew that was building the highway (present 
Highway 44). It was here that her husband left her 
and four of five children. One child, a son, went 
out to play one day and was never seen again. 

As the highway progressed east, Katie followed 
and bought the restaurant at West Hawk Lake.m 
either 1933 or 1934. At that time, it was just the dm-
ing room and the room right behind it. A big cook 
stove also served to heat the dining room and 
bedrooms at the side. A reservoir attached to ｴｾ･＠
stove was the source of hot water. When the tab e 
dothes or other things needed ironing, the sad-irons 
we re moved to a hot spot on the top of the stove 
that had been wiped dean with crumpled paperso 
that there was no grease or anything else to stlck 
to the irons and hence to the dean dothes. Nearer 
the back of the stove the coffee pot was always hot 
enough for serving ｾｮ､＠ the kettle was a1ways full 
nearby so a quick ｾｯｴ＠ of tea could be made. The 
water was all hauled from a well at Crescent ｂｾ｡｣ｨ＠
which was quite a job because it was all uphll!. 

While Katie owned the restaurant, she saved a lot 
of invoices and other papers in a box that was. ｰｵｾ＠
in the attic of the building. These papers remame 
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Ranser Schor tlnghuis to superv1se . 

H. l. Stevenson. 

Gus' cabin , $1.00. 

there untouched unti! the present owners, Duke and 
JoAnne Daquay, took over in 1979. There were let-
ters telling of cold winters and som e of hard times 
and lonesomeness for farnily far away and not 
enough money to go for a visit. 

There were maps of the area showing where all 
the mining c1aims were and the names of each c1aim . 
There were receipts from the Whiteshell P.O. and 
perrnits from the Department of Mines and Natur-
al Resources for a year's fee for $1. There were also 
a great number of invoices from G. McLean Com-
pany Limited which showed the prices at wholesale 
in 1938. I have added the price in 1990 just for a 
comparison. 

Gus Lindquist, a prospector, lived in a smalI cabin 
near Crescent Beach, before the highway came 
through. This cabin was right on the land where the 
highway went through and had to' be removed. He 
later built a cabin behind the dance hall and lived 
there for years. There is more on the story of Gus 
and his cabin in Dr. MacCharles' story going back 
to early days at West Hawk Lake. 

Old-timers spoke of Gus' work at the tea room 
and the invoices show that he could have had a more 
vested interest in the business than was previously 
known, as the bills from the wholesa1e show both 
his name and Katie. The food supplied for the mine, 

that was in operation at that time, was purchased 
through the Tea Room and billed to both Messrs. 
Linquist and Budzinski at West Hawk Lake. Some 
of the earliest bills showed they were shipped to Ren-
nie and had to be picked up there. Later ones were 
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Early 1930's. Note barrel (wooden) to catch wateroll 
the rool. 

For many years the Trans·Canada Restaurant was 
a bus stop lor Moore's Buses. Frank Rogers drove this 
route lor years, he did sa many other little extras like 
drop orders lor supplies 011 at wholesales ar ｰｬｾ｣･ｳ＠
ol businesses, and many times he took leHers to the 
city because even then it was laster than mail service. 

shipped by ｾｯｯｲ･Ｇｳ＠ Bus. Other material saved was 

a 1930 Manttoba promotlonal brochure for Ihe 

lourisl industry showing what we know as lhe 

Whiteshell Park in Manitoba is all part and parcel 

of Minaki and the Lake of the Woods on the Win. 
nipeg River. 

There were pictures taken around West Hawk 

of Gus' cabin ｡ｾ､＠ people that no one knows, so 
names can't be mcluded. 

As years went by, Katie spoke to her daughlers 

of wanting to leave West Hawk. A daughter Mar

garet worked at Stevenson Airfield, now Winnipeg 

International Airport, the same place Frank Riechen 

did during the war. This was the beginning of Adele 

and Frank's association with the restaurant at West 
Hawk Lake. 

On Friday, July 25,1943, the Riecherts took over 

the restaurant. The first summer , Adele and an 

elderly lady ran the business and Frank continued 

to work in Winnipeg. Adele had been here in 1935 

on a holiday in Kenora (when the highway was just 

a rough and dusty gravel road) and in 1939 she 

spent a holiday with Sam and Vicki Yanich at West 
Hawk Lake. 

Not long after, Frank and Adele took over the 

business. They renamed it the Trans-Canada 

Restaurant and enlarged the building by adding the 

store which later housed the laundromat, and is now 

the extention to the enlarged dining room. Then they 

added the kitehen and the last major addition they 

did was in 1957 when the Birehwood Beverage Room 
was built. 

By 1950, whie'h was before e1ectricity eame to the 

area, they had purehased a large propane cooking 

range with a grill and installed propane lights in the 

dining room as a baek-up if the Delco lighting plant 

fai led. The Delco plant also supplied power for a 

big walk-in fridge in the baek shed. Before thls 

souree of power beeame available, the only means 

of keeping perishables was wit h ice which had been 

eut and stored during the winter. With proper care, 

this iee would last all summer of the following year. 

Early in the spring of 1950, Frank Rodgers, the 

Moore's bus driver, arrived with a fawn whose 

Trans.Canada ｒ･ｳｴ｡ｾｲ｡ｾｴ＠
with Birchwood Inn addltlo . 
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Deer· allen 20 ar more travelled !rom one business 
to another for handouts, 

mother had been killed on the highway. He wanted 
to know if Frank and Adele would raise it. The fawn 
became a pet to staff and customers. He would eVen 
come into the dining room for treats. He encouraged 
lots of ice cream sales because people would buy 
a cone to feed the deer and take pictures. This went 
on unti! the poor littIe deer suffered a common 
child's ailment, constipation. From then on his treats 
were closely monitored. 

Another memorable incident in the summer of 
1950 was the rai!road strike. No passenger trains 
were running and the Trans-Canada Restaurant was 
the fust 20-rninute stop for buses after they lef! Win-
nipeg. At the height of the season, up to seven buses 
fuli of people stopped at one time. Beforehand, the 
kitchen staff would make a variety of sandwiches. 
Pies were cut and put on plates. Lots of coffee was 
made and the kettle fuli of hot water for quick cups 
of tea. Extra girls were on duty in the dining room 
and three people worked in the store. Everyone in 
the store stayed in one place, one serving ice cream 
and frozen treats and collecting for them . The se-
cond sold chocolate bars and cigarettes and collected 
for them and the third person looked af!er the din-
ing receipts. One of the arriving times for buses was 
about 7 p.m. These buses were going to Winnipeg. 
On Sunday nights, cottagers stopped in their car s 
for the famous Sunday chicken dinners . Add five 
to seven buses loaded in the restaurant and let me 
tell you, there were sighs of relief when those buses 
lef!, Many of you old-timers will remem ber that was 
the summer that Adele ws expecting a baby (Paul). 

In the spring of 1953 or 1954, a semi-truck was 
parked in front of the restaurant without the wheels 
cranked to the left or righL While the driver was 
eating, the brakes let go and the truck crashed 
through the wall of the store, coming to a stop by 
the counter. 

Then there was the summer day one of the boys 
got sprayed by a skunk as he left Pat's Inn (our out-
door biffy). He came running into the restaurant 
hollering, "Mommie, mommie, smell me!" and all 

Winter . Divers warming up and relaxing. 

the customers left. 
Other memories of our days at West Hawk were 

the February Ice Fishing Derby on West Hawk 
Lake. The men from the Rehab Camp at Falcon 
would drill about 2000 holes in the ice in prepara-
tion for the event. Then on the Saturday and Su n-
day, fishermen would flock to the lake, some would 
set up tents, some would drive their cars and trucks 
on to the ice, and others would light fires near the 
holes where they were fishing. This was always a 
fun weekend in the middle of the winter . 

Another weekend event in February was when a 

diving club from Winnipeg came to West Hawk 
Lake to practice and test their members. After hours 
and for meals, many of them would meet at the 
restaurant to socialize. This meant a lot of work for 
us as we had few or no staff but it was also a time 
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of fun and comradeship. 
Another memory that comes to mind was in the 

winter, about 1973, when we had a heavy snow 

storm and there was a gro up of men drilling in the 
middle of West Hawk, hoping to be able to sludy 

or collect data on the meteorite lhat is alleged lO 
have formed West Hawk Lake. Their camp was in 

the middle of the lake and during one night, lhe 

weight of the snow caused the ice to start sinking, 

making slush all around the camp. The next morn-

ing 1 went out by power-toboggan and rescued the 

bunch of pretly frighlened men. 
BOlh Ronnie and Paul were raised at West Hawk 

Lake. Ronnie went to school first in Whitemouth, 

then Winnipeg and finally got his law degree in 

North Dakota and now practices in Dickenson, N. D. 
Paul got some of his education at home and some 

at schools in Winnipeg. He stilllives at West Hawk 

and works for the Parks Department. 
On Aprili, 1979, the Trans-Canada Restaurant 

was sold. Frank moved to Winnipeg and Adele kepI 

her home al West Hawk and for several winlers she 

wenllo B.C., always relurning in the spring, in time 

to we1come her friends back to the lake for another 
summer. Adele passed away February 1990. 

The new owners, Duke and JoAnne Duquay, 
changed the name of the business to West Hawk 

Inn. They made the store into a laundromat, and 
later inlO part of the enlarged dining room, when 

they made lhe restaurant into a self-serve cafeter-
ia. A 4-unit motel was ais o built in the 1980s. Be-
fore these units were built, the pub at West Hawk 

was lhe last drinking establishment in Manitoba not 
to have sleeping accommodations as part of the bus-

iness. The last additions made here were the addi-

tion of a dance floor and an outdoor eating area. 
Memories that the patrons of this era will be the 

Christmas in July evening finale and the New Year's 
Eve party on a sweitering hot August weekend. 
Tragedy will be part of the memories that live on 

with Duke and JoAnne no matter whether they stay 
at West Hawk or somewhere else as their son Mario 
was one of the victims of the Hinton, Alberta train 
crash in 1987. 

Another memory that will be remembered by 
Duke, JoAnne and daughter Susan will be the sum-

mer of 1990. That was the year Susan graduated and 
got her first permanent job in Winnipeg and it was 
also the summer that Duke had serious surgery and 
was house-ridden for most of the summ er. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

KENWIN CAMP 

NOW TALLPINE LODGES 

Built by Mr. Huminuik about 1935 Kenwin 
cabins were the third tourist camp to ｯｾ･ｮ＠ in the 
West Hawk Lake area. The first was the Nellis 
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camp, now called West Hawk Resort. The second 

one, Mr. MacKenzie's Crescent Beach Cabins 

(C.B.C.). 

The second owners of Kenwin we re the Cooper 

brothers. After they sold the camp, each built a cot-

tage on West Hawk Lake, one on Crescent Beach 

subdivision and the other further around the lake 
toward Hunt Lake. ' 

When the TransCanada Pipeline went through 

this area in 1956-1957, Kenwin was completely oc-

cupied by construction workers and became very 
neglected. 

In the spring of 1958, Harvey and Nelda Hewitt 

bought the camp, their story follows. 

KENWIN CAMP 

1958-1966 

By Nelda Hewitt 

In the spring of 1958, Harvey and I bought Ken-
win Cabins (now Tallpine Lodges) from the Coop-
er brothers. 

It is hard to realize how primitive cabins were less 

than 30 years ago. 

Kenwin was badly run down, after having been 

rented to a construction gang. The first thing we 

had to do was put new roofs and chimneys on all 
and replace all the mattresses. 

Electricity had come through only a couple of 

years previously, so the cabins were still equipped 

with wood stoves and ice-boxes. Mr. Blackwell deli-

vered ice from the ice-house at C.B.C. We put in 

electric refrigerators the next spring. 
There was no running water. The renters had to 

carry water from the Fish Hatchery pumphouse at 

the edge of our property. (At that time the fish rear-

ing station was at the beach.) Adolph Zimmerman 
helped Harvey put in a well on the hill, so we were 

able to pipe water to all the cabins by gravity flow. 
We were still using outdoor 'biffies' when we sold 

to Helen and Gus Yakiwichuk in 1966. 
Bears and skunks were bothersome in aur days. 

Garbage cages have certainly dane a lot to eliminate 

the problem. 
In aur years at the cabins, only once did we have ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

Kenwin Camp, summer 1959. 
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anything stolen. One midnight, Harvey heard a noise 
, Cabin 4. He went over and found a couple had 
ｾｯｶ･､＠ in. They said they would come over in the 

orning and sign in, but by morrung, they were gone 
ｾｮ､＠ so were the blankets, sheets, pillows and som e 

kitchenware. 
The first spring we were there, before we had any 

enters we saw smoke coming from Cabin No. I. 
ｾ｡ｲｶ･［＠ found two boys and a girl of 15 stranded . 
They had become separated from their friends be-
cause they ran through a roadblock during a fire 
hazard. They had run out of gas and had no money. 
Harvey moved the boys into the cabin next to ours 
and brought the girl over to our place. She sulked 
all evening and made a fuss about being taken from 
the boys, and refused to phone home to let her par-
ents know where she was. Harvey warmed up the 
cottage for the boys and took them some bread and 
cheese and jam. The next morning he bought them 
enough gas to get them to Winnipeg. 

August long weekend was always a panie. So 
many people could not find accommodation and 
would come coaxing to put up a tent or sleep in our 
veranda. One time, a bad rain and thunderstorm 
came up. A young couple was sleeping in their car 
at the edge of our property when the young wom-
an began to have a baby. Mr. Harbottle rushed 

them to Whitemouth just in time for the delivery. 
We learned early to cater mostly to families and 

enjoyed the association with our clientel. 
Thanks to Bel Tod and Nancy McKinnon for the 

help they gave us on Saturdays. 
When we sold and moved to Faloma Beach on 

Faleon Beach, Gus and Helen carried on from where 
we left off in modernizing the cabins till they sold 
to Nyn and Don Draper in 1977. zyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBAzyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBA

**** 

Since the Drapers bought this camp, they have 
renamed it (now Tallpine Lodges) and either re-zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBA
moved and built larger cabins or extensively 
remodelled the cabins till today they have a resort 

that caters to honeymoon couples. The cabins now 
feature such up-to-date things as, saunas, rnicrowave 
Ovens, V.C.R.s, heart-shaped hot tubs and all other 

amenities for the comfort and relaxation people seek 
ｮｯｾ｡､｡ｹｳＬ＠ and they now operat e on a year-round 
basls. 

TALLPINE LODGES 

This semi-circle of cabins doesn't look like much 
when you drive in . Fifteen chocolate-brown cabins 

｡ｮｾ＠ ,a woodshed in a little clearing in the woods. 

t s what's inside that counts. There's just about ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

Don, Michell and Nyn Draper and Licorce. 

every aid to romance you can imagine - fireplaces, 
saunas, waterbeds, showers, tubs, TVs with a movie 
channel, video machines and free popcorn. And 
honeymooners who stay three or more days - okay 
Olympians, you know who you are - get the loan 
of a video camera. 

But the piece de resistance for chilly off-season 
Canadian weather is the private whirlpool in each 
deluxe cabin - a two-person heart-shaped model 
or four-person black and white marble job big 
enough for the backstroke. AlI tubs open off the 
bedrooms, and are nestled beside picture windows 

looking out into the woods. 
Even the coldest heart has to warm up when 

presented with a bottle of champagne, bubble bath 
foaming as the tub fills up with hot water, and a 

fire crackling in the fireplace. 

Lots To Tell Them In Gary 
But lI's Not Fish Stories 

The outdoor editor of the Gary (Indiana) Post-
Tribune was all ready to tell his readers of the fine 
fishing in Manitoba's Whiteshell area ... But af-
ter Monday night's fierce gale, fishing took secon-

dary place. 
Jack Parry was in the Whiteshell with Bert Fr.aser 

of the provincial government's travel and ｰｵ｢ｨ｣ｾｴｹ＠
bureau, photographer Dick Cannon and Ed ShlO-
dler operator of Toniata Lodge on Faleon Lake, 
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when the rai n and high winds drove them ashore 
at a lonely point on High Lake. 

Here, they spent a stormy Monday night, 
crouched in the lee of a spruce shelter they had built. 
"We couldn't go to sleep," recounted Mr. Fraser. 
"Trees we re being uprooted aU around us .. . ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAlt 

was a case of stand ing guard aU night." 
At dawn, they found themselves without food. 

But there were fish, and one was baked over an open 
fire. 

Later, they found an old mining shack. 
There bush-wise Adolph Zimmerman, operator 

of Lakeside Cabins on West Hawk Lake, caught up 
wit h them - he was loaded with groceries. He had 
been hunting for them since they had failed to return 
Monday night. By Tuesday noon, he had them back 
in his cabins, and the quartet returned to Winnipeg 
Tuesday night. 

Two other Americans had been stranded over-
night on the "near" side of High Lake, and were 
able to get out Tuesday morning. 

RCMP also reported 25 men from Steinbach were 
stranded - "but not missing" - on islands around 
Pointe du Bois. A few good boats we re able to get 
out and back to the islands with food for them. 

September 3, 1953, Mr. Ziegler with his morning 
catch, a lake trout. 

This Lake Trout was caught by W.F. Ziegler, 934 
Somerset, early Sunday morning - 6:55 was the time. 
Mr. Zlegler, out lishing on the last morning ol his holi. 
days, caught this 17 Ib. beauty. It measures 33 yspomlgSOMIDmlgSMISMI\I, 
inches in length, and zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVTSRPONMKJIHFEDCBA19 \1, inches around the girth. He 
caught It wlth a plastlc coated minnaw, rigged to a 
ruby:eyed spoon wlth a copper Ilne. Mr. Ziegler ligures 
the Ilsh was down 200 leet. He had 500 leet ol line out 
He brought him up to the boat alter a 15 minute bat: 
tle, and then gaffed him in. 

Mr. Ziegler was. out across Irom the Lakeside 
Gablns. He had prevlously been out every morning and 
had not caught one lish in ali that time. Sunday morn. 
Ing he caught two trout. Mr. Ziegler works at the G.N .R. 
and IS General Supt. ol the Manitoba District. 
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LAKESIDE CABINS 1950-1985 
By Olive Zimmerman 

In the faU of 1949, the road was built into Lake. 

side Cabins on West Hawk Lake under the direc-
tion of Mr. Cal Ritchie who was in charge of the 
WhitesheU Forest Service stationed at Rennie. He 
often comments on the number of wasps aroused 
whiJe they made the turnaround loop. 

By the spring of 1951, five cabins in a row along 
the lakeshore had electric lights, from a 32-volt Dei. 
co plant, and cold running water to kitchen sinks. 
The sinks had drains into smaU closed pits. The run-
ning water was a gravity flow system. We would 
pump it daily into a large tank and it was piped into 
aU the cabins. 

Electric lights and running water were something 
new in tourist camps then. When the camp in spec-

tor and health inspector came to do their inspec· 
tions sa an operator's licence could be issued, they 
were most impressed and said the cabins were the 
most modern in the Whiteshell. 

On July 28, 1952, the government surveyers sur-
veyed the boundaries. The property was then iden-
tified on maps as Block l commercial Millers Beach, 
West Hawk Lake. 

In the spring of 1952, we dissolved the partner-
ship with Sam and Vicki Yanick. In April 1955, 
Adolph bought a I lO-watt diesellight plant whieh 
meant I could use a vacuum cleaner and electrie iron. 
The electric iron was a big improvement over the 
sad-irons that had to be heated on the surfaee of 
wood stoves ar the clumsy gas irons. Ali the bed 
linens and towels had to be ironed because it was 
before the days of permanent press fabrics. The 
vacuum was the answer to my dreams, especially 
in the spring when it could suck dust out of eraeks 
and crevices that previously had to be dug out with 
an old ice pick ar same such thing. The vaeuum, 
with its long handle, meant I only had to climb half 
as high on a stepladder to get at the dust and eob· 
webs in the rafters. 

May 19, 1956, we got aur first television. This 
was a big event because we were beyond the fringe 
range for receiving the signal then. We got the car· 
rect antenna and it went up on a pole on top of a 
high rock at the back of the house wit h a great long 
lead-in. There was sameone at the pole to turn it , 
someone at the TV set to tune it in, sameone in be· 
tween relaying instructions, and twa ar three more 
people lending advice ar a helping hand. This first 

TV in the area was a whole new experiment. 
Getting hot running water to the bath was another 

big event. Don't get the idea people weren' t bathed. 
Bath night ance mea nt heating water on a wood 
stove and bringing indoors a galvanized tub. 
Family members took turns bathing, then the tub 



Lakeside Cabins, 1957, winter scene. 

Happy lishermen, they had their limit ol rainbow 
traut, pickerel, jack lish and lake traut. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

had to be emptied and the water thrown outside. 

This was an ordeal in the winter in Manitoba. 
When we moved into our house which had a base-

ment , Adolph attached a copper line to the reser-
voir of our wood stove and put a tap at the bathtub. 
The tub drained into a septic tank and field. That 
was really great - a three-piece bathroom at last! 

Weather played a major role in some events at 
Lakeside Cabins that have never been forgotten, like 

the weekend of May 10, 1953. At this time, there 
was no road into Block 7, so the owners of cottages 
there parked their cars at Lakeside and went by boat 
to their cottages. This particular Friday was warm 
and sunny. Mr . George Hare (who was no spring 
chicken) had brought his father and a few other peo-

ple out for the weekend. Saturday, the weather 
changed. The temperature dropped and we had wind 
and snow and rain. II was no better by Sunday af-

temoon . Adolph went in the truck to the far side 
of Penniac Bay, then walked two to three miles to 
the cottage. He walked everyone to a dock where 

he put them in a boat and got them safely to the 

road and to their car. That same weekend, Dr. and 

Mrs. Ranosky and their three little ones were at their 
newly-purchased cottage on the same block. One of 
the daughters remembers how their dad stuffed the 

three kids under the bow of their big Peterborough 
boat and told them to stay there while they mad e 

their way a10ng the shoreline back to the road at 
Penniac Bay. There Mrs. Ranosky and the children 
waited while Dr. Ranosky walked to Lakeside 
Cabins to get the car. 

Another date we'lI always remem ber was June 8, 
1954, the day the Time Building in Winnipeg burned 
down. Mr. Bert Fraser from the Manitoba Tourist 
Association was staying at Lakeside Cabins with a 
group of writers and photographers for a Chicago 
sports magazine. They were in Manitoba to get fish-
ing stories. On this particular day, Ed Schindler 
from Toniata Lodge on Faleon had taken the group 
to High Lake for a day' s fishing for lake troUL By 
the time they decided to start back, the wind had 
risen . High Lake was so rough that they had to stay 
where they were at the east end of the lake. They 
found an old mining shack which they used for 
shelter for the nighL The next morning, Adolph 
Zimmerman and Norman Good took a large boat 
and went looking for them. The wind was still 
strong, but they got to the portage. They walked 
across the portage and took another boat and started 
searching along the shoreline. They finally found 
them and, by tying the two boats together, they were 
all able to get back to the portage. They all walked 
across to Falcon, packed their gear into the boats 
and, by following the shoreline closely, arrived back 
at the dock at Toniata Beach from where everyone 
headed for home. The sports writers had a fishing 
story with a new twist. 

In the winter of 1955-1956, a record 94.6 inches 
of snow feli and keeping roads open was a major 
problem. Adolph made a V-plow and pulled it be-
hind a 30 caterpillar tractor. As the snowbanks at 
the side of the road became higher, he would have 
to make higher edges on the V -plow. 

There are also lasting memories about wildlife. 
One evening when it was really dark outside and 

several of us were standing outside talking, some 
things kept swooping all around us in the air. II 
turned out to be bats. Another time, a very cloudy 
day, I saw two bats on a log. I was told they are 
usually only seen in the daytime when mating. If 
that is so, they have a courting ritual of walking 
toward each 'other with wings spread, then backing 

away and forward again. 
We had a bat in our basement and what a com-

motion that caused. In an attempt to chase it out 
of the basement, it was injured, so we killed it. II 
was interesting to examine the wing structure and 
feel the web bing, but I still think they are creepy 

little things . 
I am sure everyone has a new skunk story to tell 

every year, from people who think they are cats, 

to someone com ing face to face with one at the gar-
bage can at nighL 

The skunk story I remem ber at Lakeside hap-
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pened one Saturday morning when a num ber of peo-
ple in the cabins were packing to go home. Thelr 

children were all outside playing when they found 
these cute little kittens (baby skunks) in a culvert. 
We could hear, "Mommy, Daddy, come and look" 
and "Get back to the cottage," and squeals and 

hollering . I don't remember if there was a big ｳｫｾｮｫ＠
around but there was a lot of excitement for a whlle. 

Then there are the bear memories. One memory 
is from the spring of 1959. Our children, Wayne and 
Audrey, would be 3 '/2 and 1'12 years old, so when 
I would elean cabins, I would pack up goodies and 
toys and kids and go to work. This time, I needed 

something at the house so I ran back to get it. When 
I was returning to the cabin, our dog and a bear 
were at loggerheads between the kids and me. Did 
1 move fast! I ran back and phoned our neighbor 
to go for Adolph. He came to our place first and 
the sound of the vehiele chased or scared the bear 
away. What was more important was the children 

had not come out of the cabin. 
I remem ber the night they were trying out the new 

live bear trap. yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt was unloaded off a half-ton truck 
and left not too far from the house in the late af-
ternoon. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIn the evening, the worst noise erupted. 
A bear in the cage was fighting mad, rocking the 
cage and growling and causing a real rac ket in the 
qui et of a spring evening. 

The men had a real problem because they had to 
lift manually, the cage (with angry bear) into the box 
of a truck. There were four handles on the cage, 
but the bear could get its paws through the steel bars 
welded on both ends of the cage. When a paw came 
near a fellow's hand, he would let go of his handle. 
You can imagine how long it took to load that first 
caged bear. 

Then there were other memories. Like the beauti-
ful Sunday in early spring when a few families from 
Winnipeg had driven out to check their cottages or 
to reserve a cottage for their summer holidays. Af-
ter this was done, everyone spent an hour or so 
tobogganning and sleigh riding down the hill (which 
was also the road). Then we went inside for a bite 
to eat and a warm drink and everyone got ready for 
home. Some of these people had summer tires on 
their cars and they couldn't get up the hill that was 
polished smooth from the toboggans. After spread-
mg ashes and gravel, everyone got away. 

.We've lots of pictures and memories of outdoor 
tnps we made. Like fishing tri ps to such places 
as Telford Pond for rainbow trout or to Granite 

Lake for pIckerel, or fOllowing the ravens when the 
snow was still deep in the early spring to find their 
nest high on a rock I.edge, or wiener roasts on the 
｢ｾ｡｣ｨ＠ w.lth ･ｶｾｲｹｯｮ･＠ m camp joining in and ending 
Wlt,h a hvely smg-song. Then there were the times 
we d stand on the dock and watch the wind t k 
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the crumbling ice across the lak e for the last ti 
and 'pile it on some far shore sometimes to ､･ｰｾｾ＠
of elght to ten feet or more. It was frightening to 

see the wmd move those ton s of ice toward the dock 
where we were standing and being unable to do any-
thing to defend your property against such a force 

Then there were the times when the waves were ｳｾ＠
high and the wind was so strong that we'd crawl 
along the dock to untie the boats and beach them 
so they wouldn't get swamped. 

In the spring of 1962 we sold Lakeside Cabins to 
Fred and Mary Parker of Winnipeg. Fred and Mary 

and sons, M urray and Rick, had spent their holi-
days at Lakeside Cabins in 1951 and 1952, then they 
bought the cabin that Adolph had built at Block 9 
Lot 4, of Falcon Lake (one of the first cottages buil; 
on the south shore of Falcon). They sold the camp 

to Mr. and Mrs. Bremner after five years in the busi-

ness and moved to Vancouver. The Manitoba 
Government bought out the Bremners in 1975 and 
operated the camp as a leased concession, managed 

by Freda and Ginter Baucknaukt of Keystone 
Cabins until the fali of 1984. In the fali of 1985, 
the cabins we re demolished and all the grounds 
levelled. 

Information for the next chapter of this story 
came from the Parkers. They had spent their holi-

days at Lakeside lO years earlier and had found it 
an ideal spot for family vacations with room for 
youngsters to run off their energy and privacy 

enough for relaxation. 
They were looking for a change in their lives, but 

no one was more surprised than they were to find 

themselves resort owners. 
Mary was the main operator of the cabins. Fred 

continued to work in Winnipeg, spending his 
weekends and holidays at Lakeside. His first job on 
weekends was to repair hot plates. There were al-
ways two or three elements or switches that needed 

attention and he soon became an expert at this. 
Mary learned quickly how to handle many 

problems. One crisis happened after a storm blew 
down their powerline poles, pulling the wires off the 

wall where they were attached and fed into the 

breaker box. 
On her way to find an electrician about 8 a.m., 

Mary found the road blocked with fallen trees and 
wires. Saws and axes were brought out and half the 

customers pitched in to elear the road to the 

highway. 
Calls of help for electrical trouble were numer-

ous that morning and Mary had to settle for the elecd 
trician's helper, an older man. He had onI y stane 
to ' untangle the mes s of wires when he feli off the 

ladder and broke his leg. the 
One cold and windy May long weekend, whenkers 

camp was fuli and everyone was busy, the Par 



could see an unknown boat anchored 100 yard s out 
from the dock. II was a cabin boat open at the back 
and anchored from the low stern into the wind. The 
waves came over the back and, with the weight of 
three fishermen, the boat soon swamped and sank. 
The three men were able to get out and cling to the 
boat until hel p came but when the boat sank, it 
flipped over, trapping a woman in the cabin. Be-
fore Fred and son Rick could get to the boat, tow 
it to shore and right it, the woman had drowned. 
This was a trauma that haunted them for months. 

While Parkers were at Lakeside, they had many 
visits from furry four-Iegged friends and with the 
help of yard floodlights, they we re able to observe 
the activities of some. One time, the live bear trap 
was set in tlie yard and they watched as a skunk con-
fronted a bear, each attracted by the bait. They shuf-
fled for position for quite some time until finally 
the skunk backed off and left the disputed territo-
ry to the bear who immediately walked imo the trap. 

The end of each tourist season has special 
memories. One season ended the same day as the 
first snowstorm of the year. The snow was so thick 
that it was impossible to see more than a few feet. 
You would not think it possible to get lost at 

Lakeside Cabins but that's what happened to Fred 
while he was draining toilets, tanks and waterlines. 
He couldn't tell which cabin was which or where 
he finished and what was left to do. He was taking 
so long that Mary became worried. She put a plas-
tic bag over her head to keep the snow off her glasses 
and went searching for Fred. Together, they finished 
the job and none too soon because everything had 
started freezing as they watched. 

By Phyllis Stein (Brem ner) 

June 15, 1966, Ernie and Rose Bremner purchased 
Lakeside Cabins from Mr. and Mrs. A.S. Parker 
and operated it until 1975. 

Lakeside Cabins was a family resort. There were 
eight light-housekeeping cabins, ranging from I to 
3 bedrooms, a smali store, boats and motors for ren-
tal, a private beach and playground. 

During the years, Lakeside went through many 
transitions. Starting with a facelift, all cabins were 
painted from desert brown to white with red trim. 
The underbrush along the lakeshore was cleared, 
giving a pleasant view for alI. The beach was cleared 
and truckloads of sand brought in, leaving a nice 
sandy beach. A new and larger dock was built ena-
bling more boats to tie up. Ali the cabins were re-
wired and electric stoves installed. The centre of 
Lakeside was fuli of trees. These were cleared, mak-
ing a playground area. Many hours or badminton, 
volleybalI, croquet and softball were enjoyed. 

Many thanks go to our longtime friends, Edna 
and Milne Harbottle, owners and operators of Cres-

cent Beach Cabins. Their friendship, advice and sup-
port were invaluable. 

AlI the changes in the appearance of Lakeside 
could not have been possible without the help of 
friends and family. Phil Clark, Rae Todd and Bill 
Whitwell were instrumental in the overall renova-
tions. Many friends from Winnipeg helped at paint 
parties and law n cutting. 

Along with the hard work, a lot of fun took place. 
The cliental at Lakeside was a11 very nice and in most 
cases came back year after year, resulting in many 
friendships. One instance when the cottages we re 
fuli and most had met each other in previous years, 
a new family booked in. They had come to Canada 
from Jamaica and, during their stay, their Canadi-
an citizenship was received. AlI the cottages got 
together and threw a big party to celebrate and wel-
come them to Canada and presented them with the 
Canadian flag. 

There were always lots of animaI friends. At least 
once a year we would see a mother skunk and her 
family parade along the drive. Cute as they were, 
we kept our distance. The deer would come through 
the camp regularly and one in particular, nicknamed 
Petunia, could not resist the flower bed fuli of petu-
nias, hence the name. We had heard of flying squir-
rels and we found out they did exist. When clearing 
the center we came upon a family . They glided to 
safety, b\.it for us it was a first, to see a squirrel in 
flight. Then there were our bear friends. Many visits 
were mad e by them, mostly at night when we were 
asleep but we would always know when they had 
been at the garbage. One day, a mother came 
through the camp with her two cubs. Because this 
was a little out of the ordinary a lot of people 
gathered, making the mother nervous. She gave one 
howl which sen t the two little ones up a tree. Every-
one had to go to their cottages before the mother 
signalled her cubs to come down and then they made 
their exit. 

Lakeside was sold to the Province of Manitoba 
in 1975 due to an illness in the family. The govern-
ment tore down the cabins in the fali of 1985. 

In cIosing here are some prices and dates just for 
the records: The hydro bill in 1969 - $195.87; in 
1974, $224.75. Monthly service fees for the Manito-
ba Telephone System was $2.60 plus ＱＳｾ＠ tax. In 
1974, gasoline was 64.9 cents a galion. Heating oil 
in 1969 cost 25 cents agallon. 

Our first hydro bill at Lakeside Cabins was for 
$120.12 plus $70. for connection, the discount on 
the power used was $12.01 and for the connection 
was $12. Making the total bill $166.10 forthe year. yxwvutsronmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsronmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsronmlkigfedbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

WEST HA WK RESORT 

FORMERLY HOLIDAY RESORT 

O.C. (CIem) Nellis and his wife and three chil-
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dren came to West Hawk Lake in 1932 to camp on 
their holidays. They liked the area sa much they 
decided to settle here. The first summer they camped 

where the stare is located naw and sold hot dogs, 

etc. This was the summer the highway opened, ｡ｾ､＠
when fali came, Mr. Nellis bought lumber 10 

Beausejour and built a big building. This housed the 

first stare a restaurant, the first post orfice and hv-
ing ｱｵ｡ｲｴｾｲｳ＠ for CIem, his wife Vera and their three 

children. The first school was held in this building 
and the first teacher was A1ex Gibb and the students 
were the three Nellis children and Lillian Ritchey, 
daughter of Cal. and Vera Ritchey. Mr. Ritchey was 

the Forest Ranger for this area and lived at West 
Hawk . There were twa other teachers in the 1930s, 
Charlette Green and another girl. Mr. Gibb was paid 

$5.00 a month from Ritchies and $10.00 a month 
plus room and board from the Nellises for teaching. 

When the post office opened it was the first one 
in the area and themail came into Jngolf, Ontario 
and was brought by boat across West Hawk Lake 
in the summer. Sameone walked on snowshoes 
across the lake for it in the winter. 

While the Nellises were there they built the first 
cabins and they named them Holiday Resort. The 
Nellises sold to Stan and Gertie Crook in 1940. They 
operated the business from then till J 953 when they 
sold and moved to Kenora, Ontario. They have since 
moved to Winnipeg, where they live naw. They had 
one san. (The dates on the information zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAJ was given 
differ as to when the Crooks bought and sold. J 
could not verify them.) 

The Crooks sold to Mr. and Mrs. Baudry from 
St. Boniface in 1957. While they owned it, they built 
a 4-unit motel and renamed it West Hawk Motel. 

The next owners were Jean and Walter Jurevich 
from Beausejour who bought it in 1961 and sold 
it to Bert and Noreen Vinet on July 15, 1972. Dur-
ing the next 11 years, the Vinets, Bert, Noreen and 
three children, Paul, Brian and Debbie removed all 
the old cabins and replaced them with larger modern 
ones that cou1d be used year round. They also rebuilt 
and enlarged the living quarters and stare. Mr. Gus 

ａｾ､･ｲｳｯｮ＠ built them a large stane fireplace in their 
hVlOg room to add warmth and comfort. 

On August l , 1974 the first year-round liquor ven-

do: ｾ｡ｳ＠ opened at one end of the stare. The last 
bUlldlOg ｴｾ･＠ Vinets built was a garage for storage. 

On Apn1 l, 1983 the Vinets sold and moved to 
a new home on the South Shore of Falcon Lake. 

The new owners are Bill and Sherie Sheddon and 
thm sons. They have renamed the business West 
Hawk Res?rt. They tore down the 4-unit motel and 
are replaclOg It wlth new modern cabins 

. In the spring of 1990, the Sheddons sold the bus-
lOess and moved to Falcon where Bill operates the 
Golf Course restaurant and the Pizza H t' 
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nership with Bob Partridge. 

John and Carol Surowich and their family moved 
to West Hawk and bought the West Hawk ReSort. yxwvutsronmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsronmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsronmlkigfedbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

MAJOR SERVJCE 

FORMERLY PIXIELAND SERVICE 

This is .one of the old establishments in the area. 
The onglOal name com es from Pixieland Claim 
which was rnined before the area was taken Over by 
the government. 

After mining ceased on the Pixieland Claim, Fred 

Lam, who had been mine timekeeper, bought the 

land in 1937. He wanted to develop a townsite On 
this land which included where the present West 

Hawk Marina (formerly Jensen Marina) is located 
the area behind that where there are cabins now back 

to where Bob Tully's house was, and including the 

land where Bob Gawne's shop is, and Masons bus-
iness (Major Service). When Jack Tod moved here, 
he and their family lived in this area. This portion 
of the property naw belong to a san Ernie and is 
a bunkhouse for workers in the area. 

The next owner we hear about was a Mr. DanieIs. 

It was about this time that a service station and some 
smali cabins were built where the present Major's 
Service is located. 

From about 1950-1955, this business was oper-
ated by J. Yurkowski and his family or part of his 
family and was known as the Esso Hot Dog stand. 

This is a piclure ol Ihe lirsl buildiogs ol ｗｨｾ＠ ｷｾ＠
have all come lo koow as "Major's Service" at es 
Hawk Lake. Piclure courtesy Nellie Major, Carman, 
Maniloba. 

MAJOR'S SERVICE 
WEST HA WK LAKE 

By Nellie Major 

'th Newt for 
This is the place we went on shares WI but 

a num ber of years Later he said he had a buyer d 
. ed an 

instead we bought it out and ｎ･ｾｴ＠ stay When 
worked for us. His main job was selhng gas. d 
we came, there was a lot of cleaning up to be one. 



joli 

iX" 
fbi; zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBA
Ill. 

This was the store at Major's, December 1, 1961. 
picture courtesy Nellie Major, Carman, Manitoba. 

What we bought Vern Sr. and Nellie Major. 

Old cars and garbage from the garage were hauled 

away. 
There were two fires while we owned the store. 

The first one about two years after we got there and 
they thought it was started by old wiring. We had 
our own lighting plant then. This happened in the 
winter and we lived in a trailer the rest of the winter. 
In the spring we built a bigger place which had liv-

ing quarters and a restaurant part. I did not care 
for the restaurant par!. We were doing well in the 
store. Vern started to bake for the bush men, but 
at this time we only had a smali stove. Later he got 
a double-decker propane stove with a large storage 
tank. Jock Tod dug the front basement and Bob 
Tully did the building with hel p from others. 

This is the place we built (I believe it was in 1963). 
It had two furnaces. We only had this place a year 
ar more when it blew up. I could smell gas 50 when 
I was going to Winnipeg, I stopped in at Beausejour 
to ask the men to check the furnace. They said they 
would be down in two or three days. That night 

it blew up. Vern had just got home from the hospi-
tal 50 he couldn't do much. He tried to get the cash 
register out but couldn't get to the drawer. In the 
hedroom he tried to get my mother up and of course 
she had to dress, then he took her over to Ib Jen-
sen's who lived on the hill in a smali building. She 
was almost overcome with smoke 50 they took her 
to Tods. Later, she went to Shirley's (family) in Tyn-
dali where I met them. lt was a sad sigh!. 

b ｖ･ｾｮ＠ Sr., Nellie, Allen, Loretta, Milne Harbottle, new 
ulldlng. 

After the fire we had to ｢ｵｩ､＠ again, but this time 
we got carpenters from Steinbach. lt didn't take 
them long to do the building, what took time was 
blastmg the rock to make a basemen!. I saw Mr. 
Tod get stuck a num ber of times. lt was a cold job, 
havmg to put chains on the tractor in the cold water. 

We opened this place on J une 15, 1963. lt had 
a store and living-quarters. Then Vern started bak-
ing a few loaves of bread for a druggist, Mr. La 
Clare, who thought the bread was grea!. We didn't 
think 50, but that wasn't importan!. Other people 
wanted some, then he started bak ing butter tarts. 
The kitchen was too smali, 50 we built a bake shop 
on to the back. This is the second place we buil!. 

New store, 1963. 

In 1964, Vern had a heart attack. He was in Car-
man hospital a month or more. aur son, young 
Vern, who was in the navy, managed to fly down 
to see him. ｗｨｩ･＠ he was visiting, his dad and I took 
him to West Hawk Lake. He really liked it and said, 
"Don't sell this, I want it". Later, I talked to my 
hus band and he said it might be all right although 
he knew he wouldn't be able to work hard again. 
(As it turned out, he worked harder than ever when 
the bread business became well-known.) 

Young Vern made a second trip down and agreed 
to leave the navy. He got out as soon as he could 
and, when they sold their house and the kids were 
out of school, they came. We all lived together as 
we had bedrooms in the basem en!. Then we bought 
a trailer and set it up on the hill for ourselves. 

The next spring we started to build on, and we 
did the baking as best we could with the equipment 
we had. Later, we heard of some bankrupt equip-
ment, listed through the credit union in S!. Claude. 

The addition was as long as the store and quite 
wideo We were mixing the bread dough in a tub but 
we had to get a new tub every week or 50. lt wasn't 
long before the credit union had all the baking 
equipment for sale, so we bought the big oven that 
held over 100 loaves, the mixers and other equip-
men!. The propane company moved all the equip-
ment and set up the stove and things. After 
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Laura, Patricia and Allen Major, conlirmation at 
West Hawk United Church. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSPONMLJIHGEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSPONMLJIHGEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSPONMLJIHGEDCBA

everything had a good cleaning, we were soon in 

ful! swing. I think this was 1964. 
We al! had our work cut out for us. Newt looked 

after the gas pumps. Lauretta was the pie maker. 

Vern Sr. would mix the dough or pastry in a big 

mixer and she would mak e up to 100 pies in a day. 

Vern Sr. made about the same num ber of loaves of 

bread a day. Newt and I would help make the loaves 
at about 4 or 5 o'clock in the morning. Wendy had 

greased al! the pan s the evening before. Cathy 

looked after the store. Laura did odd jobs. Pat was 

too young to help but she was able to look after Al
len later on. 

Vern started making buns, cinnamon buns and 
tarts. In the winter, Vern would make pastry in the 

big mixers and Newt and I would cut out tart shel!s. 

By spring, we had a freezer ful! of tart shells but 

when the season started, they didn't last long. 

We started to deliver our baking. I would take 

the van and trailer with bread and buns and pies 
(on order) and go from East Braintree to Sprague, 

then into the north end of the Whiteshel! . I seldom 

had anything left. Three days a week I would deliver, 

the other two days, I would go to Winnipeg for sup

plies. As things grew we got a semi-trailer to haul 

our flour and groceries and aIso to bring in 
lumber. Vern Jr. was building up a good business 
in the Iumberyard. He also did custom work for cot
tage owners with his gravel truck and caterpillar. 

That meant when Vern was out on a job, someone 

else looked after the lumberyard. When I was home, 

I would do it, otherwise, someone less took over. 
There were many jobs to be done, a lot of hard 

work, particularly in the hot summer. The two 01-
dest girls, Cathy and Wendy, would work in the 

' store and operate the bread-slicing machine. At the 

height of the season there wasn't much time for 

ｲｾｬ｡ｸ｡ｴｩｯｮ＠ and the young ones had few opportuni
tles to relax on the beach. There were eight of us 

to feed and do washing and the like for so there 
was quite a bit of behind the scene work that had 

to be kept up as well. I can still hear Vern hol!ering 
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to the girls, "Get to work," when som e Custome 

was gett ing impatient. When the season was ove,' 

we missed the people. We would spend the winte; 

making plans and improvements for the UPcoming 
season. 

The heavy work began to tell on us, I had three 

operations myself and Lauretta, who had five chil. 

dren, had begun to feel the strain. It was time lo 

think of quitting. Vern Jr. put the place up for sale 

in 1967. We were there a while before it sold, When 

we did, my husband and I and Newt moved three 

miles east of Carman . My husband passed away 
there May 22, 1986, at the age of 75. 

Newt, who lived with us and helped remodel Our 

home at Carman, had failing health in later years 

and spent his last year Dr SD in Boyne Lodge where 

he passed away January 28, 1985, at age 84. 

When the bread was Iresh out ol the oven. 

Vern Major Sr. with Iresh baked bread. picture 
courtesy Nellie Major. 

f · here are Although I have no records o pnces, d 
what I remember - quite a difference to today, Brea 

sold for ＲＵｾ＠ a loaf the first year, then went up to 

ＳＵｾ＠ a loaf Tarts were first ＴＰｾ＠ adozen, then went 
up to ＶＰｾ＠ ｾ＠ dozen. Pies were yspomlgSOMIDmlgSMISMI6M, later Ｘｾ＠ and buns 

were ＴＰｾ＠ a dozen at one time. I f like 
There was SD much we missed when we e t, 

the customers and the noise from the highway. 
h at Carman, After much hard work on our orne r in 

I had to sell it on May 6, 1989, and I ｮｯｷｬ［ｾＺｶ･＠
an apartment. I have to use a walker but I sU B C 

my car. Vern Jr. and Lauretta live in SldneYi ｷ［ｩｴ ｾ＠
Cathy and her family are in Edmonton, As 



Tourist attraction. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

(May 1990) Wendy and her husband and their twa 

children live in Edmonton but they are to go to Ger
many (he is in the Air Force). Laura lives in Sidney 
and has twa children. Pat lives in Prince George, 

B.C. and has twa children. Allen, who was the baby 

when we were at West Hawk Lake, lives in Langley, 

B.C. 

Majors sold in 1967 to Mr. and Mrs . Hodges and 
their twa sons, Frank, wife Margeret and twin sons, 
and Len, wife Lyon and their san. Mr. Hodges Sr. 
was very good at finishing and refinishing furniture 

which he did for same cottage owners . Lynn, a 
hairdresser, operated a business in a room naw part 

of the stare. They discontinued the baking opera
tion which was greatly missed in the area. 

Hodges sold in 1980. Same of the family moved 

to Alberta and Len and his family moved to Win
nipeg. The new owners were Mr. and Mrs . Burgess, 
who sold 18 months later to Pat and Bev Mason 
and sons, Kirk, David, Grant and Gordon. 

Since 1982 when Pat and Bev moved to West 

Hawk Lake, they have completely renovated the 
stare and the living quarters. May l, 1986, the 
Whiteshell P.O. (West Hawk Lake) moved from 

C.B.C. stare to Major 's wit h Pat the new post
master. 

There are still gas pumps at this location but the 
garage has come and gone, sa have the cabins, the 
lumberyard and the bake oven. ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

MAJOR SERVICE CENTER 
THE MASONS 

March l, 1982 we moved to West Hawk Lake. 
That means we sar! of changed aur way of living 

from shirt and tie and formai dresses, 9 to 5 - Mon

day to Friday jobs; to blue jeans and sweatshirt, and 
a cap for Pat seven days of the week . As for hours 

- that can best be described this way - we eat when 

THE MASON S 
Back row: Grant, Pat, David and daughter Erin. Front 

rew: Kirk, Bev, Ledise, Gordon. 

we're hungry ar when the cook says "!t's ready, go 
and eat". There's a saying that goes something like 
'I eat when I'm hungry and drink when I'm dry' 
that's true around here, and we can add another line, 
'we sleep when there's nobody around' and by then 
we are usually dog tired . 

We've made a few changes, we added a table, 
chairs, wood stove and coffee pot just for con
venience and to keep up with the local happenings. 

On May l, 1986 we sar! of acquired the Whiteshell 
post office. lt was on a temparary basis, naw it has 
become a fixture. 

We arrived wit h four teenage boys, Kirk the el
dest, works for Park s Falcon. David, well he really 

flew the coop all the way to High Level, Alberta 
where he works for Inter-provincial pipelines and 
lives with his wife and aur only granddaughter 1500 
miles away. Grant decided plum bing was to be his 
future and works for Ran Davies at Falcon. Gor
don, the youngest, attends classes at University of 

Manitoba and is very involved with the Triatholon 
Association and other things and tries to make 
financial ends meet by working for the Parks in the 

summer . 
Here are same of the staff that have helped us 

out over the summers: Brenda Baker, Gordon Mas
on, Janet Baker, Michealanne Harman, Grant Mas
on, Donald Baker, Kirk Mason, Kevin Gawne, Janet 
Baker, Sean Nedohin , Wendy Fisher, David Mas
on, Nancy Baker, Russel Bell, Kelly Gawne, Greg 

Duncan. 

Editor's note: This business retains an element of 

the past, especially in the fali and winter months. 
You can stop there for many of the things you need 
in everyday living and be warmed by the heat from 
a wood stove and enjoy a cup of coffee and catch 

up with the goings on in the community. 
In cIosing I will tell of one memorable event that 

took place a few falls ago. Just before cIosing li me 
one eyening, a resident drove up to the gas pumps 
and connected the hose to his truck tank and set it 
to cut out when the tank was fuli and went into the 
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store, got his other things, paid for the gas,. :en: 

out got into his truck and drove away, WIt ou 

reU:oving the hose from his truck. ｃ｡ｽ｡ｾｲｵｴｹＡ＠ The 
. the fl'rst customer wasn t Impressed next mormng 

when he got sprayed with gas before the damage 

had been repaired, but it was funny to h.ear the 

whole story even if the smell of gas prevalled for 

awhile. 

WEST ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAHA WK LAKE 
SAM 'S ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBACORNER 

By Olive Zimmerman 

material from Vicki 

In the summer of 1983, after talking with interest-

ed people, I started making some phone cali s and 

writing some letters and in November 1983, a slgn 

was erected, officially naming the Juncllon of 301 

and 44 Highway "Sam's Corner". 

Sam Yanich was born in Yugoslavia. He came to 

this area in 1930 to work for A.N. Duff who had 

the contract to build the stretch of highway from 

the Lily Pond to the Ontario border. This was the 

first No. 1 Highway and the first Trans-Canada 
Highway. 

Sam, the boatman for A.N. Duff, freighted every-

thing from food to the dynamite for blasting the 
rock. He would freight the material across Long 

Pine Lake, then portage it to West Hawk Lake and 

across West Hawk to the point closest to where the 
work was going on. 

After the highway was constructed, Sam bought 

the boat and stayed here. He lived in a tent about 
where the water tower is located at West Hawk 

Lake, then about 1934 to 1939, he rented the garage 

at what is now known as Keystone Resorts. He 

bought some row-boats to rent and continued to do 
freighting on West Hawk. He freighted for mining 

companies drilling at Star Lake. A lot of building 
material, groceries and all the people who worked 

in the area still came by train to Ingolf, Ontario, 

and had to get to this si de of the lakes by boat be-
cause there was no road to the fish hatchery to In-

golf in those days. For a time themail for the area 

came to Ingolf, where it was picked up and brought 
to West Hawk. For a time Sam did this. 

In 1939, Sam moved to the little garage that be-
came known as "Sam's Garage" . This was a log 
building that was built by John Blies, a craftman 

in the business of building with logs. This garage 

was operated for a very short time by someone else 

before Sam took it over. Soon after Sam took over 

this garage, he built a house and an ice house. This 

latter was for some place to store ice for their own 

use. He also had the garage enlarged, added gas 

pumps and did a general car service. (Vicki Yanich 

had come to Whitemouth to work for Katie and she 
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Here are only three ol the many deer hand·led in Ihe 
West Hawk area in the 1960s. Behind these Ihree were 
olten more waiting lor their turn. This was part ol a 
herd ol between 20 to 30 that travelled lram one place 
to the next in the winter, looking lor hand.ouls. 

Fry's Corner - belo re Sam took over. II was a bus 
stop where people gol olf lor Falcon Lake. 

1932 Wesl Hawk Lake. Sam Yanich's boal ｓｩｧｾ｡ Ｎ＠ zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
A ride ｾｲｯｵｮ､＠ Ihe lake lor Ihe Dick lamily and Inen s. 

came to West Hawk with her to work in the restaur-

ant here when Katie started here.) and Vicki 
During the Second World War, Sam d 

. d . the summer , an operated the service statlOn unng ked 
in the winter, went to Winnipeg where Sam war 

for McDonald Aircraft. Id get coal 
Theirs was more than a garage. You cou. spark 

oil for lamps and refrigerators, oil for heaung"re for 
ewnall or WI plugs for outboard motors, a ser . Iheir car 

general repairs. Everyone always. fllled ｵｾ･｣｡ｵｳ･＠ it 
tanks for the journey back to Wmmpeg 

was the only service station for mIles. y people 
When Sam first came here, the only wa by rail 

could get to this part of the Whiteshell ｷ｡ｾｮ､＠ yel, 
to Ingolf, Ontario and then tra vel by boat , 



Vicki Yanich beside sign commemorating her late 
husband, Sam, a lon g time resident ol West Hawk 
Lake. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

even before the highway came through in 1932 and 

1933, there were about five cottages at Toniata, three 
at Faloma and maybe six or so at West Hawk Lake. 
About the same time as the highway went through, 

the Manitoba government took over the park from 
the federal government and development of the park 
started with the beginning of lots being surveyed and 

roads built. The road to Fa1con was built from the 
highway at Sam's Garage making it an important 

intersection. 

Vicki who was born near the Manitoba-

Saskatchewan border , came to work for Katie Bud-
zinski, first in Whitemouth, then at the Trans-

Canada Restaurant in about 1938. It was here she 
met Sam and a few years later they were married. 
Sam died June 6, 1969. The government bought 
Vicki out that fall and she moved doser to her fa-
mily, finally settling in Ancaster, Ontario. 

Sam and Vicki will be remembered by many for 
friendly greetings. Even today, people will say, 

"Remember those glasses". There was always a can-

dy behind the counter for the little ones, or they 
would hand the kids a peanut to feed the squirrels 
while the grown-ups were talking. 

Before the days of hot and cold running water, 

This garage is now gon e, 
as are B·A products, gas lor 
ＴＰＮＹｾ＠ a galion. The house ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
remains. 

they would get in the old truck and take the staff 
and friends for a swim after the garage was dosed 
for the night. 

Before the days of telephones at all the cottages, 
the Forest Service had their own little phone sys-
tem and some of the resort and businesses were con-
nected to it. One of these phones was at Sam's 

Garage and, if people in the city had a message for 
someone at the cottage, it would come to Sam's and 
he would deliver it. People who got off the bus at 
Sam's Corner were taken to their cottages by Sam, 
who also picked them up in time to catch the bus 
to return to Winnipeg. 

WEST ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAHA WK UNITED CHURCH 

The first church services in our area became 
known as Ali Peoples United Church Services. They 
were conducted by Rev. Bill Wells. His first serv-
ices were held in the home of Carol and Henry 
Krysko, etc. Later, the services were held in the 

Community Club. In 1963 a meeting of All Peo-
pies United Church was held in the Whiteshell Com-
munity Club to consider building a church in the 
Fa1con-West Hawk area. A parcel of land was do-
nated to the church by Finley McCallum, Roy Fin-
ley and Don Patterson in 1963 . The site was at West 
Hawk Lake. The building decided on was estimat-
ed cost, approximately $40,000. Members in our 
community offered to excavate and put in the base-
ment, ready for the church to be put on top by con-
tractors . Our church was built and opened in 1965 
with Larry Manley as our student minister. The 

name Ali Peoples United Church was changed to 
West Hawk United Church in January 1966. The 
pews in the church were a token from Oak River 
Church. George Watkinson and Herman Lerch deli-
vered the pews to our church. In 1966, Harbottles 
donated a small cottage to the church for the stu-

dent minister to live in . 
Our student ministers were: 1965 - Larley Man-

ley, 1966 - Peter Douglas, 1967 - Harry Ouissoren, 
1968 - H . Jones, 1970-1971 - Dal McCrindle, 
1972 - Dennis Butcher, 1973 - Karen Toole, 1974 
- Peter Mitchel, 1975 - Donna Stephenson, 1976 -
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Mr ｡ｮｾ＠ Mrs. Finley McCullum and daughter ｾ･ｾｮＮ＠
Mr. McCullum was one ol the men who donate t e 
land lor the United Church. 

David Logan, 1977 - Bill Blakie, 1978. - ｄｯｾｧｬ｡ｳ＠

Mott, 1979 - Don Fairweather, 1980 - Klm Wnght, 

1981 - HilIory Scrutton, 1982-1983-1984 - a full-tlme 

minister Lorne Curwen, 1985-1986 - Fraser Mul-
drew, 1986-1989 - David Clink, Rev. McNeIlI and 

Rev. Stewart took services for a couple of WInter 
seasons. 

MemoriaIs received in memory of: Richard John-

son - Baptismal Table (from Pipe-Line) Font Bo:-vl 
in Memorial fund, Bill Blackwell - Memonal 

fund, Vi Tod - Pulpit, Janet Blackwell - Memorial 

fund, Bonnie Ellert - Memorial funk, Wrn. James 

Thorough - Hymn Books, Marion Bowen - Hymn 

Books, Keith Large - Hymn Books, Mr. Hewitt _ 

Hymn Books, Gordon Mayers - Wine GobIet, W.J . 
Dennehy - Hymn Books. 

Tokens presented to the Church: A small gold 

cross by Dal McCrindle, two pictures by Karen and 

Peter Mitchel, a picture by Donna Stephenson, a 
large cross by Edmund and Doreen Kessler. 

The old pump organ was sold in 1980 and an elec-

trie organ purchased. The R.C. Chapel have rent-
ed Our church for their services every summer. The 

Birchwood Ladies, a ladies club formed near the for-

mation of the church have contributed both finan-

cially and physieally to the finishing of the church 

and many improvements, their story follows. ywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

BIRCHWOOD LADIES CLUB 

By Olive Zimmerman 

When the West Hawk United Church was built, 
the ladies of the congregation, headed by Vi. Tod 

(an elder of the church), held bake sales in the sum-
mer to raise money to equip the basem en t. 

Then on June 3, 1969, a gro up of resident ladies 
of several religious denominations met at the church 

and formed the group now known as Birchwood La-
dies Club. Meetings were to be the second Wednes-

day of the month in the church basement or a 

ｭｾｭ｢･ｲＧｳ＠ home. Efforts were directed mainly to 
ralse money for finishing and improving facilities 
in the church basement. 

There are 10-15 active members. However, we've 
had the support of almost everyone in the commu-

nity at one time or another. Members organized 
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young people's coffee houses, skate-a-thons, Christ. 

mas pageants, Valentine and Halloween parties, so. 

cial evenings of potluck suppers Or card parties 

bridal and baby showers, hampers of food, cloth: 
ing or whatever, whenever the need arose. 

When the building was new, moi stu re rotted the 

church floor. Our club helped to finance repairs 

then bought and installed red wall-to·wall carpet: 

ing in 1971. Members and their families stilllaugh 

about this job. Som e of Our children pulled and 

pushed a lawn roller on the main part of the floor 
to work out any bubbles. Holes had to be eut to 

go around the upright posts. Others struggled to 

cover the raised front section, then it was into the 
vestibule and on and on till all was done. 

The next project was reinsulating the basement 

ceiling and tiling it. We bought a dehumidifier to 

relieve the basement humidity. Getting a permanent 

water supply in November 1976, was accomp!ished 

with the hel p of the West Hawk Parks Braneh. We 

were allowed to connect into their line at the West 

Hawk Water Tower and lay an all-season !ine along 
the road. 

More recently, we have paid for insulating and 
lining the basement wall s and bought all new dlsh. 

es. We gave a large financial donation toward the 

new church entrance in 1979. We support loeal and 
international charities. 

To raise money for these projects we held an ano 

nual Mother's Day Tea, published two eookbooks 

and catered to weddings. The last meant a lot of 

work and planning because these weddings ｷ･ｲ･Ｎｬｾ＠
the summer when most members were involved Wit 

the family business or other jobs. I'll tell you a wee 

bit about two weddings we catered at cottages. One 

was at a back lot on Crescent Beaeh at West ｈ＿ｗｾ Ｎ＠

From the car parking lot, we had to walk ｳｭｬｬｾ＠
file up a narrow rock y path, carrying coolers ud 

of sal ad s and desserts, roasters full of turkey an 

ham and bags of tea, coffee, buns, piekles.' Pdaper 

k· was hmlte , SD plates, etc. The car par Ing space d drove 

we met at one place and one of our ｨｕｓ｢Ｚｲｴｾ･＠ food 
four of us and helped wit h the carrymg d t get 
to the cottage. We had to be quiek as we ha o at 

. h b·d I party was there and all set up whlle t e n a d ang. 
. roun arr the church . There was a scurrymg a . same. 

ing the tables. Someone was always ｾ･ｾｉ［Ａ＠ it and 
thing that none of us knew where to 00 g enough 

there was always the worry of ｮｯｴＺＺｾｾ､＠ a lot ar 
food for everyone, then reahzmg 

leftovers to carry OUL . I ck stoek and 
The other, where we moved m ｾ＠ , This time 

barrel, so to speak, was at Block 1 F: ｣ｯｮｾｴｬｙ＠ to the 

we could drive up but had to wal ｩｾＱ＠ on the pa. 
cottage because the ceremony was ｨｾ＠ tO serve in 

tio of the cottage. We were to be re: yspomlgSOMIDmlgSMISMII been in the 
45 minutes even though none of us a 
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ol 
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ttage. Again, because of the limited parking space, 

ｾｾ･＠ of our husbands did the driving and helped carry 

. the food and carry out the leftovers. 

m In recognition of the Birchwood Ladies' contri-

bution ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAwutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMKJIHECAto the church, the church basement is known 

as BIRCHWOOD HALL. 
Material for this story was researched by Blanche 

Schaldemose, Eva Zeimanski and Edna Harbottle. ywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

WEIGH SCALES 

AT WEST HAWK LAKE 

By Olive Zimmerman 

The first Government Weigh Scales in this area 

opened in the fali of 1953, on what was then No. 

I Highway east (now Highway 44 east) at West 

Hawk Lake where the present Dumping Station is 

located. In 1957 the Trans-Canada Highway (No. 

I east) was opened for traffic. A flag-station was 

installed at the cloverleaf to West Hawk to reroute 

truck traffic to the Weigh Scales on Highway 44. 

In 1973 the No. I Highway was twined at the 

Manitoba-Ontario boundary to allow for a perma-

nent scale to be built at that location. On August 

2, 1974, the scale on Highway 44 and the flag-station 

were closed and the new scales commenced opera-

tion with weighing facilities for both east and west-

bound truck traffic. This scale is still in operation. 

Jane Young and Adolph Zimmerman at West Hawk 
weigh scales. 

WHITESHELL COMMUNITY 

FIRE DEPARTMENT 

Remember when alllittle boys wanted to be a fire-

man? Well, some people in our area are turning that 
dream into reality . 

A fire that winter plus a few previous fires in our 

district prompted local area residents to form the 

First Whiteshell Community Fire Department. Un-

der the guidance of former fire chief Coulter and 

som e other City of Winnipeg firemen, two meet-

ings were held and a fire truck purchased. The truck 

is a 1960 Ford with 35,000 miles on it. !ts pumper 
has a 500-gallon tank. 

This unit will service the area of West Hawk, Star, 

Caddy and Falcon Lakes, Ingolf, Ontario, and sur-

rounding area. Volunteers will be trained by ex-

perienced personnel who have access to slides and 

films. 

Labour and maintenance is aU done by volunteers. 

Money was raised by donation and fund-raising to 

buy the truck, as well as new nozzles and hoses. 

When there was word of a community f!fe depart-

mtnt coming to the area, the responses from resi-

dents and cottage owners alike was all positive. 

People said things like "that's the best news we've 

had lately" , "I think that's a great idea", and "how 

can I help" were echoed among the seniors, resi-

dents and cottage owners. 

Volunteer fire personel: Pat Mason (chief), Bob 

Partridge - assistant chief, Duke Daquay, Tom Tod, 

Lorne Persoage, Brian Vinet, Kirk Mason, Don 

Draper - secretary sreasurer, Bert Duncan, Bill Shed-

don, Scott Schortinhuis, Joan Robertson and Gor-

don Mason. 

WEST HA WK y ACHT CLUB 

Sailing is an old means of water navigation. Many 

years ago it brought explorers and adventurers to 

our land. As times progressed the sallboat has be-

come more a leisure boat and recreational craft with 

groups of people forming clubs to challenge one 

another in the skill of operating them. -

The West Hawk Yacht Club, formed in the 1950s 

was a very active club for many years on the 

weekends and during the holiday season. Mr. Flem-

ing who had a cottage on Star Beach Sub Division 

at West Hawk was one of the founding members 

and helped get the club operating. . 

In 1970 this club had 40 members and 15 assocl-

ate members, with the Lasers dorninating the courses 
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then. 
There were cups donated for club and open com

petitions, one by Desmarais and two by J .0. Blick 
- the CJOB and the WHYC trophies . 

For a few years interes t seemed to wane, then in 

1981 some former members recruited some hel p and 
repair work was done to the railings and docks and 
a new metal mast replaced the old one so the flag 
could fly again. Wind surfers we re a we1come ad
dition to the club at this time. 

THE WHITESHELL POST OFFICE AT 
WEST HA WK LAKE, MANITOBA ROE 2HO 

by Olive Zimmerman 

In 1930 Mr. and Mrs. O.c. (Ciem) Nellis and their ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAwutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMKJIHECA

REMITTER'S 

RECEIPT 

5841- 00268 

REMITTER'S 

RECEIPT 

5841- 00406 ywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlihgfedcbaYWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvuronedNLIGEDywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyvuronedNLIGEDyvuronedNLIGED

LEGEND 

_ I'IIOVINCIAl CAM' ｇｉｴｑｊ ｎ ｏｓ＠

- CIfSCENT UACH 

_ M<lCENZlf IfACH 

_ WEST HAWK ｙａｃ ｔ＠ elUa 

_ ....... OOIlGAlL'S LA NDING 

West Hawk Yacht Club loeation. 

three children came to West Hawk Lake to camp, 

liked it, and decided to stay, and built the first stare 
at the location, now known as the West Hawk 

Resort, where they sold groceries, had a restaurant 

and started the first post office in the district. As 
this post office was to serve the people living at Star, 

Fa1con, Caddy, and West Hawk Lake, it was named 

Whiteshell P.O. The Nellises sold to Stan and Ger· 
tie Crook in the late 1930s. They operated the busi· 

ness and P.O. until 1952 or 1953 when it moved to 
Backwood Cabins, now known as Keystone Cabins 

and Motel; and Buster and Doris Bellemere were 
the postmasters. Then about 1956 or 1957, it moved 

again, this time to Jack's Dance Hall, now the Nite 
Hawk Cafe and Jean and Jack Nicholson were the 
postmasters unti! 1958 when it moved back acrosS 

M 0-374289 
Remltter's Recelpt 
ｒｾｵ＠ de I'envoyeur 

$2. 

TI 

310 Post al receipts tram Whiteshell P.O., 1939 and 1940. 



the highway again and Kay and Peter Stem at 
Keystone Cabins were the postmasters until Septem
ber 1959 when it moved to its present location at 
C.B.C. Cabins and Motel. Milne Harbottle was 
post master for nearly 20 years and Edna was assis
tan ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAwutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMKJIHECAt. When he retired in 1979 Edna took over as 
postmistress with daughter-in-Iaw ｇ｡ｩ＠ as assistanL 

Over the past 25 years, the Harbottles have 
worked under three district supervisors, located at 
Steinbach. They have seen the Ｕｾ＠ stamp for a regu
lar letter go up to ＳＲｾ Ｎ＠ Another change that took 
place was the opening of a post office at Falcon 
Beach townsite to serve the people of Falcon Lake. 

On May 1, 1986, the Whiteshell P.O. moved to 
Major's store wit h Pat Mason as postrnaster, 
assisted by his wife Bev and Joan Tod. ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

NOTE: The records will probably just show one 
name of each couple as postrnaster but the P.O. in 
our area has always been in the main ｢ｵｩ､ｩｮｧ＠ of 
a family business where everyone learns to work 
everywhere so l included bot h names of the cou
pies as so many of you will remember at least some 
of these names . 

SUMMER FUN 
By Dorothy Ernst 

Summer, the time when lucky women like my
self spend school vacatio n at the cottage. The city 
neighbours look on wit h envy as l pack up the car 
and say goodbye for two months. They glance at 
my hus band wit h pity - the poor man having to 
fend for himself while l spend eight weeks in rest 
and relaxation. 

However , things aren't always what they seem. 
l remember one particular week a few summers ago. 
The children were three and five - just the age when 
they must be constantly watched. We had spent a 
good week - the dog needed emergency surgery 
when she cut her foot, the battery on the car went 
dead - just a normaJ relaxing week. 

Father had gone to the city Monday morning and 
was to return Friday nighL We always looked for
ward to Fridays, the children, because Dad always 
came loaded down wit h new library books, fresh 
fruit and buns, and a few surprises. l looked for
ward to some adult company and conversation. 

This particular Friday was no differenL First, we 
tidied the cottage and took out the steaks from the 
freezer (Friday evening suppers were always special). 
Then l took the ｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮ＠ surf -boarding and things 

went down hill from there. After the tears about "l 
want to go first", "He has my life jacket on" and 
"Who let out the dog" - her foot was bandaged 
and she couldn 't go in the water - we were ready . 

Off we headed out of our bay and when we were 
as far from the dock as l normally took them, we 
ran out of gas. Tears from the kids, frantic waving 
to pass ing boats to get their attention. After a res
cue from a neighbour we returned home. l recalled 
the envy of my city friends and smiled . 

Then out we go again for the second ｣ｨｩ､Ｇｳ＠ turn 
and this time l run the boat over a rock that l swear 
was never there before and manage to chew up the 
prop. Nothing like fun at the lake. 

Suppertime is approaching and so l ready the bar
becue. l plug in the electric starter and relax in the 
veranda, keeping an occasional eye on the dog out
side, making sure she doesn't go in the water. Let 
her in and check on the coals. The dog has run by 
and pulled the electric starter ouL lt is now on the 
deck with several briquets and smoke is rapidly ris
ing from the wooden deck . l cali the ｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮ＠ to 
quickly bring water and they each bring a juice glass 
fulI. l then remem ber the fire extinguisher and run 
to get iL The last fire we had (on another restful 
day), l had used water and was berated for not us
ing the extinguisher . Proud that l remembered this 
time, l proceed to empty the extinguisher - foam 
is everywhere but no more smoke. 

Honk, honk, honk - we hear Father's signal and 
down we go in the boat to get him. Unload the car, 
load up the boat, all the while the ｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮ＠ are talk
ing a mile a minute, telling Daddy about the week 
- the dog, the car, running out of gas, the prop, 
the fire. Father has had a hectic week as well and 
is looking forward to a nice relaxing supper. 

At the cottage we carry everything up the hill and 
after pouring Dad a pre-dinner drink, l start sup
per. However, there are no steaks on the counter. 
While getting Dad, the dog has eaten our steaks. 
Father is naturaJly thrilled and says we should have 
barbecued dog instead. The two kids immediately 
burst into tears, we eat wieners instead and it flashes 
through my mind the envy of my friends. If they 
only knew, if they only knew. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 

L.S. 5, LOT 4 

By Dr. MacCharles 

Whiteshell Park has been developing over many 
years. Sixty-five years ago, it was just part of 
southeastern Manitoba that one got a glimpse when 
travelling by train. 

One knew there were lovely forests, lakes, rivers 
and marshes, extending many ｭｩ･ｳ＠ east and west, 
north and south. One also knew the lakes and rivers 

had plenty fish and birds . The forests held many 
animals, including game animals. 

The human population was unusually scanty and 
included many native people. Most of the com mon 
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Harry Kyle did a lot ol building around West Hawk 
Lake in the 19305 and 19405. 

knowledge of that area was acquired during the 
building of the transcontinental Canadian Pacific 

Railway, completed in 1885. 
From then on, there were always people living 

along the railway line. There were no roads, as we 
know roads today. There were traeks and trails 
galore but the country was not really opened up until 
after the 1930s Depression. 

The Canadian National Railways crossed the 
C.P.R. track one mile west of Rennie. There we re 
several stations on the C.N.R. line where Winnipeg 
families had summer homes . 

The Winnipeg waterline railway from Shoal Lake, 
Ontario, was built in 1918 and some subsequent 
years. I think it still operates but in a minor role. 
In 1919 I worked as timekeeper on the waterline at 
Camp 55, a few miles east of Transeona. The con-
tract firm was Carter Halls Aldinger, a highly 
respected group. I never was able to get down fur-
ther than 55 untill the highway was built many years 
later. My boss was in Winnipeg, Mr. John B. 
McLean of C.H.A. 

Perhaps I should fili in the preceding years of my 
life to give backgrund to my story. I was born in 
April 1894 and lived my infancy and youth in 
Manitoba. My father and mother came from Cape 
Breton, of Scottish parents. My father attended Dal-
housie University from 1887 to 1890 and graduat-
ed in medicine in 1890 when he was 33 years old. 

I started medicine in Winnipeg in 1913 . World 
War I started August 4, 1914. J was working all sum-
mer on a farm and did not hear of the war till a 
week later because the telephones had not reached 
the farms . 

When we got back to Medical School September 
20, the whole medical student body held a meeting 
about joining the army. Everyone thought the war 
would be over by Christmas and we did not want 
to miss it. We could not enlist until December 4 
1914, from then on we were drilling. We landed ｩｾ＠
Liverpool on my 21st birthday, April18, and in Le-
312 

Havre, France on the 25th of April, 1915. 

Two years later, Canada was running short of 

doctors so they sen t us home to complete Our 
courses . 

l entered .my third year when I got home and in 

1918 got thls Job on the waterline back in eastern 
Manitoba. 

My sister, Florence, married Henry C. Grant. He 
was a student at the University and later a Profes. 

sor and Ph. D . employed by the World Health As-
sociation in Geneva. I have never known a finer 
person . 

He and J knew a gentleman at the University who 
was an engineer. He also owned some property at 
lngolf, Ontario, consisting of a large granite rock 

on the south side of Long Pine Lake with an inor. 
dinately large house on it. He had invited Henry and 

me to go to Jngolf with him, where we could go deer 
shooting (or at least hunting). The date - Decem· 
ber ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLIHDAywvutsrponmlkihgfedbaWURPONMLIHDAI, 1919. 

We knew nothing about that part of the country 

except that there was lots of bush, and quite a lot 
of snow, and it could get quite cold . We took the 
train to Jngolf and walked to our friend's house. 
It was huge and about 40 feet above the lake level. 

The next day Hank and J started south. It was 
cold but calm. We walked two plus miles slowly 
through the bush and suddenly came to a wire fence 
at least 15 feet high. We could not imagine why it 

was there but on moving on, found it was surround· 
ing a garden to keep out the deer. Going further we 
came to a smali cabin built into the side of a hill . 
We approached cautiously and finally knocked at 
the door. An elderly lady opened it and we told her 
we were hunting deer. She asked us in and we met 
her husband . An elderly man, unkept, bearded, he 
was suspicious of us. He had acquired a phobia that 

the police were going to put him in a ｰｯｯｲｨｯｵｳｾ＠ lO 
Winnipeg. The old fellow had spent years worklOg 
on the construction of the C.P .R. and had hkely 

kept all his money with him. . 
Years later with three doctor friends, J visited hlm 

again. This time he was more suspicious. His wife 
had died and he had dug a grave right back of the 

house and put her in there. 
She had done all the shopping. She had a row-

boat so narrow that when she sat down on the one 
seat near the back she overflowed on each side. She 
must have made hundreds of trips across the por· 

tage (about '/. mile) and rowed the boat down to 

the store at lngolf, nearly another y. a mIle. r 
He finally did suffer the indignity ar the po lee 

taking him to a St Boniface old folks horne. h 
. t'on wit h t e 

Hank and J finished our eon versa I h 
Corbetts (the old couple) and walked baek on t e 

ice in the bay. A fair-size creek ran past the ｦｲｾｾｾ＠
of their cabin . This brought us out 10 front o 



portage from Ingolf where we could see beyond the 
big island on the left that the lake extended several 
miles so we could hardly recognize the other side. 
We were so surprised we said we must come back 
in the summer and investigate. 

Closer to the huge granite rock at the end of the 
portage from Ingolf to West Hawk was a wee shack. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLIHDAywvutsrponmlkihgfedbaWURPONMLIHDA
lt looked like a raJiway frelght-car on a smali scale. 
Alittle man lived there all alone and as far as we 
know he never left. 

A few times we dropped in to see if he was still 
mobile and he was. Once I asked how he kept warm 
in the winter. "No problem," he said, "there is a 
secret passage out of this lake that no one knows 
but me. When it gets cold l get in that canoe and 
go down that passage, go past New York, see Liver-
pool on the left and go to Algiers" . I asked him if 
he saw Gibraltar on the way. "No I never did see 

that place," he said . 
After graduating in medicine in May 1920, I 

stayed two more years at the hospital. On May 31, 
1922, l ended my internship and residency and went 
down to the C.P .R. Station to take the train to Re-
gina. I had been appointed Medical Officer to Treaty 
Party No. lO, the largest tribe of all treaty parties . 
The western office dealing with the Indians was in 
Regina. 

1t was 1925 before we got back to explore West 
Hawk Lake. Henry and I again took the train to 
Ingolf, rented a canoe, which we carried across the 
'l'2 mile portage to West Hawk Lake. We started 
across the bay to the right of the big island, and 
found the main body of West Hawk Lake. We 
figured it must be three miles in diameter, maybe 
four. There were smali islands on our right and one 
quite large island on our left, near the east si de of 
the lake. 

We headed for the big island. Its north shore and 
the west were sort of forbidding, so we landed on 
the southeast area . Looking straight north to the 
east shore of the lake there was a long sandy beach. 
On it a very large tree had fallen. It split into very 
big branches, oue on top of the other. The upper 
one was arched upwards, and from where we were, 
it looked like a super large alligator so we named 
the spot Alligator Bay. 

The beauty of the sand beach, the crystal elear 
water and another even better beach a couple of 
hundred yards on the right almost mesmerized us. 

Right there we decided this was the perfect site 
for a summer camp. When we got home, we never 
stopped till we got all the information on it. 

When the Hudson's Bay Com pan y sold its terri-
tory to the Dominion Government, it kept two sec-
hons (square miles) in every township. Number 26 
for certain and (I am guessing) either 17 or 19. This 
perfect beach was in section 26, and the owner was 

a magistrate in East Kildonan who had spent a 
mont h in a tent on it every summer . He was giving 
It up for some reason. He had three sons, none of 
whom we re interested in it. 

We finally bought it from him for, I think, $500. 
From then on we started exploring. I have to inject 
the story about another deer hunt?? that Hank and 
l took . We knew the C.P.R. came into Ingolf from 
the west , and reckoned it would be a good idea to 
go straight west on or south of the railway. We start-
ed early and found the going fairly easy. Several 
miles later we sighted a buck and after following 
his traeks in the snow for a mile or so without any 
luck, we sat down for a rest, a pretty short one. This 
also was in December when dark comes pretty ear-
Iy . We started walking straight north, figuring we 
would soon reach the tracks. We were wrong, the 
track had turned north, too, and we were paralIel-
ing it. 

After a short while, we noticed black smoke in 
the sky to the northeast. It could only be from the 
train. Locomotives then were driven by steam gener-
ated by a coal fire and the smoke was black in huge 
quantities. 

Hank suggested it would likely be a freight train 
as the freights outnumbered the passenger trains. 
We each carried besides our rifles a suitcase with 
food and ammunition. Hank was always fuli of 
ideas and he suggested we stand elose to the track 
which was on a high road bed, and that we board 
the caboose, one by the front steps and one by the 
back steps. It would be at least five miles back to 
Ingolf and it was getting dark, so aImost anything 
would be worth a try . We sto od just to the right 
of the road bed, one some 40 feet ahead of the other. 
Soon we could hear the roar of the train. When the 
headlight appeared around a bit of a curve, we im-
mediately realized it was the Toronto express and 
not a freight. Our reaction time was zero - it was 
easy to climb down the slanting edge of the roadbed. 
The speed of that train was 50 miles an hour. 

At least, we knew that, if we folIowed the track, 
we would eventually come to Ingolf. When we got 
to Ingolf at 10, we were met at the station by a search 
party starting out to look for us. We were a bit weary 
and very hungry . After a real good din ner , we en-

joyed a long satisfying sleep. 
When we returned to the lake again, we met Mr. 

and Mrs . Harry Kyle, at Ingolf. They were living 
in what was really a series of shacks huddled 
together at or near the mouth of a tiny inlet on the 
south shore of Long Pine Lake, just beyond the En-ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
gineer's "Castle". 

Mr. Kyle was a pleasant man and we aIways won-
dered how he made a living. He did some odd jobs 
and they took in campers. There was little attrac-
tion for campers, the lake was not elean, the accom-
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modation left a lot to be desired, and the meals were 

worse than that. 
We explored West Hawk and the more we looked, 

the better we liked it. 
In the funnel-shaped approach to the outlet there 

were a few camps. All were owned by C.P.R. em

ployees who could use their 'passes' to com e and 
go. They did a lot of fishing and, I think, mostly 
on the weekends. They were a long way from the 
big part of the lake and I think they seldom ven

tu red far from shelter. 
Some time in those years 1925 on, two men had 

mining c1aims along the south shore of the big lake 

back from that beautiful big sand beach. They had 
a cabin of poplar logs with the bark left on. Their 
mining c1aim never amounted to anything. One own
er was a big man living in Fort Garry, the other a 
Swede, Gus Lindquist. The Fort Garry man came 

down occasionally but Gus stayed there most of the 
time. In the early 1930s when the area was being 
surveyed for the first Trans-Canada Highway, Gus' 
cabin was on the right half of the planned road. The 
surveyors and their associates tried to get Gus to 
pull down his shack but he had other ideas. He tried 
to sell it to them for $500., but they were not in

terested. Gus used to work for the surveyors occa
sionally and one day they sent him on a job across 
the Manitoba-Ontario boundary for the day. When 
he came back, his shack had been blown up and the 
ground levelled off. For months, Gus' shack had 
been sitting about six feet higher than the road 
grade. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLIHDAywvutsrponmlkihgfedbaWURPONMLIHDA

I remember Mr. J .S. McDiarmid was the minister 
in charge of the arrangements and he used to come 
down and visit for days. 

Gus abhored him and one day he said, "If that 
so-and-so stays here much longer, he will have to 
pay a tax to get a pail of water out of the lake" . 

Gus had had a short-lived but strong desire to do 
something positive, so he built himself a log cabin 
near one end of the beautiful south beach. Believe 
it or not, it was nearly as good as the ones Mr. Harry 
Kyle built. Five of us, including Gus, were sitting 
in it one evening, watching the fire in the fireplace. 
He was smoking a cigarette . None of the rest of us 
relished the pollution of the wilderness air. Gus 
smoked the first cigarette pretty short and threw the 
live stub on the cabin floor. Nobody said a word, 
but when he did the same wit h the second cigarette, 
one of the fellows said, "Gus, you are going to set 
the cabin on fire". Gus' reply was "Well, it's my 
cabm and l can do what l like" . 

On occasions, we did some exploring around West 
Hawk Lake. There were three smalllakes between 
West Hawk and Falcon Lakes. One was close to the 
southeast corner of West Hawk. The approach to 
it from the lake was rather precarious. Some large 
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trees and large rocks left a narrow channel of Wate 

and in this channel was a huge rock usually just ｵｮｾ＠
der the surface. The surface of this rock was smooth 

but quite broad and a real risk to an outboard mo
tor, or any propeller. 

Also, the lakesides both north and west were for
bidding for quite a distance, so if you wanted to get 

in or out on a day with a north or west wind of any 
strength, you might be in trouble. 

The first of those three lakes from West Hawk 
Lake was just up a small rise from the shore. It was 

maybe 150 yard s in diameter (Hunt Lake). Near its 
shore, at the top of the rise, was a beautiful place 
for a camp. Someone else thought so (Stuart Gar
son later Premier of Manitoba) and built a very good 
log cabin. The original road ran along the south side 
of this lake and the approach to the cabin was by 
boat only. Soon afterwards aroad, best described 

as a bush road, was built c10se to the cabin. The 
other two smalllakes were further apart, one just 
south of the first road (Lyons) and the other (Camp) 
nearer to Falcon Lake. l imagine the Indians knew 
of these lakes and pro babi y followed them as a path 
between the two larger lakes. 

In exploring behind what was temporarily known 
as AJligator Bay (now owned by John Bigelow) we 
found nailed up on a fairly high tree a sign iden
tifying the section line in the municipality. There 

is another iron post just back of the beach marking 

the same line. 
Further back and further west, we discovered 

some poplar log shacks. One was for a stable, the 
other for people. In the second, we found 1917 
newspapers nailed to the wall. Not far away was a 
fair size pile of dirt and shale surrounding a circu
lar hole in the ground about 15 feet wideo Dirty 
water filled it up to about five or six feet from the 

top - was it an old mine? ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

THE STORY OF THE BOOTH 

(nee MACCHARLES) PROPERTY IN 

INDIAN BAY, WEST HAWK LAKE 

By Patricia Ruth Booth (nee MacCharles) 

In approximately 1919 my father, Dr. M.R. Mac
Charles, and his brother-in-law, Henry Grant, were 
canoeing on West Hawk Lake and happened onto 
the property which is now known as the Booth 
Place. They were attracted to the lovely sandy beach 
and then explored around it. They checked and 
found that a magistrate from East Kildonan ha,d 

purchased this piece of property from the Hudson s 
Bay Company. The magistrate's family was not 10-

terested in anything so isolated so he agreed to sell 

the property to my father for $6()().()(). d 
A partnership of 12 men was formed an 

although we cannot remem ber all of the OrlglOal 
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group they included, Dr. William Campbell, Dr. 
Eddie Alexander, Dr. Currie McMillan, Mr. Jim
mie Hewitt, Dr. J.D. Adamson, Dr. H.D. Kitchen, 

and Mr. Bill Martin. ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcaYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcaYWUTSRQPONMLJIHGFEDCBA[n 1928 the main cabin was 
built by Harry Kyle from Ingolf, Ontario. He and 
two other men, took a team of horses over the ice 
and constructed a one-room cabin (which was later 
moved) and lived in that while they built the [arge 
cabin. The [ogs were cut on sight. 

Originally it was planned that this wou[d be a 
men's camp and a cook, Gus, was hired and spent 
three summers with them. He had been a cook on 
a clining car for the CP Railway. Then Olie Haavisto 
from Denmark was hired. He had been a cook in 
a bush camp and he stayed for five summers. Af
ter a few years, it became the custom for two fami
lies at a time to spend two weeks there. Over the 
years, all the partners except Bill Martin lost interest. 
He settled for a piece of the property as his share 
and that was later sold to others. As Dad remem
bers it, they paid $300.00 for the building that is 
now the bunkhouse and it was going to be $1200.00 
for the big cabin but when they decided that they 
wanted it built up on the high rock where it now 
sits, the price was increased by $100.00. 

My father married my mother (Jennie) in 1924. 
I arrived in March 1925, folIowed by my sister 
Shirley in 1928 and my brother Roderick in 1933. 
We have a picture of me at Kyle's Long Pine Inn 
taken in August 1925. 

Our family has spent each summ er since 1928 at 
our cabin. Over the years we have had many friends 
and relatives, vi si tors from all over the world. We 
originally went by train to Ingolf, then down Long 
Pine Lake, across the portage, then across West 
Hawk Lake to our camp. Olie, a professional chef, 
met us at the portage at the West Hawk si de with 
a Peterborough 14' boat wit h a 10 H.P. Johnson 
motor, and took us back to the camp. After lunch 
every day Olie would take all the kids in the boat 
while the parents rested and we would go back across 
the portage to pick up the groceries which had been 
left in the morning in a wooden box. They were deli
vered by the Knutsen's store and Olie would leave 
a note in the box with the order for the next day. 
As each group left, the bedding had to be washed 
to be ready for the next family's arrival. The gray 
flannel sheets we used in those days were double 
length and Olie tied a rope around the middle of 
them and towed them around Indian Bay to rinse 
them. 

After the TransCanada Highway came through 
in 1932, we started travelling by car to West Hawk, 
firsl eoming to the Government ODek at Creseent 
Beach. After a couple of years, it was decided to 

build a boathouse in Pen ni ac Bay with a room on 
top for a place to wait, as Dad couldn't predict his 

time of arrival. Because of the distance across the 
lake in all kinds of weather, an inboard boat was 
purchased that would withstand any kind of water. 
At my brother's request, it was called the Queen 
Mary II, after the ocean liner that was much in the 
news at that time. At the top of the hill, above the 
boathouse where we parked our car, there was a 
Relief Camp, where the men lived who were on relief 
and were working on the highway. They lived there 
year-round. 

I married Dr. Denton Booth in 1946 and we spent 
part of our honeymoon at the Penniac Bay boat
house. I fondly recall our dinner in the Trans
Canada Restaurant with Dei and Frank Reichert 
during our honeymoon. Frank introduced us to 
another honeymoon couple from Minnesota who 
stayed several days at West Hawk. Frank cooked 
us all a beautiful big T -bone steak dinner even 
though it was a meatless Tuesday, during the ra
tioning days. 

Our first child, Denton, was bom in July of 1948 
and was taken to the lake within his first ten days 
of life. We had a second son, Donald, in 1950, and 
two daughters, Marilyn in 1954 and Pamela in 1963. 

The names of other families that I remember from 
the early days around the north end of the lake are 
the Wallestons, Kilverts, Mr. DeLewrey, Oelkers, 
Unkaufs, Shinbanes, Dorfmans, MacDougalls, 
Wightmans, and Merritts at Howe Bay. There were 
many other families around Crescent Beach, High 
Rock Beach, and MacKenzie Beach who willlikely 
appear elsewhere in this book. 

Over the years we have made many friends around 
West Hawk Lake, especially in the Indian Bay area. 
We are now in the fourth generation at our camp 
with seven grandchildren visiting every summer from 
as far away as BC and Southern Ontario. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

WEST HA WK LAKE 

ISOLATED LOT 4 
THE BIGLOW STORY 

Harry and Marion Biglow first visited the 
Whiteshell in 1933, as part of a gro up of couples 
from the Briffon's Mens Club in Winnipeg. They 
visited Star Lake with the idea of establishing a 
group of cabins, but this never materialized. 

After building a smali house trailer (on a Model 
"T" Ford chassis!) in 1935, the trailer was kept at 
Sam's Souci on Lake Winnipeg for five years. In 
the fali of 1940 it was transferred to Hobin's Park 
at Beausejour, then on to West Hawk Lake in the 
spring of 1941. Harry was a friend of Hector Mac
Kenzie, the owner of CBC Cabins, and the trailer 
stayed on the west side of the CBC pro perty until 

1945. 
In 1945 the provincial government subdivided the 
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Ernest Zimmerman. 

400 foot length of Rutherford property on Crescent 
Beach Road, and the Biglows built their cabin on 
lot CI, the furthest from the highway. 

In 1950, Harry Biglow obtained the permit for 
Lot 4 Isolated at the mouth of Indian Bay, and in 
1973 it was transferred to son John and his family . 

Ear1y recollections of John Big10w at West Hawk 
Lake. 
Early 1940s - Ranger Cal Ritchie operated the mini 
"Cat" bulldozer while building the 'new' govern
ment pi er. At that time there were beautiful birch 
trees along Crescent Beach that were both pic
turesque and provided much needed shade for the 
bathers. 

That was about the same time Mr. MacKenzie was 
building on the west end of the CBC property . Each 
cabin that was built was given a name of a tree or 
Indian tribe or an animai and they were all called 
'Lodges'. Remember Lynx Lodge, Fox, Irmine, 
Fisher, Sable, Moose, Caribou, or how about 
Spruce, Birch, Mapie or Tamarac, or maybe it was 
Cree, Sioux or Ojibway you stayed in. Some of the 
people who worked at CBC cabins were Mr. and 
Mrs. Steedman. They came there after they left 
working at Toniata. Mr. Bill Steele, he helped Mr. 
MacKenzie shortly after he came. Mr. and Mrs. 
Blackwell came in 1940 and stayed until after Mr. 

MacKenzie died and the business changed hands . 
Going up the hill the Reicherts had taken over the 
operation of the Trans-Canada Restaurant about 
now, this would be around 1945. Stan and Gertie 
Crook had the store, post office and cabins at what 
is now West Hawk Resort. Ray Hominiak who built 
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the Kenwin Cabins, built the McColl Frontinac gas 
station, now known as Keystone Motel and Cabins 
and operated it until 1949 when it was bought by 

Buster and Doris Bellemeere, later Pete and Kay 
Stem bought it. Jack Nickolson and his parents had 
the dance hall operating about now. In behind the 
dance hall, Gus Lindquist had his cabin. Down the 
road at the junction to the road to Falcon Lake was 

Sam's Garage operated by Sam and Vicki. Their last 
name was Yanich but many people oni y knew them 
as Sam and Vicki. Then there was the Ealing at Star 
Lake, Harry and Margaret. At Falcon there was the 
Laws, then Gordon Hamilton and Maude and at 
Toniata, Ed and Ella Schindler. At times there were 
people working at the mine at Star Lake, and by 
now lots of cottagers and Bob Tully. 

While we we re around Crescent Beach, we met 
two more rangers, the first Bruce Emes. He was here 

about 1949 to 1951. He was folIowed by Ed 
Polkowski and his wife and family. 

Then there was the other fellows that worked 
around here, "Pop" Coli n Inkster, Art Briggs and 
Bob Dalby, the two Englishmen, Charlie "Little 
Bear" Klyne, Charlie "Big Bear" Watson, wtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAwtsrponljihfdcaWVTSROLJIHFECAAlf "the 
Moose" Erb, Old Ernie who [ just learned ｲ･｣･ｮｴｹ＠
was an uncle of Adolph and Philip Zimmerman. l 

never even knew his last nam e in those days. 
Events or things [ remem ber were the arrival of 

the Lady of the Lake, 1947, and it being launched 
by Sam Yanich's Cadillac - truck - on Crescent 

Beach. 
[n 1948, we saw the arrival of Frank Brown's 

Shepherd "The Vixen" and his Chrysler Town and 
Country convertible, these were great things for us 
all to watch. Another boat I remem ber was the 
"Alta-girl", a Ford V8 powered inboard runabout 
originally owned by the Walmersleys of High Roek 

Beach. 
Then there we re all the kids: the Fleming sisters, 

the Lingwalls, Mark "Maestro" MacPherson, Jeff 
Austen, Scott Mahaffy, the Rosses, the Jentsehs, 
Jim Gross, the Sticky 5, John Mahaffy, Rod 
McCharles, Dick and Norm Good, the Lowens, the 

Robsons . 
1950-1955 - Klepitzville - a book would be ineom

plete without the mention of these nam es, these peo· 
ple either worked for the Forestry or were the 
children of cottage owners or some cases both, ｢ｾｴＬ＠
they are part of West Hawk history - George WIl
son, Gus Yakiwchuk, Dave Goodwin, Cliff Leaeh, 
Herb Davis Ailcan Harry Erickson, the Furch, (he 

Hoeschen c'lan, Chuck and Joe Harris, the MiUer 
family , George and Billy Huczek, and Neil We,r. 

And a hundred more!!! 
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EARLY DAYS 

CLIFF LEACH 

NOTE - Although this story does not 
take place in the Whiteshell, I felt that was too good 
a story to be omitted. 

In 1918, my father was appointed to the railway 
library committee. The committee rented a few cot
tages during the summer to employees of the com
pany. These cottages were at Laclu, Ontario, a smali 
lake about ten miles from Keewatin in the Lake of 
the Woods area of Ontario or about 120 miles east 
of Winnipeg. This rocky, wild country, with its 
myriad of lakes and creeks, had a profound effect 
on my father. He was determined that someday he 
would build a sumrner retreat of his own in this area. 
lt would be no problem travelling back and forth 
on weekends, he reasoned , as each employee of the 
railway received a pass to travel, by train, for them
selves and members of their family. 

During many tri ps to Laclu, the train would stop 
at alittle station called Ingolf, Ontario, to take on 
water or to discharge the odd fi sherman. Ingolf is 
situated a few miles from the Manitoba border. 
While the train stopped, my father would gaze out 
of the coach window to admire the scenery . He saw 
a green meadow sloping to a lovely lake which spar
kled like a jewel in the sun. Long Pine Lake was 
a beautiful body of water winding like a river for 
three miles through ancient granite, pine-topped hills 
and spruce valleys. He had heard there was fine fish
ing in this remote area and that it was possible to 
obtain property from the Ontario government at lit
tle cost. 

My father and three other railway men, recent set
tlers from the British Isles, decided to build sum
mer dwellings for their families in a cooperative way. 
They found a nice location, with fiat pine-covered 
land, and a nice sandy beach, in a bay, at the eastern 
end of Long Pine Lake. 

They endured the hardships of winter logging and 
trekking three miles down the lake during the cold 
winter weekends. They built a comrnunal bunkhouse 
of logs, cut from fir trees nearby and heated their 
cabin with a large black tin stove. Bunks were made 
of smaller logs and were covered with mattresses of 
spruce boughs. Going into the spruce-filled swamps, 
ringing the south side of the bay, they cut down and 
hau led logs by horse and sleigh to their respective 
locations. These logs were peeled in the spring when 
their bark came off easily, and construction was car
ried out during the summer. The comfortable log 
structures they built are still standing and in fine 

shape after 50 years. 
As soon as dad 's cottage was partially livable, 

mother joined us and did the cooking, washing, bak
ing blueberry pies and in her own way aided great-

ly in the building process . Those were hard working 
but good times. 

In the warm summer evenings, the various build
ing families would gather and light a fire on a rocky 
hill overlooking the bay. Dad would play his violin 
to accompany us in the songs we sang. Other fami
lies and musicians around the lake would occasion
ally join us. 

The station at Ingolf was on a high rocky ridge, 
on the north shore of the bay, at the western end 
of the lake. Sloping down from this ridge to the lake 
was a green meadow, part of a smali farm belong
ing to a Danish couple by the name of Knudson who 
lived a frugallife and were among the few original 
Danish and Norwegian settlers in this lovely region. 
Most were employed by the railway to service the 
rails or operate the station facilities. 

Mrs. Knudson lived with her son and two daugh
ters in a picturesque little whitewashed log cabin sur
rounded by birch trees at the edge of the lake. She 
was a pretty woman with delicate features and a slim 
body, somewhat out of keeping with the harsh life 
she led. Her husband had managed to provide for 
the family by doing a bit of prospecting and trap
ping. He was also a skilled taxidermist and stuffed 
game and fish for wealthy sportsmen holidaying in 
Kenora . He and a friend named Martin had disco
vered the Star Lake Gold Mine during the years im
mediately preceding the First World War. In 
addition, Knudson worked a smali farm, with a few 
herd of cattle, near a waterfall at the northern tip 
of West Hawk Lake. He was a heavy drinker, and, 
when under the influence of liquor, was rather wild, 
with atouch of brutali ty to compound his perso
nality. 

Martin was a bachelor living a lonely life at the 
end of the portage from Long Pine to West Hawk 
Lake. He was a powerfully built man of mild dis
position and often paid visits to the Knudson home. 
Being the opposite personality to Knudson, it often 
upset him greatly to see how callously Knudson 
treated his pretty wife and the children while under 
the influence of liquor. 

The story goes that once while trying to protect 
Mrs. Knudson and the children, a shooting 100k 
place and Mr. Martin was killed . 

The murder of Martin became a celebrated case 
in some newspapers. Knudson was acquitted under 
an agreement of self-defence. He was considered an 
undesirable im migrant and ordered to return 10 his 
native Denmark. Mrs. Knudson did not return with 
him . She had to sacrifice her smali farm at West 
Hawk Lake to pay the lawyers for her husband's 

defense . She was left with her three smali children 
on a smali holding surrounding the station at Ingolf. 

My father liked Mrs . Knudson, and he and his 
friends would buy eggs and milk from her . He sug-
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gested she set up a smali store to supply them with 

their needs, and pointed out that others would be 

following them to build summer homes. He also ad

vised her how to get supplies from Kenora. More 

railway employees and their friends came to Ingolf 

to build. As the years went by, Ingolf became a 

popular summer cottage area. Mrs. Knudson 

prospered and finally built a larger store and lodge 

to cater to tourists. 
Her old establishment was, and still is, the focal 

point for all the dances and social events at Ingolf. 

Building at the lak e proved to be a very wise move 

for my father. The railway laid off tradesmen when 

business slackened, and the subsequent lack of wages 

could have mad e life a real hardship (there was no 

unemployment insurance in those days). Dad found 

not only the fishing good at Ingolf but deer, moose 

and other smali life abounded at the lake. Geese and 

ducks were plentiful in the many swamps. Getting 

food was no problem. 

In the summer , just as darkness fell, my brother 

Norm and I, along with a few of the other boys, 

would go rabbit hunting, with our 22-rifles along 

a swampy section of a trail between Long Pine and 

Deer Lakes, a short distance from our cabin. Two 

boys would go off the trail to act as beaters, while 

Norm and I would kneel on the trail and fire at the 

dozens of bush rabbits crossing the trail clearing. 

We always enjoyed our rabbit pies and stews. Then 

there were the blueberries and various bush berries 

that could be eaten raw, or preserved, or baked in 

pies. Like the Indians, we would provide al most all 

our food needs from the land, and instead of the 

layoffs being a hardship, they were al most looked 
forward to. 

The Whiteshell area of Manitoba must have been 

a mecca for the Indians in earlier days, before the 

white man's diseases had decimated them. 

When I was a little boy, Indians would camp 

along the side of the railway traeks to pick blue

berries for sale in the cities. We would occasional

Iy enter their camp, and mother would buy the sof t 

deerhide slippers, decorated with colorful beads, or 

their pretty miniature birch-bark canoes and baskets. 

We also enjoyed hiking along the old Indian trails, 

which had been well wom by generations of Indi

ans, trappers and explorers on their way from Lake 

Winnipeg to Kenora. To avoid the fast water on the 

Winnipeg River, they would take the quieter waters 

of the lakes, carrying their canoes and supplies over 

the short portages until they arrived at the Lake of 
the Woods. 

On a canoe tri p one summer, LiI and I discovered 

an Old Indian campground. We were paddling along 

a narrow creek which wound through a forest of 

spruce trees, carpetted with swamp. Suddenly the 

lake opened on to a pretty little lake (now called 
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Mud Lake), well sheltered from the cold north 

winds. On a nearby shore we sawa large grassy 

clearing on which several wooden skeletons of old 

teepees glistened in the sun. This spot had proba

bly been used for centuries as a stopping place for 
nomadic tribes . 

About the year 1930, when we children were in 

our early teens, Dad took us to see the old Penniac 

gold mine which Messrs. Knudson and Martin dis

covered just before the First World War. He knew 

this mine was on the south shore of Star Lake, two 

portages from Long Pine Lake. Dad had built a me

tal bracket for our prospector canoe to hol d a smali 

Evinrude motor. This we used for the long day-trip. 

The portage from Long Pine to West Hawk was 

about one mile. My brother and I carried the front 

end of the canoe, while Dad put his broad shoul

der s to the heavier end behind. It was not a light 

era f ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAt. At West Hawk Lake, we noticed a dugout 

made of large stones, where Indians probably sought 

shelter during their travels. 

At the lake shore, we also noticed a large barge 

just underwater with a powerful single cylinder mo

tor in the center. The boat and motor had sunk and 

were just left abandoned years ago. We headed 

across the bay to the larger part of the lake. When 

we arrived through the narrows channel, between 

the mainland and the island, we were astonished at 

the size of !he waves. A strong south wind was blow

ing, so we kept near shore, and circled the west side 

of the lake for about three miles to what is known 

now as Penniac Bay. Here, we stopped beside a love

ly little waterfall, the terminus of a creek flowing 

from Star Lake. We then portaged a short mile over

land skirting the creek, to the north shore of Star 

Lake. Then we paddled a short distance up the lake. 

Dad pulled out a spool of fishing line wit h a red 

spinner. The line hadn't been in the water five 

minutes when he caught a fine pickerel. This was 

repeated again and again, and it became obvious 

we could have filled the canoe wit h fish. 
Star Lake is about a mile long so we quickly 

reached the southem shores. Here, we found another 

boat and motor left in good shape but, sunk in the 

shallow water. We walked a10ng what appeared to 

be an old trail or narrow road, overgrown. lt was 

easy to discem human hands had cleared the woods, 

and left pines pleasantly lining our trail. About a 

mile aiong the trail, we spied the top of a mine bUlId

ing or breaker, perched on a large granite hill , and 

sloping down one side of the hill. As we got near

er , we saw rows of squat bunkhouses, and other 

buildings, lower down the valley. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAtsniecYWTSONLKJIHFEDCBAwas like the set

ting of a Hollywood movie. 
Inside the low buildings we found the messhouse 

with cups, saucers and dishes lining the shelves. ｔｾ ﾭ
bIes , chairs, beds, springs and mattresses were tO 



excellent condition. A Cosmopolitan magazine dated 
1914lay open midst a pile of books. An old Edison 
phonograph was surrounded by cylinder records . 
In a smali shack were hundreds of co re fi1es from 
diamond drilling. We noticed a smali rock crush-
er, with chemicaIs and journals left just as they were 
when the mine was operating. A set of rails extend-
ed from the mine shaft, a large hole in the rock, 
to the top of the mining building. We could see how 
the ore was dumped, and washed, on the various 
sluices in the building, and had fun pushing the ore 
carts back and forth on the rails. 

When Dad entered the power house, and exa-
mined the large compressor, he remarked how he 
could get the compressor going in a few weeks with 
proper tools . Dad, being a millwright, and compres-
sors being his specialty, we believed him. For some 
time, we c1imbed around this fascinating spread, 
then had our lunch. 

Looking at his watch, Dad signalled that it was 
time to return, so we began the long journey home. 
We remarked how everything was just left, and what 
a waste it was, but, Dad explained, this was typical 
of many mines . ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt just didn't pay to take out all the 
equipment when the minerais ran out or the stock 
price tumbled. 

A few years ago, I took a nostalgie return to this 
area near the popular Star Lake summer resort. The 
only evidence of the mine was a few cores of dia-
mond drillings seattered on the ground where the 
little shacks had been. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAtsniecYWTSONLKJIHFEDCBAYWTSONLKJIHFEDCBA

WEST HA WK LAKE 

LITILE INDIAN BAY 

BLOCK 11, LOT 7 
By C. Leach 

One lovely summer day, when we were holiday-
ing at Long Pine Lake, Lii and I went for a pienie 
at West Hawk Lake with Cliff, 8 and A1ison, 2. We 
rented a smali boat from Hector MacKenzie at the 
south end of West Hawk Lake, and attached our 
smali outboard motor. I was anxious to take Lii and 
the kids across the lake, to a sandy beach I remem-
bered swimming in when I was a boy. We headed 
northeast and, after travelling three miles, entered 
a narrow strait between a large island and the main-
land. Once through the strait we were in Little In-
dian Bay. Turning right, we could see a yellow 
beach; it was like a tropicallagoon, with a crescent 
of sof t fine sand. After beaching our boat we went 
for a swim. The water was so much c1earer that any 
of the other Whiteshelllakes we were familiar with. 
We were entralled with the place. The sand beach 

ended in alittle harbour and a cedar-covered point 
faced west. The point itself was beautifully wood-
ed, with cedar, pine and birch and the ground sloped 
gradually upward, ideal for a cottage. 

There were two cabins in the entire bay and they 
had been there for years. On the next point was a 
large cabin, built by a group of doctors as a retreat. 
It was owned by Dr. MacCharles. 

A few days later I said to LiI, UI'm going back 
to West Hawk to borrow a canoe at the fish hatch-
ery. I'd like to take another look at that property. 
1'11 also explore the sheltered north end of the lake" . 

At the hatchery, Mr. Watkinson, was pleased to 
loan me his canoe. We had developed a c10se rela-
tionship, from the many tri ps, hiking across the trai! 
with our children to Long Pine Lake. I slowly pad-
dled up the river-like portion of the lake from the 
extreme north end, where there was a public dock, 
McDougall's Landing. For a mile up the lake, I 
marked on my map the location of every sand beach. 
There was scarcely a cottage on the lake. 

After traversing the north shore, I came out to 
the larger portion of the lake, through the narrows , 
studded with islands. The wind was blowing strong 
from the south, and I had great difficulty swinging 
around in the large troughs of the waves. I decided 
to make a more detai!ed survey of the more sheltered 
stretches. Later, the wind had died down, so I pad-
dled to our beloved location. The retiring sun bathed 
the whole sandy beach, and point, in gold. I was 
once more enthralled, and walk ing over the point, 
determined, more than ever, to obtain the property . 
One thing was certain: I would need a large boat 
to traverse the waves. 

Toward the end of my holiday, I visited the fore-
stry office at West Hawk. When I pointed out the 
area I was interested in on the ranger 's map, I was 
advised it had been amining c1aim just released to 
the government a few months before. I was a1so ad-
vised that a Dr. Godwin, who owned a cottage on 
Crescent Beach was interested in the property . 

In the meantime, I contacted Rudy and Holgar 
Sorenson, who lived on a farm at Bear Lake, near 
Caddy Lake and were expert loggers. They agreed 
to build my cabin of logs . During the winter, I ap-
proached the chief Forester in Winnipeg. I explained 
the pressure time to have logs cut in the winter , then 
deposited on the point in the spring, after the top 
snow on the lake had melted. Teams could draw the 
logs across the lake from the cutting area ten 

rniles away at Falcon Lake. He was very sympathetic 
and, I felt, seemed to admire our desire to develop 
this isolated region. He told me to go ahead and 

build my cabin in the desired spot, and he ｷｯｵ､＠
arrange for the survey in the spring. 

I'd never built a good boat, ｯｮｹ＠ a ｳｩｭｰ･＠ flat-
bottom, but going to our library, I found the plan 
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for a 16-foot cedar and oak craft, designed for an 
inboard motor, but could, wit h slight changes, be 

used with an outboard. I'l! never forget how con-
fused I was, trying to read the technical plans of 

building a boat with references to chines, gussets, 
etc . The frame was to be built of oak, covered wlth 

half-inch boards of cedar. I cleared the garage be-
hind the house in Winnipeg, and set up a smal! 
wood-burning stove, for heat. Start ing in Novem-

ber, I devoted alI my spare time to building our boat, 
and it was April before I could open the doors to 
admire my handiwork properly. After varnishing 
the craft, I was reasonably pleased with my efforts. ywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaWUSRPOMLJIGDCBAwvutsrponmljihgedcbaWUPOMLJIGD
It was a nice design and, l felt, would carry my fa-
mily safely across West Hawk in any kind of rough 

water. 
In March, after a mild spell, Holgar and Rudy 

Sorenson deposited two huge piles of straight black 

spruce logs, averaging seven inches in width and 25 

feet in length on either side of my point. 
When the ice was gone out of the lake in 1949, 

we hauled our boat from Winnipeg to West Hawk 
Lake, by trailer. It was powered by a Johnson 
10-horsepower motor, which was large in those days. 
I soon discovered that, aJthough my boat sailed fine, 
on rough days I couldn't let the waves come direct-
ly from behind. The motor was not strong enough 
to push the heavy boat ahead of the large swel!s, 
so tacking was necessary. There were no stern wel!s 
in the back of boats in those days. On rough days, 
the sprayacross the prow caused discomfort. On 
board our boat, on our first trip, was an old army 
tent I had obtained from a fel!ow worker at the 
office. This was to be our lake home for the summer. 

We built a wooden platform IOx12', the size of 
the tent. Around this platform and raised two feet 
high was a fence of two by fours, over which we 
stretched our tent. This gave us a go od dry floor 
and raised the strength of our little dwel!ing place 
from any strong winds. Near by, we nailed thin logs 
to a bower of trees, as a support for the plywood 
roof over our cookstove and dining area. This roof 
was covered with heavy roofing paper. 

Each morning that spring, we picked up Holger 
and Rudy Sorenson, and their two French-Canadian 
hel pers from across the lake. We were amazed at 
how wel! these outdoor men could handle their 
knife, sharp axes and tools, and how adroitly they 
could fit the logs together. I skinned the bark from 
the logs. LiI, in her outdoor kitchen, prepared a 
good lunch for the men. 

In a few weeks the log frame was finished. The 
main room measured 20x24' with a 12x12' kitch-
en. Many window spaces faced the lake. I hated to 
see the men go, especial!y when I was only charged 
a $1. an hour for each man's heavy labour . I was 
sim pl Y too strapped, financially, to keep them any 
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longer, and carried on with al! the lumber work my-

self, with the aid of my family. Setting up the 2x6s 
to support the floor, covering the roof, and insert_ 

ing the windows, soon made me realize how difficult 

working on a log cabin could be, compared to us-
ing lumber. To fit each window, each log had to 

be chipped at the end and flattened to neatly con-

tai n the wide window trim. We had no chain saws 
in those days, so cutting and chiselling was back 
breaking work. 

Weekends that summer were spent hauling sup-
plies and building our summer home. It was one or 

those cold, rainy, windy summers. Our tent was 

often soaked for days and the moi stu re in the 
air permeated the blankets and accentuated the 

nauseating smel! of our coal-oil stove. By the first 
snowfall in late October, the roof was on and aU 
the windows in. There was no floor in the 20x24' 

area, but there was one in the 12-foot kitchen. We 

boarded in the doorway and upper area, separat-
ing the kitchen from the living room, and moved 
our stove into the kitchen. 

That summer was one of the most exciting of our 

lives. Occasionally, we went hiking or on explora-
tion tri ps. The children felt a great dependence and 

bond between themselves and their struggling par-
ents. My son, Cliff, aJthough only nine years old, 
climbed the roof with me and laid the shingles like 

a veteran. I don't think this family bond has been 

broken in the intervening years. 
We finished our cabin the following year, in 1950, 

I should say, we finished the first installation. Off 
and on, building and extending have gone on ever ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAtsniecYWTSONLKJIHFEDCBA

It never occurred to us that our isolated bay would 
be found and wanted by others but in a few short 
years wit h shorter working hours and better roads, 
there was a boom of summer-home building. Boats 
and outboard motors were improving rapidly, so 

crossing rough water became no problem. Our bay 
was subdivided in to large lots and in a few years 
the entire sandy beach was ringed with couages. 
AJong our eastern shore, the government did not 
allow any further building, so we retained a good 
deal of privacy. Our new neighbors were couples 
who loved the outdoors, and became delightful com-
panions, particularly the Toshack, Bell and Ross fa-
milies. We have had many years of pleasure, 
watching our families grow up. The children have 
all been good athletes, and the outdoor living and 
the interest in sports are reflected in their handsome 

faces and virile bodies. 
When Cliff was going to university we built our 

fireplace in a square we had left on the floor be-
tween the sitting room and the kitchen. During the 

summer we gathered large stones from around ｴｨｾ＠
lakeshore. Cliff managed to obtain a num ber o 
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square stones, while working for Manitoba Hydro 

during his summer holidays. The stones we collect-
ed around the shore were mostly sandstone, and 
each required breaking with a sledge hammer. When 

this was done the broken faces bore no relation in 
appearance to the original duli weathered exterior. 
They not only sparkled more brightly but revealed 
a variety of colors. We laid them out in natura! pairs 
to arrange artistically on the fireplace face. 

We built a wooden frame, with spaced boards to 
support the heavy stones. To keep these stones apart, 
Alison and her mother would bring tray after tray 
of fiat shimming stones, collected around the 
property . After many weekends, we took down the 
wooden frarne to reveal a thing of beauty, perfect-

ly square and with the colorful faces of the stones 
protruding from the mortar. Cliff wore out at least 
four pair of gloves, smoothing the white finishing 

mortar between the stones. We then cleaned and var-
nished the stone faces. For the final touches, we 
hauled large blocks of limestone, purchased in Win-

nipeg, to make our mantle and hearth. 
During the early years, a number of pioneers were 

responsible for the development of Long Pine and 
West Hawk Lakes. 

Harry Kyle was an early settler at Ingolf, Ontario 
on Long Pine Lake. During the winter, he was a 

printer in Winnipeg. He must have been good at his 
trade because he was always hired again after his 
summers at the lake. 

He was a fine builder of log cabins and helped 
my father with equipment, material and knowledge. 
Two marvelous legacies of his skill remain at West 

Hawk. One is a two-storey log cabin with a huge 
fireplace built for Dr. MacCharles and a group 
of young doctors from Winnipeg. The other is the 
rambling cabin on Big Island, later owned by the 
Bowie family. 

Harry also built the complex known as Long Pine 
Lodge. It is popular as a dining room, serving fine 

dinners to campers from all over the area. 
The fine cabin Harry built on the north shore of 

Little Indian Bay finally became the property of Dr. 
MacCharles. Prior to the building of the highway, 
the MacCharles family journeyed to Ingolf by train, 

then across a short stretch of Long Pine Lake and 
finally across the mile portage to West Hawk Lake. 
The entire family had a deep affection for the lake 
country and the fine old cabin is well maintained 

by daughter, Pat Booth, and her husband, Dr . Den-
ton Booth, and their family. 

Dr. MacCharles had a boathouse built near Pen-
niac Bay. From this harbour, the family would travel 

back and forth across the lake in their beautiful ma-
hogony boat, The Lady of the Lake. 

Jim Lance was another popular figure at Ingolf 
during the 1920s and 1930s. A good-Iooking 

bachelor, he built fine rustic furniture of diamond 
willow for the affluent residences at Kenora, On-
tario. He also built som e fine log cabins, such as 
Mineral King on the north shore peninsula, near Big 
Island. The cabin was named after the Mineral King 
Mine on this beautiful property . The cabin and a 
similar one on a nearby island, were built with logs 
of giant white pine, which grew plentifully in the ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
area. 

Daily we would see Jim paddling on his search 
for diamond willow. The front end of his canoe 
would be high out of the water and Jim would ap-
pear to be seated on the surface of the lake as he 
sped along. 

An old timer at the extreme north end of the lake 
was McDougall, after who m the public boat land-
ing was named. When we were new arriva!s, he was 
gl ad to let us harbour our new boat at his dock un-
ti! we, together with Dr. Jack Grahame and fami!y 
arranged to build a joint boathouse nearby. 

Keith McDougall, a nephew, took over the old 
cabin, and was a familiar figure for many years 
among the sailing fraternity at the yacht club. 

A good friend of McDougall was Colonel Sam-
son, an ardent fisherman. The Bruce Samson fa-
mily occupy the old fami!y cottage, not far from 
the waterfall. 

When the first TransCanada Highway was being 
built (now Highway 44), many campers at Ingolf, 
who were not connected with the railway, were anx-
ious to drive to West Hawk by road, then cross the 
lake and take the portage to Long Pine Lake. 

The young people of Ingolf would, occasional-
Iy, challenge the road workers, who were billeted 
near the highway, to a game of baseball, played on 
a large clearing, at the West Hawk end of the trai! 
to Ingolf. On Saturday nights, many couples from 
Ingolf made the lake trip to dances at the new hall, 
which later became the Trans-Canada Restaurant. 

About this time, a middle-aged Scot Hector 
MacKenzie, began to journey to the lake . I knew 
Hector as an office clerk wit h the Saskatchewan 
Wheat Pool in Winnipeg . He was a bachelor, and 

had taken a course in geology at the University of 
Manitoba during the evenings. 

He had a cabin bui!t near the beach, and prospect-
ed the area for minera!s . He obtained maps, which 
showed where mining claims had been made, and 

found about 40 acres of prime land near the high-
way and the lake had been staked by a United States 
corporation years before. When he wrote the com-
pany, as I recall, they had difficulty finding any -
record of the property, so were quite gl ad to get rid 

of it for a modest sum. 
Although Hec never found gold, he recognized 

the golden opportunity of using this prime land 
as a tourist attraction, and had a store and smali 
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tourist cabins built. He also rented boats and ca

noes. Thus the CBC Store and Cabins came into 

being. 
When Hec died in the 1950s, he had no living rela

tives in Canada. After quite a search, a cousin was 

found in Scotland, who quickly sold the pro perty . 

The Harbottles acquired and expanded the CBC 

a few years later. 

WEST HA WK LAKE FOR US 

ISLAND 3, LOT 9 
1937-1989 

By Anita Schmidt 

My parents, Reginald and Alice Wightman, 

bought our summ er home, a log cabin on West 

Hawk Lake in 1937. In those days, the lake had only 

a few cottages apart from the town. These were dot

ted miles apart along the shore line with one cot

tage on each of three islands in the north end of the 

lake . Most of the cabins were built of logs by local 

craftsmen. Usually the logs were shipped in from 

British Columbia on the Canadian Pacific Railway 
that ran through Rennie, Manitoba, and Ingolf, 

Ontario. 

The original owner of our cabin, George Wil

liams, built the cottage four years before Dad's pur

chase. Personal tragedy led him to return to his 

native England and sell his island retreat. The 
dreams Williams had when he built the cabin we re 

Ieft behind for our family's speculations. 

In the centre of the living room stood an iron Hu

ron stove with No. 96 on the door. !ts pipes led to 

the chimney of the open fireplace which was built 

from local rock. A steady fire in such a stove would 
have provided sufficient heat for winter living. Other 

hints at cold weather plans we re yards of dark green 

and red cloth, carefully rolled on an upper shelf 

along with a few other trinkets suggesting Christmas. 

The bedroom housed two double beds and a sin
gle bed as well as a chest of drawers . The beds were 
mattresses perched on simple log frames with a ten
dency to collapse. 

A large oak cupboard divided the centre room 
from the lean-to kitchen. The cupboard was stocked 

with hand-painted china . The dining room table, 

made from one huge piece of oak, comfortably seats 
12. 

The Morris chair with the wood sidearms that lift 
to reveal storage for space for pipe tobacco, and zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
In Our case, greeting cards from years of lake birth

days, sits beside the fireplace to this day. The Toron

to couches are replaced by a chesterbed and wicker 
furniture. 

The cookstove in the small kitchen threw its own 
share of heat. A small icebox stood in the corner 
A separate log ice house, filled each winter with ｨｵｧｾ＠
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blocks of lak e ice, nestled by the shore line. 

Although they were city dwellers by the time they 
bought the cottage, bot h my parents had grown u 

on the Prairies and lived in farm houses with amenf 

ties similar to those at the lake. They were not daunt

ed by the coal oil lamps, the small outhouse over 

the hill or the icebox with its ever full drip pan. The 

first night in the cabin, Mom and Dad trapped 21 

mice. My childhood memories include the drowned 

mice we used to find in the icebox drip pan most 
mornings . 

Life on the island presented its Own challenges 

for my mother who stayed at the lake for the sum

mer with only the company of two youngsters and 
sometimes a women fri end from the city. Our water 

transportation was not as sophisticated as we now 

enjoy. Before the Second World War, a large white 

flat-bottom boat plied the lake commercially. One 

could book a ride to the cottage and even arrange 

for milk and bread to be delivered midweek. 

This luxury ground to a halt following our second ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
summer. 

Dad bought an 18-foot Peterborough wooden 

boat and equipped it with a IO-horsepower outboard 

motor. Proudly he boasted it was the third largest 

boat on the lake, outranked by a superior inboard 

and a 14-horsepower outboard. With determination 

and unnatural strength for her slight frame, mother 

had to wrap the rope around the top of the motor, 

yank it smartly and pray it would spark and run. 

In later years, after the road to the fish hatchery 

opened, we kept our motor on the island at the end 
of each season and rowed 2 km . to the island on 

open ing and closing days. Usually there were three 

of us in the canvas rowboat, mother, my brother 

and I as well as a large dog and a cat wrapped in 

a towel and howling. During the war years, the man

power willing to stock the ice house disappeared and 
we carried a lump of ice in a canvas sheet to pro

vide refrigeration for our perishables. We continued 
to carry ice in every three days until Dad purchased 

a propane refrigerator in the mid-50's. Carrying a 

large tank of propane was no easier than hauhng 

ice - it just lasted longer . 
By the 1960s, we enjoyed the luxury of a smali 

feeder road that brought us closer still to the lsland. 

By then we had a I yxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaVTSPOMLJIFDCBAh horsepower motor that w.e 

had to encourage by rowing while it ran . ThlS 

mechanical aid a post-war purchase, was my 
mother's pride . She had carried it home by herself 

after she bought it in Minneapolis while she and 

three bridge-playing friends were on a weekend 

spree. They travelled by bus and the motor ｯｵｾ＠
ranked all the other shopping in awkwardness an 

weight. . h 
Mother travelled the waters of West Hawk ｗｬｾ＠

a black inner tube around her waist. To this day s e 
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Wightmans and Schmidt, 1937, West Hawk Lake. 

Wightman·Schmidt cottage, 1988. 

believes she would be safer thus protected, rather 
than wearing a government-regulated life jacket. 
One inner tube was considered sufficient protection 
for at least three people. We always felt that two 
could hang on to the person "wearing" the inner 
tube. It was essential that one person have the tube 
around his or her waist on wavy days so that the 
protection would not tloat away if the boat capsized. 
(It never did.) 

The collage and surrounding area have changed 
in the last 50 years. Still hanging on the wall is a 
map dated 1932. A smali red dot locates the cabin 
on the map. This drawing of West Hawk, Falcon, 
Star and Caddy Lakes was put out by the Pro vi n-
cia! Department of Mines and Natural Resources 
(Survey and Forestry Branch). Pasted on the back 
of the frame is a map put out by the Dominion of 
Canada Department of the Interior in 1929. Both 
identify what was called the Whiteshell Forest 
Reserve. (lt is now called Whiteshell Provincial 
Park.) 

In 1961 Dad and my father-in-Iaw moved the log 
ice house, log by log, to build a second bedroom 
to accommodate the growing num bers of grandchil-
dren. In 1966 the province brought electricity to the 
islands. Keeping food cold, always a problem, be-
came easy. We retired the coal oillamps to a shelf 
and still gratefully bring them down for fairly fre-
quent power outages. We kept the cookstove for 
another five years before we gave in to the co n-
venience of an electric stove. Everytime we lose the 
pOwer during a thunder storm, we question the de-
cision. 

Early in the 1970s, my parents sold the collage 
to my husband, Lawrence Schmidt and l. My 

. Reg and Alice Wightman with Clive and Anita en. 
JOylng the 'Peterborough', 1939. The lake has changed 
In 50 years, but then so have I. 

Reg Wightman's youngest grandchiid, Joan 
Schmidt, 1974, helps brighten and clean the interior 
log s, 1988. 

brother and his family meanwhile had located in a 
mainland cottage on the same lake. My hus band, 
who loves to renovate, removed the ice house 
bedroom and replaced it with a wing that inc1udes 
a small bedroom, a master bedroom and a bathroom 
with running hot and cold water. We still duck 
out to the outhouse over the hill. Further changes 
inc1ude a front deck for sunning, a gazebo to shelter 
us from the insect life and a power boat. We really 

have gone sof t. 
Snapshots from the 1930s and 1940s show dra-

matic changes in foliage around the cabin. Rowboats 
and outboards on the lake are outnumbered by 
powerboats and windsurfers. Instead of being the 
only one on Island 3, we share the acreage with 10 
other cabins. The outside logs, blackened with years 
of sun, have been painted in a shade as c10se to the 
originaJ color as we could find. The inside logs were 
dark and dusty after 50 years of repeated oiling and 
quick dustings with oity rags, They are undergoing 
a facelift with paint remover and a sharp scraper. 
The original glory of the fresh logs again is being 

revealed. 
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The cottage, furnishings and undergrowth have 
changed since 1937. Some neighbors have come and 

gone. However, the water ｲ･ｭｾｩｮｳ＠ fresh ｡ｾ､＠ cold 
and the loons still cry out. We stlll take ｦ｡ｭｉｹ＠ pho-

tos on the rocks in front of the cottage where my 
parents sat for all our snapshots over 50 years ago. 

WEST yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAHA WK LAKE 

LOT l, ISLAND 1 
By Mildred Bowie 

I will not go into the early history of the cottage 

as there are others much more qualified to do thal. 
The present log cottage was built in 1928-1930 be-
fore there we re any roads in the area. Ali the sup-
plies were shipped by train to Ingolf, Ontario, 

transported across Long Pine Lake, then a mile por-
tage to West Hawk Lake and across this lake to the 

site. We are situated on a sand bar at the south end 
of the channel going to McDougall's Landing. We're 
on a sandy point which is on the canoe route from 

the Lake of the Woods to Lake Winnipeg. This 
would have been an ideal campsite for travellers in 
the very early days. Indeed, the finding of the odd 
arrowhead on the sandbar over the years indicates 

that it was used by the Indians. There was a build-
ing on the property before the cottage was built but 
I don't know what it was used for, 50 won't 
speculate. 

We bought the cottage in 1955 50 this is our 36th 
year of occupancy. There have been a lot of changes 
over the years but ours was pretty well equipped be-
fore the advent of electricity. We had an old kero-
sene fridge so we were mak ing ice when others were 
transporting it from the landing. Also, there was 
an old gasoline engine that pumped water up the 
hill to a holding tank, 50 we had running water. The 
old cookstove served our cook ing needs admirably 
as well as giving welcome heat in the spring and fali. 

One event in the early years when we were using 
McDougall's Landing stands out in my memory. We 
arrived with guests on a Friday night to be told that 
our island was on fire. No one seemed to know how 
bad it was because all you could see was smoke. 
However, when we arrived we found that there had 
｢･･ｾ＠ a shift in the wind 50 the fire was burning back 
on Itself. That was the only thing that saved the cot-
tage. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAlt couldn't have come any closer. The fore-
stry people arrived shortly after we did with their 
water pump. They worked well into the night and 
a heavy downpour aided them. I remem ber 

sending coffee ｾｰ＠ to them and one of the cups came 
back crazed wlth the heat of the fire. The top of 
the island was completely burned on our side and 
even though it happened many years ago hasn'; 

recovered: ｗｾ＠ have birch but few ･ｶ･ｲｧｲ･･ｮｾＮ＠ There 
was one ruce slde effec!. One area produced an abun-
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dance of stemless ladyslippers or moccasin flowe 
Now that the trees have grown up somewhat I·trs . 

, IS 
100 shady for them and they have all died off. 

In the early days, we always had deer on the is-
land . A doe had her twin fawns on a hallawon top 

of the island . She used to stand by the back door 
waiting for her crust of bread. They swam back and 

forth from the mainland and you would see them 

walking up the bank with their wet coats glistening 

in the sun, sometimes six of them, the buck, doe, 

the yearlings and the fawns. One picture that stays 

in my memory is a large buck standing on the rock 
above the garden, like a magnificent statue bathed 

in the red gol d of the sunset. We had a salt lick on 
the hill above the cottage and in an evening you'd 
see six to eight deer around it. 

After open season of hunting in the Whiteshell, Our 

deer were no more. Instead, we had bear. One faU, 
a bear forced open the door to the kitchen and made 
the shambles of il. II proceeded to terrorize my son 

and daughter-in-law for twa nights. When they bolt-
ed the door 50 it couldn't get back in, it chewed and 

cla wed all the doors and stood on its hind legs and 

looked in the windows growling and roaring. 
As with most people who bought ar built collages 

about that time we did, our children who loved the 
lake when growing up, now have children of their 
own. However, they are 50 scattered, the grandchil-

dren in most cases don't have more than a couple 
of weeks at the lake in a summer. Our children were 

here from mid-June to Labour Day. 
In the early years, Highway 312, off No. 44, ｷｾｳ＠

very unpredictable. I remem ber the part of the trad 
that went over what are naw the gravel pits. You 
used to gun the motor to get up the hill, then dodge 

boulders ar fallen log s down to McDougall's Land-
ing . One year, 312 was 50 soft you had to have a 
tractor to pull you through. The worst time was 
when it was under water and no way of telling how 
deep it was. We came down Friday night as usual, 

looked at the lake for a while and decided to return 
to Winnipeg. We were all terribly disappointed un-
til Bill remembered Adolph Zimmerman who was 

such a help to we early cottagers in so many ｷ｡ｙｾｦ＠
We drove to Lakeside Cabins and asked Adolph:, 

'd "Sure he could possibly take us across. He sal, d'l 
and piled us all into his boat: my husband an , 
our four children, three cats and a motor. He gOl 

us safely across just before sunset. . . ated on 
Our cottage as I thmk I mentlOned 15 SItu 

a sandbar. That is the first part of the lake to opel n 
' . k' that was usua -
m the spnng 50 we would brea Ice '1 y 

. ter UnU m ly cracked untJl we got to the open wa· eek 
hus band died we were always at the cottage a w ed 

' k Weus 
or more before the lake properly bro eup. nd liSlen 
to love to take the canoe out along the Ice ad broken 
to the lovely tinkle of the ice crystals that ha 
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off as the breeze pushed them against the solid ice. 
Later, when the ice was gone, we'd paddle close to 
the shore of the outer islands, looking for the loons' 
nest and usually finding it. We loved the solitude 
of the lake at that time and again in the fali when 
the loons gather before migrating. The birch turned 
to gold and contrasted beautifully wit h the ever-
greens. If his life had to end, it was rather fitting 
that my husband should die in his beloved canoe. 

Harry Kyle from Long Pine Lake built this cot-
tage for Cory Kilvert , a bank manager. 

Norman Merkeley, 1947, owned cottage for about 
one year. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
BIG ISLAND 

LOT 7 
By Lionel Boutilier 

I first learned of Manitoba' s Whiteshell Forest 
Reserve as a student attending the Nova Scotia Land 
Survey School in Lawrencetown. Waiting in a barber 
shop there I read an article in the Readers Digest 
describing the area and , being somewhat of a 
naturalist, couldn't help having a strong desire to 
visit this beautiful country with its many lak es, large 
forests and an abundance of wildlife. Little did I 
realize then that within a year, I would find myself 
living and working there. What more could a young 
surveyor who loved the great outdoors wish for! 

In January 1954, I was hi red by the Manitoba 
Government, Department of Natural Resources, as 
an assistant land surveyor and in the spring of that 
year was posted to the Whiteshell to survey sum-
mer resort lots for the ever increasing demand of 
the public. 

The Whiteshell was everything I dreamed of and 
more. For the next three years , I worked and lived 
in this area, surveying many of the cottage lots that 
exist today together with the Townsite of Falcon 
Lake, the golf course and many access roads. Dur-
ing this period, I had the opportunity to explore 

Lionel and Shirley Boutilier and lamily . 

much of the Whiteshell and met and worked with 
many of the Resources people. 

During my first year, anyone wishing a cottage 
lot simply had to choose one, advice the Conserva-
tion Officer of its particular site, and it was theirs. 
Shortly thereafter the demand increased to the point 
where an interested party was forced to make a mini-
mum bid of $50. In the case of more than one bid-
der, the highest bidder became the owner. Within 
a few years, the surveying of cottage lots in the 
Whiteshell today was completed. 

As a young single person working in the area, I 
wasn't interested in choosing a lot for myself. 
However, in the late I 960s, now married with a 
young family, we had an opportunity to rent and 
in 1970, purchased the same cotlage situated on Big 
Island, West Hawk Lake. Since that time, we have 
rarely missed a summer weekend and what better 
place to spend holidays! 

Now in early retirement, my wife and I look for-
ward to spending more time there. Our family, 
grown from five in num ber to 12, including four 
grandsons, love to return from B.C. and Alberta, 
whenever possible and all of us enjoyed a wonder-
ful reunion this past summer. 

The Whiteshell is my second home in many ways 
and I feel so very content within its boundaries. I 
love to canoe the many waterways and hike the 
numerous trails . Enjoying the Whiteshell as we do, 
it is only natural that we trust the cottage owners 
and visitors to the Park will endeavor to environ-
mentally protect this wonderful forest area. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
By Marilyn Lukas (Oelkers) 
as told to her by her father 

George Oelkers, wife Tillie and children Brenda, 
John, and Marilyn 

In the early twenties the only access to West Hawk 
Lake was on the train to Ingolf, Ontario, on Long 
Pine Lake. You had to have a boat at Pine Lake 
to row across to the portage to West Hawk Lake, 
about 3/. of a mile. 

Around the left si de at West Hawk Lake, about 

this time my father bought a smali two-room cabin 
from a prospector, Neill Martin, who was later mur-
dered as he was pulling up his canoe at the portage. 

(Shot through the back ,) 
Over the hill to the east lived an old couple, Sam 

and Mary Corbett. At this time Sam had never seen 
a motor car. Mary supplied us with minnows from 
the creek that ran past their humble cabin. Before 
this time , Sam had built a smali punt from boards 
hewn from a log with an ax. Mary used this smali 
punt to cross Long Pine Lake where the post office 
and store were , Mary was buried behind their smali 
log cabin. Sam later moved to Winnipeg. 
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Living with Neill Martin was a prospector named 
Tommy Moore, who staked the claims for the Pen-
niac Gold Mine on Star Lake. A gold brick was 

taken from the mine. 
The ore from the mine was free milling. That is, 

the ore would be crushed into powder, put into a 
container with mercury in the bottom, the gold dust 
would float to the top. 

About 1922 my father bought a chestnut canoe, 
17 feet long, grey in color and weighed 80 Ibs. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAlt 

was called the Prospectors' Model. lt was in this 
canoe my two older brothers, Henry and Gus, pad-
dled to Penniac Bay and made a short portage into 
Star Lake, looking at what was left of the Penniac 
Gold Mine. In the ramshackle they found some let-
terheads on which was shown a spur track running 
from the main !ine of the CPR into the Penniac Gold 
Mine. This of course was not true. But probably 
used for promotion so people would invest money 
in the gold mine. 

About 1905-1906 gol d was found in the Kenora 
district. The result being the Lake of the Woods area 
was crawling with prospectors looking for a big 
strike. 

In 1908, the Mineral King was the first claim 
staked in this territory. A claim is 1500 feet square . 
The Mineral King claim was patented. That is af-
ter doing a certain amount of assessment work, the 
owner of the claim gets a tille to the property . The 
next of kin who had the title lived in Chicago. My 
father had difficulty in explaining that the claim was 
worthless, they assumed it was a gold mine. 

Additional property was bought along side the 

Bill. Hill. , Bieler, Dr. Charlie Kraemer, ｊｾｬｩｵｳ＠ Stri. 
OWSkl, Henry Kendell , West Hawk Lake, 1940. 
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claim so that we would have a sand beach in front 
of the log cabin, that was built in 1939 by Jim Lanz. 
The work was all done with handtools, the cabin 

measured 35 feet wide by 55 feet in length on the 
inside . 

The idea of granting a patent was to encourage 

prospectors to look for mineraIs. 

The Long Bay where McDougal's Landing is was 
called Trout Bay in the early days. Mr. Knudsen 
built some smali camps there. Some of these camps 
belonged to McDougal, Sampson - a web pressman 

at the Tribune, the Grahams - he owned the Gra-
ham Cleaners on Colony Street across from "The 
Bay", his brother was Magistrate Graham. The Gra-
hams had a son J erry and a daughter Mary who be-
came an accomplished violinist and teacher of the 
violin. 

Dr. MacCharles is one of the "oldtimers" on 
West Hawk Lake. His log cabin is on the large beach 
in Indian Bay. He also had a very nice motor launch 
named "Lady of the Lake" . One morning, Mrs. 
MacCharles went fishing. When she brought in the 
trout which was flopping around in the boat, she 
didn't want to take the hooks out so she cut her line 

and put on a new lure. I be!ieve she caught two or 

three trout that evening. 
When my father first acquired the prospect?'s 

cabin and chestnut canoe, I had a unique flshmg 
experience. My brother Gus and his friend paddled 
the canoe into Knudsen Bay and as we rounded the 
point l had a strike but my !ine broke. We quickly 
turned around and went back to the cabin for 
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another line, on the way back and rounding the same 
point I had another st.rike. This thne I got the: jack 
fish into the canoe wIt h the old hne caught lU his 
jaw. I got the fish and my lure back. 

At this time there were numerous people who had 

camps on the way to Kenora, so the CPR ran what 
they called a "Campers Special". One train left Fri-
day at 5 o'clock with a dining car attached. This 
was for the more aff1uent people. Another train left 
Saturday at one o'clock. A return train left Kenora 
Sunday evening, return ing people home. 

In the early twenties and the May 24th weekend, 
we sometimes caught trout casting from our dock. 
My wife caught the only pickerel that I know of 
while trolling for trout. 

In those days people had ice houses. We had an 

ice house too . In February we had people to saw 
the ice and fili the ice house, covered in sawdust, 
for $28.00. This was before electric power was avail-
able and the fridges that we take for granted these 

days. 
It was in the early thirties we would often see the 

"Lady of the Lake" crossing West Hawk Lake from 
Indian Bay to Penniac Bay to discharge or pick up 
guests from McCharles' log cabin. 

Where the Mineral King log cabin stands, the en-
tire area burnt out in 1888. At this time there was 
a smalI sawmill at the end of the bay where Mac· 
Dougals Landing is and where a creek runs from 
West Hawk Lake into Caddy Lake. At the mili they 
were making ties for the raiJroad. At this time Caddy 
Lake was known as Cross Lake, a Long Narrow 
Lake. 

Instead of going around the lake, they decided 
to build a causeway, referred to as the "dump" . 
They dumped hundreds of cars of rock and boul-
ders and for sometime they would find no bottom. 
It was said this cost a million dollars. They had to 
blast a tunnel through the rocks to connect North 
and South Cross Lake. The Grand Trunk Railroad 
had to repeat this operation further north. My two 
brothers went through the tunnel in our canoe. They 
could feel fish with their paddles but they would not 
bite. They went back to camp, made poles about 
5 feet long with large treble hooks at the end. With 
these special poles, they hooked the fish into the ca-
noe, so we had plenty of fish. 

ISOLATED LOT 42 
By Patricia McGarry 

Our cottage was built in 1950 by Ralph Parlia-
ment. It is situated on the southeast shore of West 

Hawk Lake, accessible onJy by boat in summer and 
snowmobile in winter. The original three support-yspomlgSOMIDmlgSMI
mg beams were brought over the ice by horse and 
sleigh from the old Canada Packers building which 

was being destroyed at the time. The second owner 
Art Cook sold it to us in 1966. 

We were transported over the ice by snowmobile 
and toboggan in the middle of February when the 
temperature was -30F. It looked so beautiful wit h 
the trees laden with snow that we bought it on the 
spot. The inside just seemed made to order for aur 
ｦｾｭｩｬｹ＠ of eight, with eight beds, a large round solid 
pme table and eight chairs. Anyway it was so cold 
IUslde the cottage, we would have paid any price just 
to get out of there . 

The Yacht Club was built close by us in 1964. As 
a result power was installed to our si de of the lake. 
Prior to this date propane was used for lights, stove, 
and fridge, wit h an oil burner for heat. 

The fireplace was built by John Nelson and Gus 
Anderson of local granite . It was a work of art. Be-
sides having a large grate and efficient fiu, it had 
an attractive hearth and mantelpiece. These two 
Swedish gentlemen were master craftsmen of a 
bygone era, leaving behind them many fine examples 
of their work at West Hawk Lake for which they 
will always be remembered. 

At approximately 5:30 a.m. on Wednesday, Oc-
to ber 19th, 1990, flames were seen in the vicinity 
of our cottage. By the time the helicopter flew over 
at 7 a .m., nothing remained on Lot 42 isolated ex-
cept a smouldering pile of ashes. The ensuing forest 
fire swept towards the back of the lot, hence sav-
ing the trees along the shoreline. 

Although at the present time the area looks like 
a moonscape, we will rebuild, and I am sure future 
happy times will be had by all. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
MCKENZIE BEACH 

LOT 9 
By Bernice Smith 

This was the first lot built on in this block. The 
family hired a launch operated by Sam Yanich, to 
look for their lot. There was no road to that area 
then. No mention is made of how the material was 

brought to the lot. 
This cottage was built in 1934, making it 50 years 

old next year, 1984. The annuaJ rent paid to the 
Government then was $10 and the totaJ cost for 

material and labor was $600.00. 
The shell was built of B.C. cedar half logs; about 

three years later the fireplace of Manitoba granite 
was added with a cedar log mantlepiece. To do this, 
the wall was cut out and everything removed. to 
bedrock and a solid granite base made. (Ali flres 

down here at this time seemed to have started from 

faulty constructed fireplaces.) 
Original beds were cedar four-posters, great for 

holding cheese-cloth mosquito bars well above 
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sleepers. 
In the days of the wood burning stoves, an extra 

layer of sheet iron was placed over the oven, and 

a11 refuse was burned there and the ashes raked out. 
The cans were f1attened and given the same treat-
ment. No smell, no animals attracted, no carrying 

of refuse to bear-proof cages a quarter of a mile 
away - AND NO CHARGE. 

Improvements done over the years ineluded: 
l. An insulated Cathedral ceiling (of mahogany 

plywood cut in the Phillipines, milled in Japan, and 
laid down in Western Canada, cheaper than B.C. 

fir plywood!) 
2. A front deck 6x20 f t. 
3. Electricity which came in 1959 - mea nt an e1ec-

tric pump for water to replace, first the hand pump 

at lake level, then a gasoline engine one. This also 
brought the addition of a bathroom and a three piece 

bathroom unit installed. 
4. A cement back patio. 
5. A propane heater at the opposite end of the 

living room (21x14 fl.) from the fireplace which 
heats the who le cottage comfortabIy when needed. 

6. Carpeting throughout, except kitchen and 
bathroom. 

The guest book through the years notes the many 
couples who spent their honeymoon here. (The 
widows still come to visit.) This cottage has been 
so well maintained it is hard to believe it is 50 years 
old. 

Bernice Smith has passed away since this story 
was written and the cottage was passed on to her 
nephew Bob Morrison. This was in the late 1980s. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

LOT 12 

McKENZIE BEACH 

WEST HA WK LAKE 

By V. Daubaras 

From my first view of Penniac Bay on the old 
Trans-Canada Highway, I feli in love with the West 
Hawk Lake area. So it was onIy naturaI that in 1959, 
when deciding to invest my savings in a cottage, 
this is where I first looked. The proprietor of Jack's 
Place showed me a cottage at McKenzie Beach which 
unfortunately was sold while I wavered in my deci-
sion. Luckily, Lot 12 was just put on the market 
when I returned to the lake the following week. I 
took possession on July 1 and the subsequent 30 
years are so fuli of memories it is hard to know 
where to start. 

Until his death in 1964, my father spent many 
hours adding finishing touches to the cottage. Fight-
ing off mosquitoes, he added to the concrete steps 
at the front. He loved to fish and aIs o pick 
mushrooms and the area which is now the trailer 
park used to yield baskets of tasty fungi, which my 
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mother would can for the winter months. My 

mother couldn't tolerate too much sun but enjoyed 
the backyard, taking delight in the friendly chip-

munks who ate peanuts, etc. oul of her pockets. 
Their tameness almost caused an accident when I 
felt one crawling on my leg while I was painting at 
lhe top of a ladder. 

My aunt, on a visit from Lithuania in 1967, was 
appalled at the "wild natural" look of my yard 

which hid the beauty of lhe birch trees. With axe 
in hand and without my permission, she started to 
elear the underbrush. Pleased with the result, I 
finished lhe job. 

Before moving to Vancouver, my brother Henry 
took many friends and neighbors water skiing from 

the public dock. This was allowed at that time. In 
the evenings, when lhe lake was still, he often took 
my mother and me for a ride around to the far side 

of the lake where we admired all the beautiful 
cottages. 

There is no excuse for my forgetting my nephew 
David's age as he was bom the year I purchased my 
cottage. He is now the father of two beautiful boys 
and recently broughl his family from Calgary so they 
could enjoy the lake as he and his sister Lisa had 
done over the years. My brother AJ was home on 
holidays from his job in Africa and we had a fami-

Iy reunion at West Hawk Lake. 
In the early days, the Wicks family lived across 

the road, Mr. and Mrs. Andrews next to them and 
then Mrs. Thompson who lived in her boathouse 
while she rented her cottage. She never had a car 
but always managed to persuade someone to bring 
her down in the spring and back to Winnipeg in the 
fali. One year, when we offered a ride in the fali, 
we didn 't know she meant her motor from her boat 
was to com e along. 

Next door lived Frank and Jean Artiss and they 
were wonderful neighbors who would walk down 
to lhe beach early on Sunday mornings to remove 
bits of broken glass which we re left by party-goers 
from the night before. Mrs. Artiss complained about 
the cars which would drive right on to the beach to 
deposit their families and now we have the posts 
which separate the beach from the parking lot. 

Mr. Jenkins lived down the hill and he did some 
concrete work for me, tak ing my old woodburning 
stove and some furniture in exchange for part pay-
ment for his labours. One winter, my father became 
stuck in the snow, just as we entered the McKenzie 
Beach road, and Mr. Jenkins came to the rescue of 

my mOlher and me while dad walked for help. (We 
never did make it to my cottage.) That was the 
winter Mr. Jenkins decided ID live in his cotlage 
year-round bul il musI have been IDO much for him 
because he sold it the next year and moved to Wh1te 
Rock, B.C. In recent years, other dear neighbors 



were the Hedgecocks who .warmly welcomed any 
d ｉ＠ my friends for a fnendly game of Hearts. 

an ｷｾ ･ ｮ＠ my father died, my godfather, Walter 

Stapon, who had a cottage at ｆｾｬ｣ｯｮ＠ Lake, helped 

me with so many jobs - mstalhng a Selklrk chlm-

ney, mak ing shutters for ｭｹＮｷｭ､ｾｷｳＬ＠ devIsmg the 
eurrent method for collectmg ramwater, etc. In 

spite of his age, he was. very strong and always wIll-
ing tO help. (He died m February 1990 at the age 

of 89.) . 
Over the years, my square-dance fnends often 

would spend a weekend at the cottage and some-

times 24 of us would enjoy the ｾ･｡ｵｴｹ＠ of the area. 
The ladies occupied all ｡ｶ｡ｬ｡｢ｬ･＠ mdoor space whlle 
the gentlemen were housed in tents in the backyard. 

(We were a singles club.) W.e limited our lively music yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBA
10 midnight so as not to dlsturb the nelghbors but 

usually we were tired by that time from the energy 

expended at the beach and dancing. 
Who can forget the excitement of seeing wildlife 

in your own yard or anywhere in the park? When 

the eages were set up to collect the garbage there 
were no longer too many incidents or bears coming 

ioto one's yard to explore the contents of your cans. 

My house guests were rather embarrassed once when 
they woke up to find their empty wine battles strewn 

in the yard by the bear who was looking for edibles. 
Neighbors come and go but the beauty of West 

Hawk never changes. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
McKENZIE BEACH 

LOT 13 
By Jean Artiss 

Frank and [Ioved it at West Hawk Lake. Lot 13 
was very lucky for us, then we thought we would 
like a lake vi ew , so moved to one. The reason we 

came to West Hawk was to settle in a nice place. 

We had camped and travelled across Canada and 
U.S.A. to Florida, across to California and other 

areas, loved the camping then, when Frank was not 

too well, having a cottage to come to seemed the 
best choice. When Frank retired we thought we 

should move to the coast. At one time we were go-

ing to keep West Hawk and come back each sum-

mer. After we lived on Salt Spring [sland we did 
not want to travel again. 

Mr. Jenkins was a dear soul, always ready to give 
a helplOg hand. Mae and [ and two of the grand-
Sons visited Mr. Jenkins in White Rock, and took 

hlm out for lunch. He liked the climate but missed 

West Hawk very much. The Andrews have since 

passed away. They we re oldtimers there for many 

years. Frank and [Ioved them as we did the Dauba-yxwvutsronmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsronmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
ru yxwutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRONMLKIHGEDCBAyxwutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRONMLKIHGEDCBAf . , 

ｾ＠ amlly. Those were wonderful years. 
remember a bear going by our place, No. 13. 

Thank goodness Our dog was in the cottage at the 
tlme. 

[ believe it was about 1960 when we came to West 
Hawk, moved to the coast in 1968 in June 

Frank Artiss passed away some years ag'o and 

Jean sold their ｢･ｾｵｴｩｦｵｬ＠ ｰｾｯｰ･ｲｴｹ＠ on Salt Spring [s-
land and moved flrst to Victoria and then to Delta. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
McKENZ[E BEACH 

LOT 21 

By Leslie Jackson 

My family began as campers and had an army 
tent of 20x24' with plywood walls, we even had steel 

double beds and a cookstove. Mom used to heat 
rock on the stove, wrap them in newspaper and 

cover the paper with a sof t towel to warm my bed. 
Ronnie Reichert was my best friend . He and 

Prince, his German Shepherd dog would go every-

where together. Prince died from porcupine quills 

in the mouth and there were several Princes after. 
His mother Dei, used to mak e us chocolate sundaes, 
a treat, before the movie started. The movies would 
break down several times during the night, but they 

were outings [ treasured. My grandmother, mother 
and [ would walk back to McKenzie Beach after the 
movie by the light of the moon, or with no light 
at all. Our flashlight never seemed to work. 

While we were still in the campgrounds, this 

would be in the 405 some time, my grandfather, 
grandmother, mother, sister Gail and myself went 
blueberry picking near Engineer Lake, Ontario. We 

lost grandfather. However many times we called, 
he never answered. It was three or four days before 
he was found. It rained nearly every night. Grand-
mother would cry most evenings, and the strain was 
evident on all our faces. When he was found by 

Adolph Zimmerman, he was mosquito bitten from 
one end to another. There was wood ticks under his 
arm that a doctor in Kenora had to remove. But he 
never ate one of his two pots of berries . My grand-
father was a Scot, a baker in Winnipeg. He was go-

ing to bake tarts with those berries, and that was 
that. He did eat his humbugs and mmts. He told 
us children that he shared his candy with a skunk, 
but we never knew if he was kidding. He was the 
one who told me how to catch a prairie chi ck en. You 
tie a piece of bread, he said, to a long piece of string, 

wait for the prairie chicken to eat It, and then lead 

it home. . 
My sister died at age 12 of pneumonia at Renme 

on her way to hospital in Winnipeg and then we 

moved to McKenzie Beach Road. . 
My grandparents are gone now, along wlth my 

father. Mother died June 24th, 1985. She left a ｬ･ ｾ｡ﾭ
cy for me and my young children, Rosebud, age 2 zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAV2, 
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and Christopher, age 4, to follow. She left us a way 

of life unobtainable in Southern California where 
I have lived these past ten years. By herself, she wall

papered every room, put in carpeting, built a back 

addition and dining room, and over the thirty odd 
years at Lot 21, she built a series of rock gardcns 

and lily pond. She and I planted trees when I was 

only ten years of age, and these spruce and balsam 

now stand over 30' high. Mom even built a fern grot
to - she was forever digging, planting and fixing 

up. She died at age 70. 
In her las t years, Steve Coma and his wife would 

com e over to play cards and enjoy a drink with 
Mother. We saw a lot of people come and go over 

the years, but she stood steadfast, and called our 

summer cottage by a favorite Gaelic name, yxwvutsronmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsronmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
"Macushla", which is ... "my love". 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
McKENZIE BEACH 

LOT 27 
By Ethel and Fred Hodgkinson 

When A1ex Gibb resigned mi d-term as teacher, 
my sister took over. The Nellises, who ran the store, 
had two boys and a gir!. Cal Ritchie and his wife 

Vera, had a daughter, Lily. My sister boarded with 

the Ritchies and taught at the store or the cabins, 
weather permitting. The summer of 1939 my par

ents, my sister and I visited the Ritchies one 

weekend. While there, I mentioned that one day, 
when I could afford it, I was going to buy a lot on 
Lake or the Woods. Mr. Ritchie suggested I lease 
a lot at West Hawk. We went down McKenzie Beach 

road to the waterfalls. Then we walked back along 

the shore of the lake looking at each lot. When we 
arrived at Lot 27, I decided that was the lot I want
ed. I borrowed $10. from my dad and paid the lease 
for one year. 

In July 1940 Dad and I went down to start build
ing the cabin. With the hel p of two forest men we 

put up the shell, 24x24'. I paid the men the going zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBAyxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaXWVTSONMLJIHGFEDCBA

Ethel Hodgkinson and daughter Heather, 1957. 

wage, 25 cents an hour. Total cost was $500. 
The lot had poplar and birch trees but no ever

greens. Mr. Ritchie suggested I COl down the poplars 

and plant small evergreens. lt isn't often you grow 

your own firewood. Those little evergreens have 

grown into huge trees that make the lot 100 dark. 

We have cut some down and are now using thern 
for firewood. In the early days - there were no 

chain saws - you could hire a man to cut down 

a tree for 25 cents. 
When I built, there were only three cabins on 

McKenzie Beach Road, Bernice Smith, Lot 9, was 

the first. Then Marion Pulford, Lot 24, built next. 
Cliff O'Meara, Lot 23, was the third. In 1940 when 

l built, Bob and Lois McCullough, Lot 33, had a 
cabin built. For a few years there were only the five 

cabins. Now there are 60 cabins on McKenzie Beach 

subdivision. There were no lights, of course, and 
with so few cabins, there weren't any lights on the 
road. One dark night I was visiting Bob and Lois. 

A1though a bear had been scen in the area, I neglect
ed to take a flashlight. Walking back around rnid

night wondering whether the bear was around and 

hardly able to find the road was quite an experience. 

At the time, the roads were just mere triaIs. Two 
cars mceting had difficulty passing each other. Rasp

berry bushes grew in abundance along the si de of 

the road. 
A lady, Katie, ran the restaurant. She sold horne-

Ethel Hodgkinson and two daughters, 1958. 
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made blueberry pies for 25 cents each. Some even" 
ings we would gather around the piano for a 

sing"song. Then, too, from time to time the cottage 
owners would gather in the park for a wiener roasL 

In a few years more cabins went up in the subdi" 
vision, the ｈｩｴｯｮｳＬ＠ Lot 34, Mr. Thompson, Lot 5, 

the Andrews, Lot 4, and the Wilsons, Lot 25, were 

among the early settIers. Mr. McKenzie built on Lot 
29 but very soon sold to Mr. and Mrs. Batty. They 
have recentIy sold the place to their daughter, lanet 

Nicol. The ｦ｡ｭｩｹ＠ are long-time residents. Cliff 

O'Meara was the first of the five early settlers to 
sell, then Marion Pulford, Bernice Smith turned her 

cottage over to her nephew, Bob Morrison, just re

cently when her health made it impossible for her 

to keep the place. Now we are the longest time resi

dents to the subdivision. 

July 18, 1942, Ethel and I were married and spent 

our honeymoon at the cabin. In fact the cabin could 
be called honeymoon cabin. Besides us, Ethel's sis

ter and her husband spent their honeymoon there. 

Later friends of ours, Grant and Enid Smith, also 

used the cabin for their honeymoon. In 1945 our 

twin daughters were born. When they were only 

three months old, we took them to the lak e for the 
summer. They have been coming every summer 

since. Although they have cabins on Lake Winni

peg, West Hawk is still home for them. 

We lived in the shell - no partitions and only 

a shiplap 1100r through which the wind blew. Sum

mer by summer we did alittle work on the cabin. 

In the 1950s we put an addition on the front of our 
cabin and ｢ｵｩｴ＠ a two-storey boat house. Later we 

put another addition on the back of the cabin, giv

ing us a large dining room, a laundry room with 

automatic washer and dryer and a bathroom wit h 

a shower. We now have four bedrooms. 

In 1956, electricity came to McKenzie Beach. I 
had the job of collecting from the residents so that 

we could pay Mr. Tod to elear trees for the electric 
wires. We didn't want to waste anytime getting the 
electric lights. 

In the early days the Falcon Lake townsite didn't 

exiSL There was oni y a poor road and a trail to 

Toniata Beach. One evening I was driving along the 
two-rut ｴｲ｡ｩ＠ when I sawa porcupine in one or the 

ruts going very slowly. I didn't dare run over it and 

had to drive slowly behind it ｵｮｴｩ＠ it left the road. 

My daughters are now married and we have five 

ｧｲ｡ｮ､｣ｨｩ､ｲ･ｮＮ＠ They all enjoy spending time at Lot 

27, McKenzie Beach. There are II of us who all get 

together. West Hawk is more horn e to us than any 

place we have lived. 1989 was my 50th summer spent 

at the lake. Because I was a school teacher, we were 

always able to spend two months each summer at 

Our cabin. Now I'm retired, we spend four months 
every summer . 

Annie and Harry Cox betore 1950, in tront ot camp· 
ground cookhouse, West Hawk Lake. ywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA

WEST HA WK LAKE 

McKENZIE BEACH 

LOT 35 

THE COX FAMILY 

Written by daughter Dorothy 

for her mother Anna Cox - age 92 (1988) 

From the first year the West Hawk campgrounds 
were opened, my father, Harry Cox, would bring 

us in an old Ford car on the old No. I Highway. 
Dad only had two weeks holiday in those days 

but he made the most of them by getting the car 

packed the night before and at the crack of dawn 
we were on our way. 

We always managed to get our favorite camping 

spot, elose to the cookhouse. It took almost two days 
to set up the mosquito netting eating area, attached 

to the tenL We met friends and we kids would gather 

round the cookhouse to see if we could get some 

handouts, like homernade scones. 

On our journey out, Dad would always stop at 

Beausejour for homernade bread, and buy eggs and 
bacon. When we arrived at the campgrounds, Dad 

would dig a big hole in the ground and bury a large 

tin with a tight lido This was our refrigeration sys

tem. One morning, Dad discovered a skunk had 

managed to get the lid off and was stealing our ba

con. The skunk dropped the bacon but Dad threw 
it to him anyway. He wouldn't let us eat it after thaL 

The ranger said we should have tied it up in a tree. 

Skunks were a real nuisance in those days, always 

hanging around and even getting into the tents. The 

forestry staff controlled them by using exhaust traps 

attached to a truck. 
I remem ber watching the unemployed men of the 

1930s work camps, playing baseball in the camp

grounds. We also spent time at the main dock on 
Crescent Beach or we would walk through the camp

grounds to Miller Beach to see if there was anything 

going on at the small island we called Peanut Is
land. I had a smali camera but one would not recog

nize my pictures of Crescent Beach area, taken long 
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Harry Cox Sr., before 1950. Note bathing suit. 

before the removal of the birch and the construc

tion of lhe sea wall. Penniac Bay was lined with a 

two-foot of flat slones along the road and it was 
very pretty to look across at West Hawk from the 

highway. 

My girlfriend Nora and zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAI had a "Gum-Tree" -

each li me we chewed gum, we would place ilon the 

tree. 

Nora's father, a SCOUl Masler, loaned us one of 
the scout lents (no floor in the bottom). Dad want
ed to pul his box trailer inside the tent for us to sleep 

on, but we knew better and set our apple-box vani

ties and beds on the ground. Around midnight we 
woke up covered with ants. We woke up dad to put 

the trailer inside the tent. 

We had to pick blueberries for Mom to preserve 
for the winter but we didn't like it. One day, we were 
walking near Caddy Lake and my brother Tom 

stepped on a hollow log. I was right behind him and 

hornets stung my legs badly, so I do not have hap

py memories of blueberry picking although we en

joyed the pies Mom made in the winter on those cold 
days . 

Once when we were on our way home, Dad had 

a problem with the box trailer. He unhitched it and 
left Nora and me to stand guard while he went to 

the garage. The cars stopped and asked what we 
were selling. 

Another time driving home, what looked like a 

?ew ｴｩｾ･＠ was on the road. When we stopped to pi ck 
It up, It slowly moved off the road into the bush. 

Some boys were playing by attaching a rope to the 
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tire. That was how they amused themselves in 
lhose days. 

I n lhe late 1940s we did not camp anymore be

cause my mother couldn't stand the dampness. So 

we rented a cabin at the CBC cabins. A1though we 

missed camping, we were never far away and spent 

most of our days walking up the scenic walk in the 
campgrounds or my brother Harry and I would walk 

to the Ontario-Manitoba border with Our new 
friends, Pat and lim Moffat. 

My dad retired in 1952. That summer, my dad 

and mOlher worked for Mr. MacKenzie of lhe CBC. 

Dad just loved the work, driving the old truck and 
supplying ice and firewood to the rental cottages. 

He was working with Mr. Blackwell in those days. 

My mother did not like cleaning out the cOllages 

but Mr. MacKenzie was go od to them, giving them 

a nice collage 10 stay in and also paid them well. 

My father was still a healthy man, able to work and 

was grateful to Mr. MacKenzie for lhis opportunity. 

Dad cut and chopped wood and did cement work 

until the age of 70. He made cement steps 10 the 

lake. I slill have dad's cement shovel. 

We had nice neighbors, the Hiltons from Winni

peg on one side and lhe Kennedys from Kansas City, 
Missouri, on the other. Further loward Hunt Lake 

we re the Summervilles, Funks and the Gibbs. Later 

lhe back lots were developed and along came lhe 

Atkinsons, zywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAzywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZWVTSOLJHFDBAloyce and Les, Cavaghan, Coopers, 

Watts Forester , DeFehrs, Zajacs, Sheirs, Hills, Car

michael s and Hedgecocks. My daughter Carol, who 
spenl the summer with my parents, quickly made 

friends wilh the children, Cathy and ludy Beam

ish, yspomlgSOMIDmlgSMIl anet Beatty, Dorolhy, Frances and Marilyn 

1954· Harry Cox, Annie Cox, Oorothy and daughter 

Carole. 



L. lo R.: Son Tom, Annie and Harry Cox. In fronl: Son 
Harry and daughler Dorolhy. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

Defehr, Pat Summerville and Lynn Cooper. I quick
Iy became friends with Jean and Kay Zajac. 

Later on, my brother Tom built a smali guest 
house on the lot for his family and my dad made 
a cement walk between the two cottages. 

I used to come down Friday nights on the Eagle 
Bus and the driver, Wally, let me sit opposite him. 
This was when they were building the new Trans
Canada Highway and we would tra vel back and 
forth across the trails and I would throw the papers 
out the window to the work camps. 

My daughter loved the smali animals, so her 
grandfather built her a smalI cage that the ground 
squirrels and chipmunks could go in and out for 
food while she watched. But it wasn't long before 
the bear discovered this. 

One time, Dad was standing on the walk when 
a bear came toward him. When he clapped his 
hands, the bear cut across to the neighbors', entered 
through a screen door and devoured a pie and cake 
on a counter. Charlie Hilton always wanted people 
to leave the bear alone. When he found a bear was 
in his cottage he took a canoe paddle to hammer 
on the cottage. Unfortunately, the bear got quite 
excited and made quite a mess on the floor. 

Determined not to let the bears get the better of 
him, my dad built a huge strong top to put over the 
garbage cans. The next morning he found a bear 
just ripped it apart. 

We had a near drowning one summer. Charlie 
Hilton and his friend Dave decided to go for a ca
noe ride when the lake was rough. We watched from 
shore and saw the canoe tip over. Some of us ran 
around to the Hunt Lake path and a rescue boat 
went out. Charlie had managed to swim to shore 
before the rescue boat found him. Both fellows were 
in pretty rough shape. 

When I bought my first boat and motor, my 
brother used to pull me around the lake on a surf
board. I even managed to get Zajaxs' big labrador 
dog J effrey on the board. My dad loved the water 

and was a good swimmer and diver. He was in his 

77s when he tried the board. After that, Jean and 
Kay Zajax taught us to water-ski and play tennis. 

My daughter Carol took swimming lessons from 
the Red Cross and eventually got her life-saving 
badge. 

A terrible storm one summer in the 1950's drove 
a path through my dad's lot. It knocked down all 
the poplar trees, several on the cottage and one 
landed on my dad's Hillman car, smashing in the 
roof and all the glass like an accordion. My brothers 
had to come and saw up the trees and get them out. 

The cottage now is owned by my brother Harry 
Cox, who like his father is enjoying his retirement 
years at West Hawk Lake with his wife and family 
and with gardening and fishing as his hobbies. ... 

We took over the family cottage in 1980, retir
ing in 1983 to enjoy it. The original cottage pur
chased from Sam Yanich, was 22x38'. We have built 
on to both ends, so we now have a cottage 22x62'. 
Since 1980 we have levelled more then 50 dumptruck 
loads of sand, gravel and earth, including a man
made beach on rocky shoreline. 

In about 1932, father drove the family in a Ford 
to camp at West Hawk Lake. We travelled the last 
few miles to the camping spot over crushed stone. 

The men working on the No. 1 Highway, now 
No. 44, were paid a $1. a day plus their room and 
boanl. They ate in a huge white building in the 
present campgrounds. 

The original store (where the present West Hawk 
Resort is now) was in a tent. Dad and a younger 
brother helped hold up the walls for the building 
now housing the liquor store. 

A Saturday night treat from the Nellises was a 
toffee bar, but if you went there in the dark, a flash
light was required or you could get knocked down 
by a deer. 

Perishable food was stored in a lard can dug deep 
into the sand outside the tent and covered with logs 
and rocks. !'1I never forget my dad chasing out of 
the tent as a skunk had moved the logs and rocks, 
taken off the lid and stolen a slab of bacon. 

Campers were far apart in those days and you had 
to shout to make them hear. Unlike today, nobody 
got excited when a bear and her cubs walked through 
the campgrounds down to Miller's Beach. 

Two old gentlemen used to fish for trout and 
offered large amounts to all the campers. The fish 
we re so big, we called them "cord-wood". People 
don't believe me when I tell them I sawa trout on 
a Model-T Ford, the tailon the back fender and the 
head was on the front fender with the body on the 

running board. 
When we were very young we visited a Dr. Dodds 

at Falcon Lake. He dissected a frog and told us how 
everything functioned. The service road (301) did 
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not go all the way through in those days. 
Today l miss the sight of a porcupine up a tree. yxutsronmlihgfedcbaUTSRPLJIHFDCBAyxutsronmlihgfedcbaUTSRPLJIHFDCBA

It was common years ago. 
The Gibb, Kennedy and Hilton families we re all 

neighbors and their cottages were built before Oad's. 

A date on a support of the old Kennedy cottage ap-

pears to be 1949. ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

WEST HA WK LAKE 
BLOCK McKENZIE BEACH 

LOT 10 
THE KJNLEY FAMILY COTIAGE 

By Oarrell Kinley 

October 1989 

Prior to 1947 the Kinley family vacationed at 

Gimli but we re eager to move to a different area. 

In the spring of 1947 Jim and Helen Kinley finally 

succumbed to the enthusiastic talk of Mr. Thomp-

son (Lot 5 McKenzie) about this place called West 

Hawk Lake. Mr. Thompson was a friend and work-

mate of Jim Kinley's in Winnipeg. The Kinleys ob-

tained a lot on the south side of Penniac Bay. A 

lakefront opportunity presented itself about the 

same time. A1ex Gibb (Lot 45, McKenzie Bh.) had 

two lots on McKenzie and Jim Kinley agreed to take 

the one A1ex decided to give up, Lot 10, a large lot 

with a beautiful view of West Hawk. A1ex elaimed 

Lot 54 witb a lakefront on both West Hawk and 

Hunt Lakes. 

The first visit to Lot 10 was almost the last. The 

lot was thick bush and the weather cold and rainy. 

They got the car stuck on the sloppy, wet hill into 
the place but the Kinleys were helped out by Cliff 

O'Meara (Lot 23) and some friends. The next 

weekend was sunny and warm, so they decided to 

have another look at the lot on the way to visiting 

relatives in Keewatin. This time the love affair be-
tween the Kinleys and West Hawk Lake began. 

Almost immediately, two "odd job" men from 
the area were hired to elear the 20x24' lot. George 

and Ted Lewis were retained to build the shell of 

the original cabin. In 1948 the knotty pine interior 
was completed by Jim and son Oesmond. A1so in 

the early years Norm Thompson eleared the bush 
down to the water giving us a great view of the lake. 

In 1948 Harry Ealing of Star Lake was hired to con-
struct our present driveway eloser to the cabin than 

the original driveway. 1949 saw the completion of 

the first addition to the cabin, a 12xlO' kitchen built 
by Jim and Oesmond. 

Other cottages at our arrival to McKenzie Beach 

were those of Andrews (4), Thompson (5), Dinnen 

(8?, Bernice Smith (9), George Lewis (17), Cliff 
O Meara (23), Pulford (24), Wilson (25) and Alex 

Gibb (54). Bernice Smith had one of the earliest cot-
tages, arriving in the early to mid 1930s. 

In 1951, Oesmond met his wife Muriel Richard-
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son at Jack's Dance Hall. Muriel's family tented in 

the campground and one night while walking hand 

in hand, Des suddenly disappeared from her side. 

He had fallen into someone's cooler pit in the 

ground. No harm was done and the surprised cou-

ple had a good laugh. A few years later they were 

married and honeymooned at West Hawk. 

AIso in the late 1950s, hydro arrived at McKen-

zie Beach with cottagers splitting the capital cost of 
the project. 

I n the springs of 1959 and 1961, Oarrell and Ran-
dali respectively became the newest additions to the 

Kinley elan camping at West Hawk. Oesmond's sis-

ter Valerie married J .0. Lyon and their three chi 1-

dren brought atotal of five third-generation children 

to the cottage. 

In the summer of 1964, a 20xlO' two-bedroom 
addition was added to the place by Oesmond (helped 

by Martin Jensen of Lot l l) to accommodate the 

increased family presence of the Kinleys and Lyons. 

In August of 1966 Jim Kinley passed away 

at the Hunt Lake Park entrance gate, where he 

worked after retiring from his career in Winnipeg. 

Upon Jim's passing, ownership transferred to his 

wife Helen. In about 1980, when the government 

was thinking of instituting an inheritance tax, He-

len transferred tit!e to Oesmond. 
From the mid 1970s to 1987 the cottage and fa-

cilities were completely winterized. Most of the wark 

was finished by Desmond and DarreI!. Oarrelllived 

at the cottage from 1981 to January 1987 when he 

bought his place in Falcon townsite. In January 

1987, Desmond retired and moved to West Hawk, 

folIowed shortly by wife Muriel who retired a few 

months later. In November 1987, Desmond suffered 
a bad stroke and the dream of permanent residenee 

had to be shelved by the end of 1987. 

The first Christmas tree erected at Lot 10 was in 

December 1983. In December 1987, despite Des-

mond 's illness, family Christmas was held for the 

first time at the lake. 
In February 1983, the wheel came fuli circIe when 

Darrell, like his father before him, met his fumre 
wife at the lake. Darrell met Janis Schindler of Fal-

con Lake at a dance on October l, 1988. The eou-

ple was married at the West Hawk United Chureh 

by David Clink. h 
Through the course of these 40-plus years mue 

family history has developed around West Hawk 
Lake and many of the family's fondest and happl-

est moments have been experienced here in ehlld-

hood and adult life. The cottage has been and 
hopefully will continue to be a symbol of family Ulll-

ty and happiness. lt is not uncommon to find three 
generations of the family enjoying times together 

at the cottage to this very day. Could a fourth gener-

ation be but a tum of the page away? 

•  
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WEST HA WK LAKE 

HIGH ROCK BEACH 

CLOUD 9 zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
By Pearl and Norris Belton 

When the children were smali we spent our holi-
days going to the east or west coast or to the Unit-

ed States. When the children were older, they wanted 

to be at home where friends were. No more explor-

ing historical sites or visiting museums to advance 

their education, even if their father was a teacher. 
I was a11 for a cottage and suggested the 

Whiteshell. We had been through it a number of 

times in the mid 1960s. We used to stop and have 
a lovely din ner at the EI'nor motel restaurant on 

our way to Kenora. This met with approval from 

the rest of the family as long as it was either West 

Hawk or Falcon where the children had friends. 
The evening before Mother's Day there was a cot-

tage listed 'for sale' in the Free Press, "here's your 

Mother's Day present, if the cottage hasn't been 
sold", ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAI said. We phoned the agent to hol d it, and 

went to West Hawk next morning. We liked it, and 
have never regretted buying it. 

I don't know who owned the cottage but, for 
years before we bought it, it had been rented to a 

family named Dolmage, and was often referred to 

as the Dolmage cottage when we first took it over. 

The cottage wit h its beautiful lake view is sur-
rounded with birch, spruce, cedar, black and white 

poplar and a huge Russian pine, which I hope is well 
rooted in or our cottage is in trouble. 

Over the years, we've had a wonderful time in 

the Whiteshell. The chi Id ren had a place to bring 

their friends, those that our son Roger taught wind-

surfing to and others, plus room for Darlene's 
friends as well, sometimes as many as 30 on a 

weekend. They enjoyed it and so did we. 
Time changes many things, now it's quiet at the 

cottage on weekends with Roger and his wife and 

family coming for a few visits each summer. Darlene 

and her husband live in Toronto and have a 
co.ttage of their own out of J(jngston, Ontario and 

lt IS almost an identical setting as we have here. She 
still enjoys a tri p to the lake when she comes back 
to Winnipeg. 

We've been fortunate with our neighbors, the 
Shepherds who bought the cottage, formerly owned 
by Florence Pierce. Miss Pierce was known for the 

amount of work she did around her cottage, even 

shmuning up the pole to trip the circuit breaker when 

the lights went out. We were very fortunate to have 

gotten to know Adolph and Olive Zimmerman, a 

Wonderful couple and Adolph is one in a million. 

I don't know how we would have fared without his 
help. 

One day we had a chance to see West Hawk Lake 

from another perspective. My si ster-i n-law wanted 

to go around the lake, so we asked our son-in-Iaw 
to tak e us in the boat. I don't know where we were 
In th: lake, but there were no cottages and no boats. 
That s where Our boat ran out of gas. The wind got 

up and the lake got choppy. A1though there were 
oars, the boat was too heavy to move. Finally some 
lllce people came along and towed us in. 

One of the many things we like about West Hawk 
Lake is the cali of the loons. Now and again we have 
a loon chorus which is unbelievable. 

"I will arise and go now 

And go to West Hawk Lake: 
For I shall have some peace there _ 
For peace comes dropping slow, 
Down from the veils of morning 
To where the crickets (fireflies) glow 

And the loons cali, and the waves lap 
And the chimney smoke builds slow." 

(apologies to W.B. Yeats) N.B. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 

HIGH ROCK BEACH 

LOT 13 

THE HAMILLS 

The Hamills bought Lot 13, in the fali of 1957. 
Bert and Lillian Hamill, the senior Hamills enjoyed 
the fali weather the most. Lillian said the area 
reminded her of the southern Quebec of her chiId-
hood. Bert was soon to retire from Winnipeg Transit 

where he had been a mechanic for many years. Bert 
was an excellent carpenter and enjoyed the garden 
and outdoors. 

Son Doug Hamill and his wife Doris enjoyed 
many summers there, bringing up their three chi 1-

dren. Doug is a capable builder and with his father 
and two growing sons, the cottage and boathouse 

took shape. 
Daughter Janice and neighboring friends could 

be heard laughing and playing many a sunny day. 
Janice now lives in Whitehorse, Yukon, with her 
husband Ray Wotton who is with Yukon Parks. 

Tammy and Steven are their family and we look for-

ward to their limited visits. 
Don Hamill and wife Kathy find som e time for 

the lake in their busy life. Kathy is with Hydro, Don 

with Colins Mechanical. 
Roy and Irene Hamill with their daughter Ange-

lo and son Matthew are able to spend summer days 
at the lake, as bot h are teachers in Winnipeg. Roy 
teaches automotive at Tec Voc. Irene is teaching at 
Aberdeen School. Our annual berrying expedition 
is a big event. Rainy days, Doris and Angela can 

be found painting. 
Now that Doug is retired, we spend a good part 

of the summer at the cottage. Doug was with Provin-

｣ｩ｡＠ Highway, MidIand division. 
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WEST HA WK LAKE 

HIGH ROCK BEACH 

LOT 14 

"EVEREST" 

THE ARMSTRONG FAMILY 

In the spring of 1955, when my husband, Rev. 

Frank Armstrong, was the minister of SI. James 

United Church in Winnipeg, we decided thal we 

would like to buy a cottage in Whileshell Park. 

Friends of ours, Mr. Mel Grose, Clerk of Session 

at SI. James United, and Mrs. Grose, had owncd 

a COllage at Crescent Beach at West Hawk Lake. 

They had since sold il, but stillloved lhe area, and 

suggesled lhat we look for a place lhere. So Frank 

and I, logelher wilh his sisler, Mrs. Lamont, fol-

lowed Highway No. 44 to West Hawk Lake. Al a 

service stalion, we asked lhe man in charge if he 

knew of a cottage for sale. He said lhal due to a 

lack of funds, he was unable LO finish a collage he 
was building for himself on High Rock Beach, and 

would sell. So he look us lhere. We were able to 

look inside, and Iiked lhe plan very much. We asked 

him if he could add a washroom and a smali 

screened porch at the back entrance, and he agreed 

to this. The Iocation was High Rock Beach, LOl 14. 

We laler named it Everest. We didn't intend LO have 

a cily lawn al lhe COllage. Apart from a few wild 

fIowers beside lhe building, blueberry bushes co-
vered lhe soil in lhe yard. Al lhe rear of the cot-

lage, a sleep high hill reminded us of Everest. We 

reaIized lhal a road ran belween our 101 and lhe 
beach, bUL we didn't expecl lhere would be heavy 
lraffic. So we agreed 10 buy. 

The builder was Mr. Bellemare but he said every-

one called him "BusIer" . We set a time when the 

COllage wouId be finished, and arranged with Mr. 

and Mrs. Laller, friends of ours who had a smali 
lruck, lO bring down furniture from Winnipeg. 

When we arrived, lhe cottage was nOl ready, SO 

Busler pUL us up in a COllage where we wailed. 
Al that li me our family consisled of our daugh-

ler, Oorolhy who was working on her educalion, 
and our son Oouglas (Ooug) aIso working on his 
education. Oorolhy had received her B.A. in 1952, 

and Ooug his in 1955. Both worked during lhe sum-

mer to hel p wilh finances. Francis Winston, our 
youngesl was lhen 13. They allloved the lake, es-

pecially Winston, who used to count the days until 
school wouId be finished, and we could go to the 

COllage. He especially enjoyed chumming with 

Lorne Ericson who was around his age, and Iived 
down the road. 

Our first guest in the COllage before it was finished 
was Jim Grose. Out of discarded lumber, he made 

a table, which is used to this day on the patio where 
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Back row, ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAI. lO r.: lan, Dorolhy, Fraser and Mary. 
Fronl row: Kimberley, Emily, Frank and Lori. The Arm· 
slrongs. 

we have our barbecue. Jim loved lO swim, and used 

to swim to and from a nearby shore to a smalI rocky 

island with one smali Iree on il. We still cali it "Jim's 

Island". 

Frank, assisled by Ooug and Winslon, soon built 

a dock which was later enlarged. A few feet beyond 

it was a large rock on which ducks sunned them-

selves afler feeding in the lake. All the cottagers took 

a great interesl in these ducks lhal had been halched 

in a near by swamp. Tourists sometimes threw stones 

at them and were soon informed that lhese were spe-

cial ducks, and were not to be injured. Early in 1956, 

having had electricity installed in the cottage, we 

were able to dispense with our coal-oil lamps ex-

cept in emergencies. It was now adequately fur-

nished. A frequent visilor who graced our cottage 

was the beloved si ster of Frank, known as "Auntie 

Doli" by all children who knew and loved her. 
Our son, William Oouglas, and Maryella Allen, 

one of the church choir girls, were married Septem-

ber l , 1956 and spent part of their honeymoon in 

the COllage. 
Buster had left a cut-off freighter canoe that 

leaked. We spent a good deal of time lrying to make 

it sea-worthy and used it for a few years. Finally, 

Frank bought an aluminum boat, and later a ca-

noe. The freighter canoe was retired to the dump 

in 1988. 
In the summer of 1957 we rented the cottage to 

friends for a while. This 'marked the beginning of 

a series of renters which included Joyce and John 
Surgeoner, who played an important part ofthe life 

of the COllage. f 
Early in May, 1958, Winston with the owner o 

a truck took a heatilator fireplace LO the cottage. 
Five days later, on May 15, he died in a ｬｲ｡ｧｾ｣＠
drowning accident in what is now called Bird's HIll 

Park. This was a devastating blow LO all of us. 
In 1959, Emily (Mrs. Frank Armstrong) became 



seriously ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAill and convalesced at West Hawk. She was 
able to enjoy the first visit of a grandchild, Fraser 
Winston, son of Mary and Doug. This was during 
the first few weeks of his life. Soon others came 
along: Kimberley (1961), Lori (1962) and lan (1963). 

They learned to love the lake as their parents and 

grandparents did. 
There were many visitors, especially friends of the 

children which included fishing expeditions, swim
ming, sunning and skiing with the Zajac children. 
There were Scrabble nights and parties with pop

corn. During the summer of 1979, Fraser, Kim, Lori 
and lan and their friends Judy Bradley, Tim Ed

lund and Trent Worthington brought musical instru
ments from Edmonton. They practised at Everest 
and then presented excerpts from the religious mu
sical 'Te111t Like It Is' to the congregation at West 
Hawk Lake United Church on August 19. It was 

great fun, and a11, especially Don Fairweather (the
ological student), enjoyed the presentation. 

Before West Hawk Church was built, Frank con

ducted morning services for the family in the cot
tage, either Church or Sunday School, depending 
on the age of those staying or visiting there. Young 
People's groups from both St. James and Kirkfield 
Park United Churches visited the cottage with Mary 
and Doug as their leaders. 

Two of the more important visitors were biolo
gists Dr. Charles Bird and his wife of Brandon, and 
Dr. Syd Radinovsky of Winnipeg. Dr. Bird caught 

an eight-pound lake trout, and Dr. Radinovsky bar
becued it, making it the important part of a deli
cious mea!. Syd and members of his family, and 
research teams, have visited with the Armstrongs 

on an average of once every two years since then. 
We decided to enlarge the back shed, so in May 

of 1973 we asked Bert Vi net of West Hawk to be

gin operations. He with two hel pers demolished the 
shed, and put down footings extending the room 
a few feet longer. Then they put on the walls and 
ceiling, adding three windows and a door. In J une 
1974, John Surgeoner and his father-in-law insu

lated and finished the walls and ceiling, installing 
wall registers. The room was heated electrica11y and 
we put in a sofa, table and chair. This was great 
for early spring and late fa11. 

Frank became seriously ill in 1984, and, while he 
still had vigour, decided he would like to go on a 
canoe trip. So Doug, Fraser and his wife Judy, and 
Frank packed food, pots and pan s and sleeping 
bags. Then the four set off in Doug's station wag
on with two tents and two canoes. They paddled 

from Caddy Lake to South Cross Lake and eventu

ally North Cross Lake by way of the tunnels con

necting the lakes. The canoeists portaged their boats 
and gear to Sailing Lake. They stayed the night on 
a point on the east shore of the lake. Frank caught 

a fish there which the canoeists enjoyed for supper. 
Frank had long dreamed of an extensive trip up the 
Winnipeg River system, but was onJy able to manage 
an overnighL 

In July, 1986, Frank's last fishing trip was in 
the canoe on Lyons Lake with Doug and Kim, his 
granddaughter who was pregnant with the first 
great-grandchild. Within the week Frank became 
gravely i11 and died July 13, 1986, in Edmonton at 
the age of 86. The cottage is now under the care of 
Mary and Doug. Much physical work has been done 
recently, including insta11ation of the government
required septic tank, new roof, new paint, and dock 
repairs. It has taken on new life, cared for in part 
by Joyce and John Surgeoner, and from continued 
visits by Emily and her children, grandchildren, and 
great-grandchildren. These are Nicole and FranC:;:ois, 
daughter and son of Kim and Andr': Bugeaud, and 
Christophe, son of Lori and Michael Siewecke. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
HIGH ROCK BEACH 

LOT 22 
By Ken, Pam, Jennifer and Whitney Campbell 

"OLD SMOKEY" 

Since visiting our friends' cottage in the early 
1970s, the magie ofWest Hawk Lake has remained 
wit h us. Years later, when we were looking to buy, 
we looked in the Whiteshell and Ontario, but some
how our thoughts were always on West Hawk Lake. 
So, when Old Smokey on High Rock Beach became 
available, we were ecstatic. We picked up the key 
on Friday night and concluded the purchase on 
Saturday morning. 

The Van Amstels had built the cottage in the mid 
I 960s. They had had their pick of locations on High 
Rock, settling on the Old Smokey location, a site 
offering an extraordinary, panoramie view of the 
lake and bac king on the flat beach of High Rock. 

Our thoughts are on West Hawk throughout the 

year, but the most exciting time is the first Friday 
night, after six months of fali and winter, when we 
pack up and head for the lake. Driving up the wind
ing road, the magie of the woods, the scent of pine, 

envelop us. The next five months are the making 
of memories, swimming at McKenzie Beach, renew
ing acquaintances, exploring the woods looking for 
wild berries and sighting the many varieties of wild 
flowers, hiking on the nature trails, sitting out on 
the deck on a warm summer evening, looking at the 

star s and listening to the eerie cali of the loon, get
ting up at five in the morning to watch the sunrise, 
waiting impatiently for the return of the little fa
ｭｩｹ＠ of hummingbirds, exploring the lake in our old, 
red, wooden Peterborough boat, planning a ｳｰ･｣ｩ｡＠
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A view trom Campbells cottage. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAzyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

evening out at Long Pine Lake , enjoying the food 

there while tak ing in the beautiful scenery and, fi-
nally, in the early autumn, taking a walk in the crisp 

air and burying ourselves in a mountain of fallen 
leaves . Cios ing up the cottage is a sad time for us. 
As we leave, we take a las t backward look and all 

the memories of a summ er gone bring with them 

a sadness. 
Our cottage at West Hawk Lake is a special place 

for Dur family. We have many, many memories of 

the cottage and the lake, and hope to have many, 
many more. ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

WEST HA WK LAKE 

CRESCENT BEACH 

LOT 38 

By F. and I. Koenig 

We have been regular visitors to West Hawk Lake 
for the past 20 years. We appreciate the quiet and 
relaxing atmosphere of the park and the fact that 
the beaches are never overcrowded, even on the 
busiest weekends. There are many beautiful hiking 
trails and scenie walks in the area where you can 
pi ck blueberries and mushrooms. 

West Hawk Lake is an enchanting place, SD to-
tally unexpected after the prairies and the city of 
Winnipeg. 

We have recently purchased the cottage at 38 

Crescent Beach and have added a screened porch 
and a large patio, and this is where we spend Dur 
summers swimming, sailing and going for walks. 
In the winter we come for some of the best cross-
country skiing in Manitoba. This is just such a great 
place to spend a weekend with family Dr friends . 

WEST HA WK LAKE 

CRESCENT BEACH SUB_, LOT 29 

By Elmer Lawrenson 

.When Ifirst came to West Hawk Lake in 1952 
wlth my wlfe and son Fred, we camped in the camp-
grounds In a pup tent. In 1953, we rented a cabin 
from the Ealings at Keswick Camp at Star Lake . 

Then we went to Laclu in Ontario for one year. 
In 1956, I bought a house trailer from Mrs. An-

derson who had camped at West Hawk for years 
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and SD began Dur continuous association with W 

Hawk Lake, in the campgrounds first, then as a ｣ｾＺｾ＠
tage owner on Crescent Beach Subdivision. 

The fall of 1956 was the first year all the trailers 
had to be moved from the campgrounds. What a 

sight! Some trailers had sat in the same place SD long 

that, when attempts were made to move them, some 

just fell to pieces. The boards had rotted. In those 

days the winter storage area was near where the West 

Hawk maintenance yard is and during the winter 

we would check the trailers for break-ins and ｡ｬｳｾ＠
to see how deep the snow was and if they should 

be shovelled off. One winter there was a record 

snowfall of about ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA100 inches. We came out to check 

the trailers and when Jack Mills and l were ready 

to start up the trail, he asked my wife (who was 
about five feet tall) if she was coming with us, and 
she replied "No". 

While we were in the campgrounds, I belonged 

to the Whiteshell Campers Association and was 

chairman of the entertainment committee from 1957 
to 1968. We met at Harry Bioms Dr the Mayers or 

other homes to organize get-togethers for winter and 
summer. At first in the winter , we would meet at 
the Vasa Lund Smorgasbord. When that got too 

small, we moved to the Debuke Clubhouse and on 
as our crowds increased. The largest attendance l 

remember was 560 people. 
This entertainment was a variety of things . Once 

we had a Hard Time Dance and we had to explain 

to half the people what that was. The costumes were 
great. One lady had sewed hers out of men's ties 
- l nearly fined her for coming too dressed up. 
Since then I've learned we should have given her 

a prize for all the work she put into it. 
At another one of these 'dos ' we had a "dressed 

goose" for a door prize, much to the surprise of 

the win ner and everyone there, in walked the goose 
dressed in a hat, pants and jack et - not qUlte 

dressed for the oven. 
That's a few of my memories of Winnipeg "dos" . 

We also had sing-songs, wiener roasts and other end 
tertainment at the lake and for many years, we ha 
the Annual Camper'; Pienie at the West Hawk 

campgrounds. . 
On the business side of the association, l was tn-

volved with the establishing of permanent camp-
grounds at Dorothy Faleon and West Hawk Lakesk· 

The biggest ｣ｨ｡ｮｾ･＠ over the years at West Haw 

was the opening of Trailer Village, the permanent 

campgrounds in the summer of 1959 Dr 1960. d 
f 'ly an 

Those were great summers for Dur aml d 
others with swimming lessons, fishing, hikes an 

. f' h' with same get-togethers. I spent a lot of tIme IS mg k 
of the other GREAT fishermen of West ｈ｡ｾｾ＠
Names that come to mind are Tom Hudges, Roy 
Dooblie, Harry Deelie, Gordon Causelt , ' 



Renyolds, Wilf Foster and Les Waddell (I hope your 
names are spelled correctly, gentlemen). 

December 18,1968, we bought our cottage from 
Mrs. Milne (our Christmas present). It was 22x24', 
fully furnished, for $3,500. We now are cottage 
owners working at improving and upgrading as a 
pleasant pastime. One thing I really notice as the 
years pass is how prices are c1imbing. When we ad. 
ded our addition in 1983 of two bedrooms and a 
bathroom, it cost $13,000. ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBA

It was also interesting to observe the wildlife 
working around the cottage. In the city you never 
thought of seeing anything bigger than a squirrel 
running around the ground, so to see a deer, fox 
or, bigger still, a bear was unheard of. It always 
caused you to stop and watch a while. One after· 
noon when we had the sub·floor down for the ad· 
dition and had stopped for afternoon tea at the 
kitchen table, we heard this loud bump. Turning to 
the window, we sawa bear looking in the windowo 
He had to somehow jump up four feet to get on 
to that sub·floor, but there he was, as big as life 
and twice as inquisitive. It's a wonder he didn't 
knock the addition to pieces that afternoon because 
he kept running under it when we tried to chase him 
away. Another time, when I learned begonias 
thrived on fish oil, I fed all my plants on one side 
and son Fred did the other side more generously just 
before we left for the city. When we returned the 
next weekend, Fred's well tended flowers, pots and 
earth we re broken and scattered over the patio. 

My next project is to build a boathouse. The 
20x24' lot cost $1,500 and materials for the 16x24' 
structure will be about $3,500. This is to store a 
15-foot sleeper boat I bought in 1965 for $500. Its 
40 hp Evinrude motor with electric start and gener· 
ator cost $700. 

This is money well spent in my estimation because 
I enjoy my summers here and my son Fred, his wife 
Janet and my grandchildren Dorothy, born in 1970 
and Charlie, bom in 1974, spend as much time as 
they can at the cottage in the summer. 

I am sure this cottage will be in the Lawrenson 
family for many years and have many more happy 
memories to tell. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
CRESCENT BEACH 

LOT 21 
FffiST ROW - MOONLlGHT BAY, LOT l 

By Betty Duncan 

The first memory I have of West Hawk Lake was 

the weekend of the cavalcade from Winnipeg to 
Kenora to commemorate the open ing of the high· 
way in 1932. When we arrived in our 1929 Stude-
bak er at West Hawk Lake, it was rai nin g heavily. 

Betty (Burton) Duncan, West Hawk Lake. 

We were turned back at the hill just past the main 
beach at TaJlpine Lodges because the road had 
turned to mud . My dad, Dick Burton, mother El· 
sie, my brother Bernard and future sister-in·law 
Loine and myself camped at West Hawk Lake un-
til the foJlowing morning. 

Bernard remembers a certain 1929 Chevrolet car 
going backward up the hill. 

My dad decided West Hawk Lake was a pretty 
nice place and consequently we camped for many 
years behind the Nellis' store (now West Hawk 
Resort) and swam at Miller's Beach. 

To keep the perishables cool, we dug a hole in 
the ground in the shade of the trees, put a butter 
box in the hole and kept it weJl covered. 

The Nellis boys would attract an audience 

Rose Elsie Burton at the water pump at Crescent 
Beach, West Hawk Lake, 1943. 
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Working on second road at Crescent Beach. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLIHDAL. to 
R.: Bernard, Richard (Dick), Betty Duncan. 

when they played catch outside their store . Every 
time they threw the balI a squirrel would run from 

one to the other, running right up their arm. 
In 1942 when we built our cabin at Lot 22, Cres

cent Beach, Cal Ritchie was the ranger . Brown and 
Rutherford supplied and cut the cedar logs into sid
ing from telephone poles left over from a contract. 
Our closest neighbors were MacKenzie and Mattson. 

Mr. MacKenzie ran the Crescent Beach Cabins, 
(C.B.C. cabins as they have always been known as) 
and I remem ber the ice house full of ice packed in 
sawdust where everyone went for their block of ice 
for their ice box. 

When DeI and Frank took over the restaurant, 
my mother, brother's wife Loine and I would go 
there in the moming and talk to DeI while she made 
her famous pies. Everyone enjoyed her chicken 
dinners. 

The Saturday night attraction was the Dance Hall, 
where Jack Nickolson and his parents had dances 
and a small lunch counter. 

The main beach was separated from the road by 
many trees which provided shade for those who 
wanted it. This was later changed. The trees were 
removed and a cement retainer wall was built, 
providing more parking for cars, and a lot more sun
ny beach. This was what the people were asking for. 

In the first years we were at the lake, it was not 
unusual to hear wolves howling in the evening. 

My dad fished West Hawk Lake for three years 
before catching a trout. Then he caught two, a 15'12 
and a 16'l2-pound, the same day near the Hunt Lake 
creek area. 

In the early days at West Hawk Lake, the trout 
rearing tanks were near the main beach. These tanks 

were operated by Charlie Klyne who had a small 
cabin in the area. Running water from a spring be
hind Kinwin Cabins (Tallpine Lodges) was piped to 
the tanks. 

My husband, Bert Duncan, and lliked to fish in 
Lyons Lake. To get there, we would walk to Hunt 
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Dick and son Bernard Duncan with a trout they 
caught in West Hawk Lake, 1943. 

Lake, then cut across through the bush to Lyons 
Lake. 

Our children, Bob, Dave and Paul, and our niece, 

Barbara, spent many happy times at West Hawk 

Lake. After the death of my father in 1973, we ad
ded to our cabin and improved the facilities with 

new bedrooms, using the space we gained for a larg
er kitchen and living area. The floors in that area 
we re sanded with a sander we lugged all the way 

from the city. 
In 1981, we sold our cottage to the Abrahams and 

we purchased Fred Bekters house on Moonlight Bay 

where we live year-round. ywvutsronmlkihgfedcaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

WEST HA WK LAKE 

CRESCENT BEACH SUB. 

LOT 17 

By Ray Ogston 

Lars Mattson was bom in Sweden and imrnigrated 
to Canada in his youth . He was a very successful 
plastering contractor in Winnipeg. He built a sum
mer cottage on Crescent Beach Road in 1940 be
cause the area reminded him of his homeland. He 
loved to fish. In his early years at West Hawk, he 
and his friends would camp on the Big Island, get
ting there from the main highway by rowboat. 

The fishing was excellent in those days as illus

trated in the enclosed photo. 
Lars and his wife Rena were friends and cus

tomers of Sam Yanich who had the BA Oil Station 
on the main highway at the Star Lake Road (noW 

Sam's Comer). . 
Lars was active in the Swedish community in WIO

nipeg and many of his Swedish friends built cottages 

at West Hawk. Among them were: The LingwaIls 

in Star Beach Sub-Division; the Car. Ehns, noW 
occupied by son Ferie and wife Marg Ehns; the ｗｾｉﾭ
Iy Larsons; the Neilsons, now occupied by s?n-IO
law Bill Chandler' Eric Ericsons who are suIl en

joying the ｣ｯｴｴ｡ｧｾＧ＠ and the Suen Andersons . 
Another good f;iend of Lars was John Neilson, 
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Mr. Matlson on right wit h white shirt. Note the rig 
ol the day . shirt and ties. 

a real craftman who built surnmer homes in the West 
Hawk area as well as many beautiful stone fire
places. Each stone in each fireplace had a meaning. 

The Mattson cottage now is occupied by daugh

ter Norma and son-in-law Ray Ogston. Their three 
daughters, Sandra, Jeannine and Donna, all reside 

in Winnipeg and one son Fraser lives in Brampton, 
Ontario. Thanks to the Red Cross Swimming at 
West Hawk, all are excellent swimmers. 

Fraser Ogston worked summers for Milne and 
Edna Harbottle at the CBC store and Cabins and 
enjoyed it very much. Later, white attending univer

sity in Toronto, Fraser worked summers for the 
pipeline, living at the summer cottage. He and his 
wife Marylin still love to visit West Hawk. 

Donna Ogston, now Donna Narlos, is married to 
Brad Narlos and they have two chitdren, Greg, 9, 

and Jenna, 5. This family continues to spend a great 
deal of time at the summer cottage built almost 50 
years ago by Lars Mattson at 17 Crescent Beach 
Road. 

From Newspaper clipping, May 31, 1949 
Fishing in West Hawk Lake, Saturday and Sun

day, Ernie Anderson, 430 Beverley Street and O. 
Eklund of 289 Enfield Crescent, had a nice catch 

of ten lake trout, averaging three pounds. L. Matt
son, 226 Union Avenue, had, among others, a nice 

six-pound fish. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
CRESCENT BEACH ROAD 

LOT 9 
MONTROSE COTTAGE 

OICK, ROBERTS, MILES 
By Dorothy Dick 

In July 1933, when our cottage was being built, 

there was only one established set-up on our road. 

(Other cottages were being built that year and nine 

were occupied by the end of the summer.) Mr. 
Rutherford of Brown and Rutherford Lumber Com

pan y owned a winterized log cabin on what now 

1932 main beach, West Hawk Lake. 

covers three lots. A couple of years later, the main 
lodge burned down and was never rebuilt. Several 
outbuildings were left intact and still exist on Lot 
l, then a boat house, nowa guest house; and Lot 
3, the original guest house. 

In 1932, David and Ethel Dick with two of their 
four children, Marjorie and David Junior, had 
driven to West Hawk Lake, talked to the surveyor, 
found their way through the bush (roads were not 
yet built) and picked out Lot 9. 

Father contacted a local builder who had put up 
the log building, now the West Hawk Administra
tion Offices. We think he also built the cottage next 
door, Lot 8, also of log construction. He was paid 
$200 to build our cottage. But, by the next weekend, 
he had disappeared after handing over the job and 
$100 to two young men who did it. 

The two young carpenters from Winnipeg did the 
work under the supervision of their father. He, a 
master carpenter , came every weekend to give them 
their next week's instructions. Family members 
watched eagerly on weekends as the cottage became 
livable. We enjoyed five or six weeks in it that sum
mer. A dock and a garage with sleeping quarters 
above were added in 1933. We named it Montrose 
Cottage, after our Winnipeg street. 

At that time, the middle of the Great Depression, 

West Hawk Lake lalls at the outlet, near the present 
Hatchery bridge belore dam was put in. 
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1936· Dock near present boat launching, West Hawk 
Lake. 

there were relief camps in the area for unemployed 
men. One was on the south side of the highway, 
opposite the stores and cafe. The men worked half
days and could tak e on other jobs the rest of the 
time. Dad employed a man to elear out the bush 

around our place. These men opened up and built 
the roads in the various subdivisions. Two other 
camps were in this area, Toniata at Falcon Lake and 
the other at Caddy Lake. The camps were set up 
by the Manitoba government for several years. 

Our carpenters hired men from the camp to help 
carry the lumber and other supplies, including water 
from the lake, up to the cottage site which was quite 
a height from the lake. The terrain is rough and 
rocky. 

We were lucky to have a water system the first 
or second summer. Hector McKenzie, our neighbor 
on Lot 8, found a second-hand gas engine and 
pump, pipes and storage tank for a water system. 
Dad paid for it and Hector (Mac) installed iL He 
was a good neighbor. The system was very welcome, 
even if someone had to go down the hill to the 
pump-house at the lak e to start and stop the engine. 

During the next few years when cottages were go
ing up along our road, the chief form of entertain
ment was the Saturday night dance at Ingolf, 
Ontario. Sam Yanich ran a water taxi to the por
tage where Miss Ingolf met them on Long Pine Lake ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLIHDA

j 

. Lookout at West Hawk campgrounds, 1933, Marjorie 
Dlck (now Roberts). 
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and took them to Ingolf. One Saturday, our brother 

David took a lady friend to the dance in Our new 

Peterborough 16-foot row-boat with a 5 h.p. out. 

board motor. The wind had come up on West Hawk 
and they did not arrive back at the cottage until early 

morning, much to the consternation of both fami
lies, who had been up all nighL 

Sam also took groups on sight-seeing tours and 

delivered messages with his boat for several years. 
One dark night he was lost on the lake . He finally 
found his way back when he saw our bonfire on the 

point where we were enjoying the wieners and 
marshmallows. In those days, bonfires were a1lowed 

if you got permission from the Forestry Office. 

Some time later on another dark night, Sam ran 
his boat up on the rocks and it was destroyed. Af· 
ter that, he and his wife Vicki operated a garage at 
the junction of Highway 44 and the Falcon Lake 

Road . 
In the 1930s for two summers, Professor Delu· 

ry, a teacher of geology at the University of Manito· 
ba , and his wife lived in our cabin, over the garage, 
as a headquarters while they went out on canoe trips 
to check student research groups. 

One afternoon in the middle of the 1930s, a good
sized airplane landed on West Hawk Lake and tax· 
ied over to the government dock. Dad excitedly hur· 
ried over to pick up his friend, Gilbert Lapine, a 
prospector and a founder of Eldorado Uranium 
mining company. Dad was an unofficial agent in 
the Winnipeg area and had been instrumental, a10ng 
with other friends, in grub-staking Gilbert's search 
for mineraIs in the Northwest Territories. The ar
rival of a large pIane on the lake created great ex
citement. 

The war years, 1939-1945, changed cottage life. 
Gasoline was rationed and regular weekend trips dis

appeared. Dad sold the ｳ｡ｩ｢ｯ｡ｴ＠ because David Jr., 
the only one who could ｳ｡ｩ＠ it, was in the air force. 

After dad retired early in 1942, summers were 
spent at the collage. One day, Dorothy got a ｣｡ｬ＠
at work that dad was sick and a driver was needed 
to bring him home. (No ambulances around at that 
time.) Dorothy found a ride and we got him to the 
hospital in Winnipeg. It was a ruptured appendlx 
and, fortunately, he made a quick recovery, then 

headed back for the collage. . 
During this time, a second-hand bathtub was m· 

stalled by father and a friend in what had been part 
of the large bedroom . We still use it in cool weather. 

Grace Dick, the youngest of the four ｣ｨｩ､ｲ･＿Ｌ＠

graduated from the University or Manitoba tO 

1944 and moved to Toronto to work. She was missed 
from the cottage where she had spent so many sum
mers. She married in 1950, moving to Galt, now 
Cambridge, Ontario . She still elaims visiting rights 

and we enjoy her visits. Brother David married m 



1942 and , after his demobilization from the air 
force, they settled in Vancouver . Their family of 
three boys visited West Hawk in their younger years. 

Marjorie married Clark Roberts in 1940. After 
the war, they lived on a farm near Portage la Prairie 
unti11965. Her four children, Leslie, Dick, Pat and 
Alan, all make go od use of the cottage. Dick and 
his wife Jean have Lynsey and Adam. They com e 
each summer from Vancouver. Pat and Andy Miles 
have Mathew and Mark, Alan and his wife Pat have 
Daniel, Amy and Parnela. These last two familie s 
live in Winnipeg and usually have their vacatio n at 
the cottage, plus some weekends. Marjorie's four 
children all made use of the Red Cross swimming 
lessons in their early years . 

David Dick Sr. died in 1947 and Ethel Dick took 
over with the help of Dorothy. 

Through the years, six couples have honeymooned 
at the cottage. During the 1950 Winnipeg flood, 
three families and three dogs, including husbands 
when they could come, made good use of Montrose 
Cottage. They arrived one dark night in early May 
to find the place had been broken into during the 
winter. Dishes and linen had been used, not the 
nicest way to find a cottage. 

The next year, a new Kawantha Peterborough 
boat of cedar lap construction and a motor arrived 
and a boathouse built. The boat now is an heirloom 
with 38 summers of use and pleasure on the lake. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLIHDA
It gets a fresh coat of varnish each spring before 
it goes into the water. 

An improved toilet system was needed by 1955 
to replace the outside privy which was down a bit 
of a hill. A utility room was built behind the cot
tage and an access door cut in the cottage wall. We 
now have a flush-o-matic and use a holding tank. 
The extra room has been very useful. 

The biggest change came in 1956 with the arrival 
of electricity, making possible, some changes and 
additions to the cottage such as a new pump and 
water system and, of course, lights . Goodman and 
Kojima Electrical Contractors wired our cottage. 
Both these have cottages on West Hawk - one on 
Millers Beach and the other on Crescent Beach. In 
1976, the old roof was removed for a new one. This 
was designed by Alan Roberts who also worked and 
directed his crew of family members . 

aur mother, Ethel Dick, died in 1964. Marjorie 
and Dorothy took over joint ownership of the cot
tage. About this time, a handyman, Henry Chezick, 
was very helpful to us. Over two summers, he built 
steps of rock and concrete from the cottage to the 
dock. He also fixed a septic tank for us . His rela

tives lived in Whitemouth but he had a cabin near 
houses across the road from the stores . One Su n
day I wrote him a cheque and he was very dubious 
about taking it. He was afraid it would not be ac-

Water·tank· serving Lot 8 and 9· The Shieling and 
Montrose cottages, 1943. 

cepted when written on a Sunday. 
He was a willing worker. He helped us when we 

were changing from a big wood stove to an electric 
one. He was pleased to have the wood stove and 
helped to carry it down the hill to his truck. 

Ernie Jentch, a carpenter who had a cottage at 
Star Lake, did a good job in renovating our kitch
en area. Partitions were removed and a set of good 
cupboards installed. We have been pleased to have 
an efficient kitchen in which to work. The plumb
ing was installed by John Ennis from Fa/con Lake. 

In 1972, Pat and Andy Miles were married in the 
West Hawk United Church. We think it was the first 
wedding held there. Leslie was maid of honour and 
Dick and Alan were ushers . The Birchwood Ladies 
catered to a sit-down supper at the cottage (62 
meals served) with Edna Harbottle acting as co
ordinator. They did a superb job. The next year, 
Alan married Pat Cook, the las t honeymooners at 
the cottage. . 

From about 1967 to 1983, the Yacht Club was 
a favorite place. The sailing races every weekend, 
the occasional box-lunch socials at the clubhouse 
and the annual meeting dinners in Winnipeg were 
al! go od fun. We we re all sorry when it faded from 
the scene and would welcome its renewal, though 
in a different location on the lake. 

aur biggest continuing effort over the last lO to 
12 years has been endeavoring to get rid of the 
caraganas which have taken over sections of OUT lot 

and invading the rest. Without some contro!, it 
would take over the whole lot as it has done to others 
down the road. Cottagers, beware of this shrub! The 
first owner next door (Lot lO) planted a hedge in 
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1934 and each year since, it has continued to en-
croach on neighboring areas. With hard work we 

have succeeded in keeping it somewhat under con-

troi in our area. But it does not die easily! 
There are now seven grandchildren, three sets of 

parents, an aunt, one great-aunt and one grand-
mother who are regular users of Montrose Cottage 

and who love it greatly. 

1937· Crescent Beach, West Hawk Lake. Note trees 
along the beach. 

WEST ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAHA WK LAKE 

CRESCENT BEACH 

LOT 3 
By R.C. Robson 

In 1930 we were camping on Long Pine Lake at 
Ingolf, Ontario, when my Dad heard lots at West 
Hawk lake would be up for lease. We portaged with 
a canoe and came across West Hawk where we 
decided on a lot on Crescent Beach. There were few 
cottages around the lak e and only one on Crescent 
Beach Road. 

We wanted a log cabin, so the wheels were put 
in motion . The logs were cut in 1931 and building 
started in 1932. The garage was built at the Agricul-

tural College where my dad taught Engineering. This 
garage was brought down by truck and placed on 
our lot - 40 years later we received a letter from 
the government in forming us we had not been given 
permission to put up this building and we must sub-
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mit detailed drawings of the 'proposed structure' 
for approval. We forwarded these as requested and 
in due course, received another letter from th; 

government with its stamped approval and we could 
now proceed with the erection of said building. 

Men were hired from Quebec to do the log work 

and they lived in the garage until the work was com-
pleted. There's not a nail in those logs. There are 

wooden dowel pins and they are in the same beau-
tiful shape as when the cottage was built. My dad 
and friends completed the cottage on the inside. 

When it was cold and before we had any heat, 
two tents were pitched in the soon-to-be living room. ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDA
Jt was estimated 22 tons of local rock went into the 
building of the fireplace . Jt all came to a finish af-
ter much hard work and fun along the way with 
many hands pitching in to help. 

There were many hair-raising experiences bring-

ing furniture and supplies from Winnipeg on the old 

road through Beausejour and Rennie. On one of 
many memorable trips, we were bringing down my 
grandmother's piano on a trailer. The trailer hitch 
broke and trai!er, piano plus other furniture head-

ed for the ditch. Several people stopped to help us 
- wonder if that wou!d happen today? Much of 
the travel was done while the ground was frozen so 

wheels didn't sink in the mud. 
In the early Thirties, a relief camp of about 500 

men was where CBC Cabins now stand. They 

worked in the bush and on the highway being blasted 
through to Kenora. One rock went through our roof 
and landed on a bed . I also recall the gold mine at 
Star Lake. When it closed, the men walked away, 
leaving everything as it was, even the beds made up. 
I suspect a few of the origina! cottages still have 

"souvenirs" ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcaYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAor that mine. 
Sam Yanich ran a boat service in The Sigma from 

West Hawk Lake to Ingolf. The young people would 

go over Saturday nights to attend the dances. 
In those early days, a forest fire swept through 

the area and every able person was conscripted to 
fight the fire. 

As our three children were growing up, we never 
suffered the "I don't want to go to the lake" syn-
drome. They worked at the lake each summer. My 
wife, the chi Id ren and the dog moved to the lake 
the last day of school and they returned the day be-

fore school opened. 
We have had four generations in our beloved old 

log cabin. My mother and father are both gone but 
memories of them linger. Many changes have taken 

place in the cottage and in the area. Progress 

was bound to come. Our peaceful, lovely birch-lined 
beach became a big man-made expanse of sand and 
concrete . The new Number 1 Highway came through 
so we no longer travelled via Beausejour. In 
1956-1957, the power lines went in, so out went Ihe 
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coal and wood stove, the ice box, the Coleman and 
coal oil lamps and the old Delco 32-volt lighting sys-
tem. This old system lies deep in the centre of the 
lake, put there many years before people were en-
vironmentally conscious. The women in camp 
relished this "modern age" with the modern appli-
ances that went with it. Gone were the days of stand-
ing over a hot stove and, when the babies were smali 
having a tub fuli of diapers on the stove. ' 

To rinse these diapers, sheets and towels, Pop, 
as my dad was known to all around, would string 
the washing behind the 10 hp motor boat and 
"zoom" around the bay to rinse them . We didn't 
think this was at all strange but many onlookers did . 

The cottage still is there to welcome back our fa-
milies from various points in Canada and United 
States. Many happy busy summers have been spent 
at our "little corner of the world". So many sto-
ries to tell and so many memories to look back 
on ... 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
CRESCENT BEACH SUB-D1VISION 

LOT S 
By Elvin and Delia Fast 

The Whiteshell, from an early age, always held 
a certain mystique for me. As a lad of seven or eight, 
my dad allowed me to com e along for the ride wit h 
him to his homernade drag-line. I spent a week with 
him. He was trying to carve a road from East Brain-
tree to West Hawk Lake. II is the present service 
road, much improved, of course. 

Then came my selling days late in the 1950s. Un-
less you ate at the various general stores along the 
way, there was no real restaurant between Steinbach 
and West Hawk. So many a time I went the extra 
distance to sit down and enjoy a hot meal in the 
Trans-Canada Cafe. 

What a picture of tranquility, an unattainable 
dream to live in that kind of a setting, where deer 
gathered unafraid in the front of the cafe for 
handouts. 

In the fali of 1974, having noticed some cottages 
for sale in the Winnipeg Free Press, we decided to 
just take a look. We chose the Labour Day weekend. 
At best we were 'window shopping'. The last cot-
tage we looked at was Dr. Goodwin's on West Hawk 
Lake, at Crescent Beach. At approximately 5 p.m. 
I knocked on the door, and a lady answered, looked 
at me, and her first words were, "are you lookers 
or buyers"? That required a quick straightforward 
answer, I gathered my composure and said, "I buy 

anything if the price is right" . Unbeknown to us , 
Mrs. Goodwin confided they had 50 lookers that 
day, and were looking for a buyer. 

Inviting us in, the Goodwins were entertaining 

mutual friends, and that broke the ice for us to move 
from the status of window shopper to buyer. 
. After a bit of negotiating, bringing a family of 

flve, ｮｾｷ＠ grown to 19 to see the place, I gave Dr. 
Goodwm $1,000. He gave me the keys to the cot-
tage and said, pay my brother in Winnipeg when 
the paperwork is done. We are on our way to 
Victoria . 

It's been 15 good years now, we have enjoyed the 
old fashion commardere of our neighbors. In the 
spring and the late fali we are still able to capture 
the tranquility ofthose early days ofthe 1950s. What 
a lake! What a place! My childhood dreams a 
reality. 

Unfortunately, the deer have all but disappeared 
from the town site area, but this is still a great 
place to get away to . 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
CRESCENT BEACH SUB-D1VISION 

LOT 8 
'THE SHIELlNG' 

Thanks to Dorothy Dick and Marjorie Roberts 
(whose cottage is next to The Shieling) for this sto-
ry of Hector MacKenzie. 

Hector MacKenzie, a bachelor, had his log cabin 
built during the winter of 1932-1933 . He employed 
the same builder who constructed the Parks Ad-
ministration building and the campground office at 
West Hawk Lake. Hector must have spoken to him 
while he was building for the government in 1932. 
When we arrived in June, 1933 to get our place un-
derway, Hector's place was completed. 

Hector (usually called "Mac") a1ways had his va-
cation in June, and he always had "troops" with 
him. I think some of his friends were unemployed 
and he helped them out by bringing them to "The 
Shieling" . He had them working on finishing the 
cottage and cleaning the property . As long as Mac 
holidayed at the cottage, he had his friends there, 
too. Mac worked in Winnipeg for the Saskatche-
wan Wheat Pool, and boarded with the MacKay fa-
mily in Winnipeg until his death January 25, 1955 . 

Jimmy MacKay, a son of that family, worked for 
Mac at times , and the other members were frequent 
vi si tors at the camp. 

Mac loved his cottage which he named The Shiel-
ing, the Scotch term for a shelter for shepherds 
minding their sheep on the moors in Scotland . Mac 
was a scrounger who hunted out second-hand equip-
ment from scrap yard s and any place he could find 
things. By the second summer (1934), Mac had hunt-
ed out a gasoline-operated water-pump and pipes 
(ali second-hand, of course) and installed the sys-
tem into our cottage as well as his own. The hold-
ing tank was closer to us, and raised up high enough 
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from the ground so the water would flow into our 

cottage by gra vi ty . 
Mac's cottage was down hill from us - so he had 

good pressure too! We certainly enjoyed having the 

system, even though the pump was down at the lake, 

and it was a c1imb down to it and back up. The mo

tor had to be cranked and tended to be baJky at times 

- also there was no automatic shut-off. You stayed 
there tiU the tank was overflowing and you could 

shut it off or else you could c1imb up the hill to the 

cottage and go back when the tank was fuli. That 

second-hand pump served both camps for 24 years, 

from 1934-1958 when electric power came through, 

and we put in our own pressure system. 
The mid 1930s were years of drought and depres

sion. Saskatchewan had no grain and Mac's office 
in Winnipeg was down to two persons. In the sum

mer of 1936, only one man was needed. Mac had 

the seniority but the other chap had a farnily, so Mac 

elected to step out. He came to the lake and visited 
Mom and Dad one evening. He was depressed and 

did not know what to do with himself. During the 
conversation, our father suggested that West Hawk 

had no tourist facilities. Mac picked up the sugges

tion and soon Creseent Beaeh Cabins were un

derway. 
He decided the area aeross from the beaeh was 

a good site. He found the land was a registered min

ing c1aim and the search for the owner took him to 

the West Coast, only to find the owner had moved 
to Winnipeg! 

After buying the land Hector built ten or more 
cabins in 1937. Some were very smali ones, c10se 

to the Trans-Canada Highway. These have sinee 

been removed but several others are still in use, fur
ther up the hillside. Built at the same time as the 

eabins, the store has funetioned every summer 
sinee. Housing for Mac and the staff was eonstruct

ed behind and attaehed to the store. Several years 
later, Mac built himself alittle eabin to the west of 
the store. 

Also part of the eomplex was an iee house behind 
and west of the store. lee was eut from the lake in 
the winter and sold to cottagers as well as stocking 
aU the iee boxes in the store and eabins. Mr. and 

Mrs. Steadsman were the handyman and store 
manager. We were lueky beeause Creseent Beach 

folk had iee delivered by Mr. Steadsman. He even 
earried it up the hiU to our iee box for us though 
he wasn't happy doing so. 

Mac was caUed back to his old job two or three 

years later, but his weekends and holidays were all 

spent at West Hawk Lake. In later years, Crescent 
Beaeh Cabins beeame his home and the MaeKays 
were frequent visitors. Jimmy worked for Mr. 
MaeKenzie for several summers. 

Wartime gas rationing meant Hector had 
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problems getting to the lake. Through the 1930s and 

the war years, there was bus transportation from 

Winnipeg to Kenora on the Trans-Canada (present 

No. 44 Highway). Hector bused it while the gas was 

rationed. ywvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAlt was a tight squeeze to get on the onI y 

bus at West Hawk Lake on a Sunday night when 

everyone was going baek to the city. I onee watched 

Hector getting on the bus - he pushed in until 

somehow the door got c10sed behind him! At that 

time, it was a three hour trip. 

So far as I know, Mac never stayed in the Shiel

ing again. He continued to rent it every summer for 

July and August and kept it maintained. He final

ly sold it to Dr. and Mrs. Tisdale in the 1950s. They 

had been renters several times and loved the cabin 

and the country around. Mac knew they would be 
go od owners and would care for it the way he did. 

The Tisdales, in tum, sold it to the Friesens. 

FOOTNOTE: We should make note here that while 

Mr. MacKenzie owned the cabins, he employed Mr. 

and Mrs. Blaekwell as caretakers, etc. in 1949. They 
stayed with him and were hired on after his death 

by the next owners, to maintain and operate the 

camp until 1958 when it was bought by the Har

bottles. Mrs. Richardson was also employed by Mr. 

MacKenzie for the summer months for about the 

same time and she to ok care of the grocer ordering 
and the reservations among other duties. 

Trout are on the surface in West Hawk Lake, H. 

MaeKenzie of Crescent Beach Cabins reports. Slick 

Eel spinners baited with minnows should bring 

results. The largest trout recorded so far is a 

14-pound, four-ounce fish caught by A. Bulman of 
640 Young Street. (May 31,1949) 

"HOUSE ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAOF HERITAGE" 

LOT !O, CRESCENT BEACH, 

WEST HA ywutsrqponmlkjihgfedcaYXWUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAWK LAKE 
By Lynda and Terry Sopka 

Summer of 1990 

In 1929, Frederick W. Rutherford decided to build 
himself a lake camp on West Hawk Lake. He was 

the first to build on this side of the lake. His inten

tion was to have a lodge-type camp and use it to 

enter tai n family and business associates from his 
pulp and paper miU and lumber and hardware com
pany "Brown and Rutherford". Fred's originaJ site 

took up all the lots of today's Crescent Beach from 

1 A to Lot 3 inc1usive. His main lodge was built on 

now 1 B, the ice house on now lA (presently D. 
Cale's guest home) and his cookhouse and guest 

house was located on 1 C. Fred employed a crew of 
men to build his camp and elear the site. He brought 

in the lumber to Ingolf and barged it across West 

Hawk Lake. The original site was c1eared and tents 
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Back view, Ruthertord collage. 

were put up to house the work crews while the 
building went on. Each log was fitted on each other 
with care and hard work until the final result was 

acbieved. Even the harsh winters did not stop them, 

as they travelled in with dog and sled. The cottage 
was a magni ficent log building, something Fred 

Rutherford was truly proud of. II was built in the 
form of an "H" with awnings and flower boxes on 

the windows. The full-time gardener kept a rota

tion of blossoming flowers and manicured lawns. 

The exterior of the lodge was maintained with var

nish and linseed oil. II was a picturesque setting! 

He employed a crew to run it, including cooks, 
gardeners, caretakers and other servants. Rumor has 

it that one weekend in the falI of 1932 when bis staff 
was out partying instead of working, he caught them 

and gave them their notice in front of the other party 

guests. Later that night a "suspicious" fire bumt 

the main cottage down. Help was called on from 

Fred Ruthertord (middle) wit h cook and hel per on 
right , Mr. Brown and brother (Ruthertord) on left. 

Dog team brought supplies across the lake trom the 
station at Ingolt, Ontario. 

Wash day at Rutherford collage. 

the Robson cottage, since built on Lot 3 but noth
ing could be salvaged except for some dishes and 

some Hudson Bay blankets. The beautifullodge feli 

to cinders. 

Ali during tbis time, Fred was engaged to a third 
cousin of his, Anne E. Oliver of Winnipeg. Anne 
and Fred planned to marry but Fred had an ill 

mother and they decided to marry after she died. 
Unfortunately, only three months after he buried 

his mom, he suffered a heart attack and died after 

being engaged for 25 years. Because of his deep love 

for Anne and the wonderful times they shared at 
West Hawk, he left his property to her. 

When it came time for Miss Anne Oliver to 

rebuild, the lot was sudivided into three lots (lA, 

IB and IC). Anne picked the high spoI (lC); the 

lot on which the guesl house SlO od as Ihe spoI lO 

rebuild her cottage. Her cottage was buill in 1948 
and she used il until she feli ill in 1969. Some may 
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remem ber her with her old black Pontiac she drove 
on the lake. Upon arrival, she always gave it a wash 
with a pail of West Hawk water. 

Upon her death in 1970, the collage became the 
property of Mary Bone, her niece. She enjoyed it 
every summer, bringing down her children and 
grandchildren to enjoy until her death in 1977. 

The cottage is now owned by her daughter and 
hus band, Lynda and Terry Sopka and their children 
Jaime-Lynn and Jason and two American Cockers, 
Ebony and Jibby. 

The oddity of the dogs is that the cottage's first 
owner, Fred Rutherford, was also a lover of dogs 
and had two Springer Spaniel s who always accom-
panied him on his lake visits. ywvutsrponmljihgfedcbaWUSRPOMLJIGDCBA

]f you drive past Lot IC, Crescent Beach, you 
will see our lot sign "House of Heritage". 11 seems 
to fit, seeing it stems back to the first collager of 

Crescent Beach. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

WEST HA WK LAKE 

CRESCENT BEACH DRIVE 

LOT 1B 

By Helen Routly 

Lot I B was part of a large parcel of lakefront 
property leased by Fred Rutherford of Brown and 
Rutherford Lumber Company, well known in Win-
nipeg where they had their docks and lumberyard 
on the Red River upstream from the old Louise 

Bridge. 

When he was told it had to be divided, it was 
broken up into Lots A l, I B and I C. Mr. Ruther-
ford gave one lot to his secretary, Miss Oliver, who 
chose Lot IC. It was cleared in 1948 and Miss Oliver 
had the cottage built that year. She lived or spent 
summers there for years, eventually leaving the 
property to her niece, Mrs . Bone. The niece left the 
property to her daughter so now it is leased by Ter-
ry and Linda Sopka of Edmonton who spend holi-
days there each summer. 

Lot IB was leased in 1950 by W.H. MacPherson, 
well known auctioneer in Winnipeg. On his death 
it was inherited by a nephew who lived in Ottawa. 
Because of the distance he put it up for sale . 

It appealed to the McLeans who took over the 
lease in 1970. George McLean had a wholesale 
grocery business in Winnipeg. He was survived by 
his wife Elaine who enjoyed the cottage until her 
las t illness in 1986. On her death it was inherited 
by her si ster Helen Routly, the present lessee. 

Mrs . Routly first came to the cottage at Crescent 
Beach for a week in 1953 and spent it with her sis-
ter. After that she and her family spent weekend s 
at the West Hawk campgrounds for years. When 
her si ster Elaine's eyesight started to fail , Helen and 
Bill, her husband, started bringing Elaine to the cot-
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tage and staying with her. 

The lot was cleared in 1948 by Adolph Zimmer-
man and the cottage built by Ernie Jenstch. 

I smile to myself now as I watch children of days 
gone by raising their own children on the beach. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 

BLOCK 4, LOT 7 
By Rose Com a 

In 1952, Steve Com a came to West Hawk Lake 
from Winnipegosis, Manitoba to work at the 
Whiteshell Fish Hatchery. He was employed with 
the fisheries for four years when he decided, in 1956, 
10 make a move and work for the Forestry Branch. 
He stayed wit h the Forestry Branch tilll967, when 

he started back again at the Fish Hatchery, where 
he still works. Being from the country, Steve felt 
comfortable in the West Hawk Lake area and built 
our home here in 1959. 

Steve and l were married in 1963. I came from 
Bast Braintree, where my mother Mrs. Apolony and 
my brother still live. 

I came here in the summer of 1955 and worked 
at the Trans-Canada Restaurant (now known as the 
West Hawk lnn). Shortly after l left and worked 
in Winnipeg and then in Calgary, Alberta. Eventu-
ally I returned to work at the Trans-Canada Restaur-
ant again, where I worked for eight years for Frank 
and Adele Reichert. When Duke and JoAnne Da-
quay took over, I continued working for them, 
sometimes full-time, sometimes only part-time. I 
also worked at Tallpine Lodges and, in the summer 
for Natural Resources . 

We raised three daughters and a son, all of which 
got their elementary schooling at Falcon Beach 
school and their high schooling at Steinbach where 

Oclober 8, 1988, Com a family . L. lo R. : Perry, Di· 
ane, Sylvia, Dale and Angie, Rose and Sleve. 
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they travelled each day by bus. 

Diane, our oldest daughter, is married to Andy 
Hnatuik. They Iive in Winnipeg where Diane is em-
ployed with Westfair Foods and Andy is employed 
by the city of Winnipeg. 

In her early teens, Diane worked for local busi-
nesses and the Department of Natural Resources. 
Diane achieved recognition in the West Hawk and 
Falcon Lake region when her community and reI a-
tives near and far supported her in 1978 to be 
crowned Prawda Carnival Queen. 

aur second daughter, Angela, is married to Dale 
Hugherman and they reside in Winnipeg where An-
gie is employed with Eomcheq Services Limited. 
Dale is employed at Esdale Printing Company Ltd. 
In her early 20s, Angela spent her summers work-
ing for local businesses, and her las t three summers 
at the lake, she worked for the Department ofNatur-
al Resources. In the winters, she did a lot of curling 
and won a few trophies with her teammates . She 
attended the University of Winnipeg and graduat-
ed with a Bachelor of Administrative Studies degree. 

Sylvia, our youngest daughter, graduated from 
Steinbach Regional Secondary School in 1984. She 
continued on in her studies to receive her teaching 
degree from the University of Manitoba. In between 
studies, Sylvia would return home in the summ er 
to work at local businesses and for the NaturaI 
Resources. She is presently liv ing in Kenora where 
she is pursuing her career in teaching. 

Perry, our son, is a student at the University of 
Manitoba where he is enrolled in the Faculty of 
Science. Like his sisters, Perry attended Falcon 
Beach School. In the 1983-1984 school year, he 
received the student of the year award. In his gradu-
ating year at Steinbach Regional Secondary School, 
he was voted valedictorian by his classmates and 
received the R.C.M.P. award. When summ er 
comes, Perry is back home working at local busi-
nesses and now for three years for the Natural 
Resources. 

Last but not least is Nanuk, our family dog. Na-
nuk is a half breed, part Siberian Husky and part 
Samoyed. He is the only member of our family still 
at home with us. 

WEST ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAHA WK LAKE 

THE EARLY DAYS 

By Ronald Douglas Turner 

I believe 1933 was the year I first laid eyes on this 
beautiful lake. 1933 seems correct because we 
travelled there in a brand new two-door Chevrolet, 

owned by my future father-in-Iaw . 
West Hawk campgrounds, trails and roads we re 

all built by city relief workers. I suppose it was a 
joint effort between the province and city to pro-

vide work for unemployed single men. I don't think 
wages were anything to write home about, enough 
I Suppose to buy tobacco, etc. 

A friend found himself in the unfortunate posi-
tion of having to accept welfare or relief as it was 
called then and chose to go to one of the work 
camps, West Hawk being one. 

Ali the men were housed in tents, big tents con-
taining bunkbeds and washing facilities. Those tents 
were heated by wood stoves. Try to imagine keep-
ing warm in sub-zero temperatures with the only in-
sulation being canvas! One of these camps was 
where the present Crescent Beach Cabins are 
located. 

A fire watch was maintained and whoever was 
on duty also kept the wood stove burning. 

I wish I could tell you how many men were sta-
tioned there. It was quite a few because there were 
many tents and cook shacks. 

The "housing" facilities were all located on the 
south side of the then No. I Highway and over 
toward what is now the trailer park. AlI around was 
the virgin forest, or dense bush . 

Early developers did many wonderful things, such 
as building a firetower 60 feet high for forest pro-
tection. They cleared land on the north and west 
si des which is now the park grounds. They hacked 
out walking trails, the most notable was one lead-
ing up to the summit of the highest point overlook-
ing the lake. 

This park is a tribute to those long-ago souls, 

who through no fault of their own, chose to volun-
teer to Iive in isolation on the shores of West Hawk 
Lake. Of course, they didn't have much choice. 

A real thrill was the day I was answering a cali 
of nature in one of the outdoor biffies. I had the 
door propped open a wee bit and watched a white-
tailed doe and her fawn, walk right to the bi ffy 
without a clue I was inside. Deer were so plentiful 
in the park and so tame one would think of them 
as pets. 

In the early years of development, the West Hawk 
Lake campsite more or less operated on its own. By 
that I mean, there were no strict supervision, no big 
brother looking over your shoulder. I f you wanted 
to pitch your tent down by the water, you could do 
so, any site you Iiked. On a busy weekend, you might 
have found adozen tents. Sanitary facilities con-
sisted of a couple of outdoor biffies at the highway 
site, and a couple more on the side that now accom-
modates trailers. 

I don't think trailers had been invented then and, 

often, really screwball happenings occurred, Iike the 
time I pitched our tent on quite sloping ground 
toward the lake. The day was very warm with a few 
clouds around, not much wind, really a nice sum-

349 



mer day. We had JUSI finished lunch when lhe firsl 

rumblings of lhunder were heard. We gathered up 
our belongings into the tent. The storm produced 

inches of rain (pre-metric) that turned into a flood 
heading right for our tent at the bottom of the hill. 
I swear that water was inches deep . zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAlt was around 
our tent but it was also right through it. Mom and 
the boys grabbed up clothing, bedding, anything Iy

ing on the floor of the tent. 
In a 9x9' umbrella tent, the first thing you rub 

against is the walls of the tent. In those days, can
vas wasn't waterproofed and if you rubbed against 
it, it caused the canvas to leak, and leak il did. Talk 

about drowned rats. 
The sun came out, the sandy ｳｯｩ＠ dried quickly, 

clothing and bedding we re hung on makeshift lines 
and by dark all was right with the world. Yes, if 
you are as king the question, we moved the tent site 

to higher ground. Quickly. 
Other highlights of our West Hawk Lake camp

ing were: Spending a May 24 weekend tenting when 
a late snowstorm blanketed the ground, or a day 
visit when we heated our newborn son's bottle on 
the manifold of our car. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

WEST HA WK LAKE 

BLOCK 1, LOT 1 

THE WHITWELL CABIN STORY 

By son-in-Iaw Dave Wilkins 

MEMORIES OF WEST HA WK 

Some things never change, never wear out, never 
grow old. Memories are like that, for the Whitwell 
and Stevenson families, some of the more cherished 
memories are centered around their cottage 
hideaway. 

Nestled in Manitoba's Whiteshell Provincial Park 
is a cottage with orange-red cedar siding, picture 
windows and a large front deck that affords a grand 
view of a lake below. Officially the place is record
ed as Block l, Lot l, West Hawk Lake. However, 
for them it will always be simply, the cabin. 

Bill and Jay Whitwell fell in love with West Hawk 
Lake ｷｨｩ･＠ vacationing at Olive and Adolph Zim
merman's Lakeside Cabins in the early 1950s. "Af
ter several enjoyable summer vacations, we were 
hooked," recalls Bill. They asked Adolph if there 
was a cottage lot for sale nearby . He took them 300 
yard s east and pointed out the spot where the 
cabin now stands. 

Jay's brother Morley and his wife Helen Steven
son were partners in the new cabin. In the fali of 
1953 Bill and Morley cleared a spot and raised the 
cabin with help and advice from Adolph, and gener
ous helpings of "tea and crumpets" served up by 
Olive. By lhe spring of the following year, the cabin 
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Whitwell and Stevenson cottage. 

was ready for use. 

The cabin, a standard Whiteshell design, was the 
minimum size of 480 square feet with a yxvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaVTSPOMLJIFDCBA'13 pitch roof 
and open ceiling. The three bedrooms plus foldout 

bed in the living room slept eight. 
On Friday evenings, the two men would stop at 

Devlin Lumber in Rennie and load Morley's truck 
with various ｢ｵｩ､ｩｮｧ＠ materials. They parked the 
truck at Lakeside and either carried the material 
through the bush or used a boat. That winter , they 
hauled heavier materiais by truck over the ice. 

Bill remembers in the spring of 1954, just before 
the ice break-up, Morley drove his new one-ton truck 
with materials over the ice to the cabin shoreline. 
As he was turning around to leave, the ice cracked 
loudly and the front end of the truck fell part-way 
through the ice. Adolph came to the rescue with his 
caterpillar tractor, pull ing the truck free from its 
precarious perch. Morley wasted no time return ing 
the truck to terra firma. 

The first time the two ｦ｡ｭｩｩ･ｳ＠ came to the cabin 
was certainly memorable. Jay says it was the May 
long weekend 37 years ago. The howling north wind 
slapped icy sheets of rai n mixed wit h snow against 
the structure, she recalls with a slight shudder. The 
shiplap flooring had separated slightly and tiny 
slivers of light could be seen between some of the 
boards. Inside, the Stevensons with 13-year-old son 
Lynn, and the Whitwells wit h eight-year-old son 
Doug and five-month-old daughter Dale huddled 

around the cook stove. 
Jay's face breaks into a wide grin as she remem

bers the cook stove, stuffed with wood, radiating 
its life-giving warmth that weekend, and for many 

more to come. The sounds of firewood, hissing and 
popping under the lapping flames, and the creaks 
and groans of the expanding metal, echoed in the 
stove pipe chimney which sneaked through the open 
｣･ｩｩｮｧ Ｎ＠

The cook stove was the ｯｮｹ＠ source or heat until 
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Whitwell collage· as the family grew. 50 did the 
collage. 

a fuel-oil furnace was added in 1958. The furnace 
was replaced by the more "dean" electric heat short-
Iy after the hydro brought power to the cabin in 
1959. A fireplace with a lake stone hearth was ad-
ded later. But the old stove is still there and on nip-
py mornings. scrap paper, cardboard, and the odd 
piece of wood are lit, more for nostalgia than heat. 

Bill remembers the coal-oillamp which hung from 
the center crossbeam of the open ceiling, bathing 
everyone and everything in its soft light. The scorch 
marks on the crossbeam are a reminder of days gone 
by. 

Another vivid memory he has is carrying a block 
of ice over from Lakeside at the start of a weekend. 
In the years before they had electricity at the cabin, 
food was kept co ol in the icebox. Adolph charged 
25 cents for a block of ice. 

There was much work still to be done in the first 
few years. Varnished knotty pine boards were ad-
ded to interior walls, the cedar siding went on, and 
a small deck added to the front. 

Between the work, Bill and Morley found time 
to go fishing with Adolph. lt was common then to 
catch 10 or 12 lake trout on a weekend. The water 
clarity and quality haven't changed much over the 
years, Bill says. 

The cabin's first water supply system was installed 
in 1955. A gear pump near the shore drew water 
to a 45-gallon drum suspended on a platform be-
hind the cabin. Water was gravity fed into the cabin. 
A pressure system was eventually installed. 

The first boat, a homernade 12-foot plywood unit 
with 5-h.p. Elto motor, was soon replaced with one 
alittle bigger, a few years later it was replaced with 
a bigger unit, unti! today we have a 15-foot fibreglass 
with a 55-h.p. motor. lt is housed in a flat-roofed 

boathouse bui!t in 1975. 
Nobody who has visited the cabin can forget "The 

Hill". The cabin sits at the base of a small, but steep 
elifr. Until Bill bought his first four-wheel drive, cars 
were parked at the top of the hill. The rule, jokes 
Jay, was no food leftovers to carry up the hill at 
the end of a weekend. 

In 1960, the Parks branch built a gravel road 
down the hill, but until a thin layer of blacktop was 
added in 1980, a car that came down the hill stayed 
there, as Doug discovered . The wheels of his small 
Datsun just spun at the bottom of the hilL Bill at-
tached a cable to his car at the top of the hill and 
dragged Doug's car up the steep incline. 

Perhaps Doug's most famous trademark, 
however, is his chair skiing or is it chair surfing? 
The technique goes something like this. In the water 
is set a piece of plywood, round at the front, and 
a chair floating on an in ner tube. Then holding a 
ski rope and the board, Doug pulled himself onto 
his knees and then gingerly stood on the board, as 
the surfboard affair passed slowly by the chair, 
Doug deftly snatched it from the tube, Now was the 
hard part. As he tried to keep the board [rom turn-
ing upside down, he set the chair toward the rear 
of the board. 

Observers on shore would watch as Doug tried 
unsuccessfully for two or three times to place the 
chair, tumbling ungainly off his perch into the water. 
But patience won out and eventually he would be 
firmly seated on the chair on the board. He made 
a few victory passes for the amazed onlookers. 

Lynn and Doug enjoyed many summers together. 
They skied, swam and even went spear fishing 
together. 

Dale too was always at the lake, and was an avid 
skier, at least until she tried to take a bite out of 
one of the skies and lost two front teeth, 

Thanksgiving Day 1969 brings to mind a more 
chilIing memory of the lake. At nine in the morn-
ing an explosion rocked the cabin next door. Bill 
remembers racing to the windows facing the adja-
cent cabin to see its end walls precariously dangling 
outward. The occupants rattled and dazed rushed 

L. to R.: Jack Tipping, Bill Whitwell, Adolph Zimmer· zyvutsronmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHEDCBA
mant nice catch! 
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from the smoke filled cabin. Minutes later the cabin 

was totally engulfed in flames. The heat was intense, 

blistering the paint on the side of the Whitwell cabin. 

A fireman from a nearby cottage saw the smoke 

and flames, and quickly rounded up a bucket 

brigade. Mrs. Joyce Tipping, our neighbor three 

cabins away, raced to town returning with the ranger 

and his smali gasoline-powered water pump. Bill wa-

tered his roof with a garden hose until the f1ames 

took out the power lines feeding his pump motor. 

Everyone put up a valiant effort, but the fire won 
out. The cabin burned to the ground. But they 

stopped the flames from spreading to adjacent 

cabins and the forest. A leaky propane-powered 

tank caused the explosion and fire. The cabin was 

soon rebuilt by new owners, Ray and Joan Todd. 

Many Thanksgiving dinners were held at the lake 
and often shared with friends inc\uding Joyce and 

Jack Tipping, and their sons Geoff and Cam and 
daughter Pam. 

In 1975, Bill built an addition and connected it 

to the main cabin with a covered walkway. This new 

part is all insulated and has become Bill and Jay's 
hide-away. 

Morley passed away in 1966 and the Whitwells 
bought out Helen's share. Today Bill (now retired) 

and Jay spend a great deal of time at the cottage. 

As for the children, Lynn (Stevenson) lives with his 

family in Surrey, B.C. Doug Whitwell and wife Tan-

nis live in Calgary, Alberta, with their four daugh-

ters: Leah 22, Marcy 20, Erin 18 and Brooke age 
14. Dale and husband Dave Wilkins and their chil-

dren, Shane 12 and nine-year-old Sarah, live in Win-

nipeg and all the families are at the lake as much 
as they can. 

Many friends and relatives have come to stay at 

the cabin and have helped form some special 
memories. Jay's sister, Grace Stevenson, has been 

a lake "regular" for many years. Her bubbly laugh 

is contagious. The kids remember their long walks 
with auntie Grace which invariably led through the 
campground and into town. The kids often returned 
with bulging bags of candy. 

The new generation is quickly growing up and 

their families may soon be mak ing the trip to the 
lake. They'lI have fun and capture memories that 
willlast them a lifetime. Some things never change. 

25th Anniversary - 1953-1978 

Twenty-five years have come and gone 

Since this lake we looked upon 
Beautiful West Hawk, we built on your shore 
Our cottages, our friendship, our memories 

and more ... 
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Adolph who to us building did teach 

Suggested Lot 4 Block 1 Miller Beach 

Not only did Olive look after Pam and Geoff 

While we were working, she was the cher. 

Up went the walls as fast as you please 

Then came the rafters, with Adolph's expertise 

"What's next, Adolph?" called Bill and Jack 

"Let's have a beer and then hit the sack". 

How many times did we build adock? 

We had good foundation - we built on the rock 

But then would come a nice spring day 

And the ice would tak e our dock away. 

At Thanksgiving, our hammers and saws put away 
We sat down to turkey prepared by Jay 

With a sumptious meal she did us regale 

Amid decorations by Pam and by Dale. 

Thanks to Red Cross the kids learned to swim 
And Doug o'er the water with chair did he skim 

The girls played with dolls, remem ber, Pam and 

Dale? 

And out on the lake is where Cam learned to ｳ｡ｩＮ＠

Now 25 years later we're hammering, you bet, 
Extending our cottages for grandchildren yet! 

But now we'lI raise our glasses and have a drink 
or two 

And to our friends who helped us, may we say 

"Thank You". 

This was composed by Mrs. Geoff Tipping in 

1978 when we celebrated 25 years of both Jack and 
Joyce Tipping's and Bill and Jay Whitwell's coltages 

being built at West Hawk Lake. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 

BLOCK 1, LOT 3 
By Margaret Morrison 

The fali of 1953 was an exciting time for the Mor-

rison family. We had the opportunity to obtain a 
lot to build a cabin on one of the beauty spots on 

West Hawk. The lot was c\eared that fali and 
Adolph Zimmerman built our cabin in the spring 
of 1954. 

We spent our first night under the stars because 

the roof was not completed. The weather man did 
not coopera te. We were a bit wet in the morning. 

For the first six years we had no access road. 
Adolph gave us permission to park at Lakeside 
Cabins. Most of the building material and furnish-

ings had to be carried through the bush from 
Lakeside. 
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The first summer, our cabin was just one big 
room, with curtains separating the two bedrooms. 
We had an old wood stove and an antique icebox. 
Even under these primative conditions, we had many 
happy times together. 

The dock was always a big problem. Each spring 
we had to rebuild it because the ice break-up forced 
the dock to shift and twist out of place. 

Each year a bit more work was done and by 1957 
we had our beautiful cabin with running water and 
electricity. 

May 5, 1958, Bob passed away. 
Sandy, Pat and I decided not to sell the cabin. 

There were too many happy memories . 
When the girls were married, they and their hus-

bands used the cabin for their vacations. 
In June 1975, Pat and Merv Johnson bought the 

cabin. Their three children enjoy the swimming, ski-
ing and other activities at West Hawk. 

In 1977, a deck was built on the north and west 
sides of the cabin. A year later the east end of the 
deck was made into a screened veranda. 

In 1983 the interior of the cabin was changed from 
a two-bedroom to a three-bedroom and a 
washroom. The kitchen was brought to the front 
overlooking the lake. Doing dishes was nowa joy! 

I have a1ways been very pleased that the cabin we 
worked so hard to have is still in the fami1y. 

WEST HAWK 
STARR 

BLOCK 2, LOT 10A, MILLERS 
By Edward 

We were among the first to set tle in this area in 
1954. 

A charming young man had said to us that if we 
wanted to go to the most beautifullake, go to West 
Hawk. We drove down the old highway and we hap-
pened to stop where the road and 1ake came 
together. We we re impressed. There we re no grav-
el roads 1eading from there around the lake, just 
trails. Later I investigated part of the lake and the 
park. The enormous poplar trees stand out in my 
memory. I slept down by the lake. We decided we'd 
like that sp ot but we found out that it was already 
taken. On further exploring we found a rock way 
up high that was flat on the top. I remem ber my 
wife asking me, "Do you think that you could climb 
up there?" l could and we decided to build on the 
top of the rock for its excellent view of the lake. 

In the early days there were lots of deer, bear and 
wolves. The hill seemed to be a rendezvous for a 

doe and her fawn. Often we saw them and the doe 
would hide her little ones in the bush. 

One day, my wife had cooked chicken legs and 
the aroma had floated through the bush. We sud-

denly heard a loud series of scratches and there was 
a bIg 400-lb. bear trying to get through the screen 
door . ｈｾ＠ got caught half-way through or he'd have 
been eatmg wlth us. 

. Another day, I came in from the lake and was 
chmbmg up the hill to the cottage. There resting un-
der the cottage, whlch was about five feet in places, 
was a huge buck. He scrambled to his feet but his 
horns got caught. He pulled himself loose then 
headed my way. He could have stabbed me with his 
horns but he just ran past me and into the woods . 

My wlfe tells the story about the time her mother 
was ｶｩｳｩｴｩｮｾ＠ with us at the cottage. Two very big dogs 
came rushmg mto the house through one door and 
out the other. There were no dogs around, so they 
must have been timber wolves. 

Just talking about the cottage and lake makes me 
sm ell the fir trees . 

THE TRIBUNE, Thursday, August 15, 1968 

FAIRYTALE COTTAGE GROWS UNDER 
CRAFTMAN'S LOVING HANDS 

By Helen Bateson 
Tribune Staff Writer 

One of the happiest, busiest, most energetic men 
in Winnipeg has to be 74-year-old John Neilson who 
is building the Hansel and Gretel fairytale cottage 
in Kildonan Park. 

He stand s barely five feet three inches tall and 
scampers youthfully up and down the scaffolding 
supporting the great stone chimney of the cottage 
which is due for completion by the end of Sep-
tember. 

The cottage is the $20,000 Centennial project of 
Metro Winnipeg' s German-Canadian community. 
It is a gift from the children of German descent to 

all children of Metro Winnipeg. 
The chimney rises from the centre of the circular 

cottage, which will also be built entirely of native 
Manitoba stone. Mr. Neilson is a perfectionist. He 
handpicks all the stones to be used in the building, 
having most of them brought in from West Hawk 
Lake where he has a cottage. 

His hair has become sparse over the years, and 
he appears just alittle stooped but his blue eyes spar-
kle as he says, in his rich, Swedish accent, "I am 
never going to retire." 

He has been working with stone since he appren-
ticed to his father in Sweden at the age of 13. He 
continued his schooling and is also an architect he 

says, but could not stay cooped up in an office. So 
he has continued, as all true artists must, working 
wit h his hands to shape buildings of beauty out of 

the rugged stone. 
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Mr. Neilson came to Canada in 1930 but has made 

return trips back to his home in Sweden since then. 
For the past 13 years he has wintered in Florida 

where his wife, whom he married six years ago, lives 

there year round. He explained that she is from 
Texas and found Canada too cold. His stane wark 
is a feature of his Florida property, as it is in his 

West Hawk Lake cottages. 
Mr. Neilson considers the Hansel and Gretel cot-

tage one of his most important creations, and it is 
a real wark of love. He handforged the iron doors 
and hinges for the oven where the Grimm fairytale 
has the wicked witch perish, and the other iron wark 
of hinges an door handles will be similarly hand-

forged. 
The inside wall of the cottage is stone-faced, six 

inches thick and the outer wall is 12 inches thick with 
insulation material between. The peaked roof will 

be made of logs and Mr. Neilson has already dis-
carded one batch of logs because they were not 
straight enough. He has a pile naw that meet his 
exacting specifications. 

The fairytale cottage will tell its own stories to 
those who tak e the time to look carefully at the 
walls. In the jigsaw placing of the stones and the 
cement pointing, Mr. Neilson designs outlines of 
animals and of faces sa that the visitors in the years 
to come will always be able to discover something 
new and interesting. 

Mr. Neilson designed and built his own special 
wheelbarrow to move the huge pieces of rock. ywvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt is 
made of birchwood poles ("because birchwood is 
stronger"), a metal wheel and same pieces of 2x4's. 

The cottage, designed by architect Peter Langes , 
will nestle among the trees of Kildonan Park im-
mediately north of Rainbow Stage parking lot. It 
will be a round building, 26 feet in diameter , twa 
storeys tall . Copies of Ludwig Emil Grimm's etch-
ing illustrating the firsl German edition of fairytales 
will be placed in the second floor. 

WEST yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAHA WK LAKE 
STAR SUB-DIVISION, LOT 30 
By Dr. and Mrs . Schudermann 

In the year 1953 we emigrated from Austria to 
Canada. We were a family of six. The eldest of aur 
four children was 16, the youngest one was six years 
of age. I was already 47 years of age, and had es-
caped the war in Russia miraculously unscathed. My 

wife, of Dutch origin, and the children had ex-
perienced al most daily bombings in Vienna by 
American planes. As the outlook for aur country 
was gloomy, (Germany was divided and Austria 
seemed to be heading for the same), we decided to 
immigrate. Canada offered the best chances. After 
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The twa sides ol alireplace, built by Gus Anderson. 

solving the priori ty problems of occupation, hous-
ing, schooling for the children, we were looking for 
a country home. We had one in Austria on a 
southern lake. The first summer at Sandy Beach on 
Lake Winnipeg was not quite what we expected. 
Boating and sailing were not up to aur expectations. 

A friend spoke to us about a cottage on West 
Hawk Lake in the Whiteshell. A Swedish fellow had 
built it and wanted to sell it naw, he was gett ing old 
and wanted to spend (he winters in Florida. But ev-
ery li me a deal was almost made, he backed out. 
The cotlage was the wark of a lifetime for him, and 

he had built his heart in it. He coJlected the wood 
for a num ber of cottages himself and also cut the 
logs himself. He had collected special stanes from 
all over for his magnificent stonewark. When we 
saw the cottages, we we re very surprised and very 
impressed by the beautiful area. lt was a whole 



John Nelson and Gus Anderson. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

camp. The lot was very large. On the south side a 
wall of solid rock is about 80 meters high . Nature 
had disintegrated the rock into thousands of tons 
of slabs. Boulders from the lee Age were strewn 
around everywhere. Large trees su ch as pine, firs, 
spruce, birch and poplar were growing in 
abundance. 

One large log cabin overlooks the lake, with a 
stone base, huge fireplace, fuli basement, terraces 
and stonepaths. Up on the road was a carport, built 
of stone pillars and logs . Adjacent to it was a one-
room cottage with a large fireplace. There was a boat 
house with a large dock, a sauna bat h house and 
an outdoor toilet. The lake water was elear and 
potable. 

The area and cottages looked like paradise to us. 
The first remark I made was, "This is a perfect 
bomb shelter," (the horrible war experiences were 
still very much in my mind) . Ali we would have to 
do, would be install a wood-burning stove and do 
some winterizing and we could have lived at West 
Hawk Lake year-round, far away from the danger-
ous city life. 

We got along well with the Swedish fellow, and 
I offered him the lifetime use of the guest house he 
was living in. He agreed right away to this offer and 
gave me a hearty handshake. Everybody was hap-
py. We worked for years by adding on to the car-
port, which was converted into a six-bed unit. Then 
we built another carport with a room with four 
bunkbeds behind it, and then we also made an ad-
dition to the main house. 

Mr. John Neilson became attached to us. He was 
no longer a lonely man. He worked every summer 
with his friend, Gus Anderson, making improve-
men ts he re and there. He worked until he passed 
away at the age of 84. After having been out at West 
Hawk Lake for 35 years, I am still busy improving 
the area. l planted more than 600 trees, and in-
troduced tamaraeks, larch and oak trees. 

We are spending most of our summers at the cot-
tage. It keeps us fit and certainly keeps the family 
together, which by now has spread all over the 

world. We have one son in Portland, Oregon, one 
daughter in Boston, Mass., and one daughter in 
England. 

Our relatives in Holland and Austria are frequent 
visitors to our cottage at West Hawk Lake. We 
are enjoying our grandchildren al most every sum-
mer out at the cottage. We also have regular pic-
nics with our Austrian Club members and also artist 
painters and sports people. 

Our wildlife is very impressive. When we built our 
dock, a herd of deer were waiting every day for us 
right next to uS. We have beaver, marmots, bad-
gers, bears, otters, duck and loons. The chipmunks 
come into our house to be fed. 

West Hawk is a true paradise for us, which we 
would probably not enjoy anywhere else in the 
world. Fortunately, it has never been necessary to 
use it as a bomb shelter. yxwvutsrponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

WEST HA WK LAKE 

JOHN NEILSON AND GUS ANDERSON 

By Jock Tod 

John Neilson and partner Gus Anderson came to 
Canada in 1928. To make money they worked at 
their trade in Winnipeg as stone masons. 

They arrived in West Hawk Lake in 1934 and took 
a lot on Star Beach Subdivision, West Hawk Lake. 
There they built a log cabin, using poplar logs cut 
from their own lot. They first built the cabin with 
three fireplaces using local rock . They then drilled 
and blasted space for two rooms out under the cabin 
out of granite rock without damaging the structure 
above. 

Over the years, they buil! four more cottages on 
their lots. They buil! a boathouse, sauna house plus 
a large fish pond, using local rocks and logs. 

I was involved with their building, especially rock 
fireplaces, stairs and patios, both here and at sur-
rounding lakes, plus at the Lake of the Woods in 
Ontario. I mostly helped truck gra vel and selected 
stone to the sites for them. 

John built a large patio for Dr. Schudermann, 
who purchased his house in about 1956. !t's still 
there to view with no eraeks or heaves . 

They have built many fireplaces induding one for 
me. These works of art willlong be a reminder of 
the skills of early craftmen in this area. 

They aIs o built the Hanse1 and Gretel House in 
East Kildonan Park in Winnipeg for the German 

Society. 
John Neilson had two homes in Florida which he 

rented and used in the winter season. John's first 
wife died many years ago. He later married an 
American widow who came up here for one sum-
mer. After three years of marriage, she sued him 
for support and got the two Florida homes. This 
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The result ol a labour ol love by John Nelson and 
Gus Anderson . 

was hard on John and he had to borrow $12,000. 

to finish two cottages he and Gus had started. He 
finaHy sold both to pay off the loan. John finaHy 

sold everything and died a pauper. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
STAR SUB-D1VISION, LOT 23 

THE DAISLEN 

The Sprange cottage, the Daislen, was one of the 

first built at West Hawk Lake in 1934. It was yxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZXWVTSRQPOMLKJIHGFEDCBA10-
cated near Pen ni ac Bay. The LingwaH and Collins 

cottages were built about the same time. One rea
son for choosing West Hawk Lake as a cottage site 

was its proJdmity to a quarry used to provide granite 
for the Sprange business, ｍ･ｭｯｲｩ｡Ｌ＠ Marble and Tile 

Company in Winnipeg. 
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Blasts from the quarry could be heard echoing 
around the lake at times. 

The cottage was destroyed by a fire in 1948 while 

the owners, Daisy and Len Sprange, were on a trip 

to Kenora. They returned to find only the beauti

ful stone fireplace and the foundation standing. The 

existing cottage was rebuilt on the original founda
tion in the spring of 1949. 

The cottage remained in the Sprange family, 

passed along to Len and Daisy's son Jack Sprange, 

then to his daughter Judy, who in time sold it to 
the Demontet family in 1986. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 

STAR BEACH SUB-D1VISION 
ARTHUR AND KATE HANSON 

By J. Hanson 

My parents, Arthur and Kate Hanson, were look

ing for a summer cottage in 1941*. They had a 

friend, Mr. Kane, who they visited. 
To get to Mr. Kane's, they took the train to In

golf, Ontario and after a short portage, they came 

to Mr. Kane's cottage on the north shore of West 
Hawk Lake. 

On a boat trip around the lake, they sawa rniner's 

cottage that was abandoned. At that time, there was 
som e prospecting going on around Penniac Bay. 

They liked the location and rented the lot from the 
government and took over the cabin. 

This was not much of a dwelling as it consisted 

of a kitchen and two smali bedrooms. 

My father had a Mr. Beetham put on an addi
tion in 1942*. He increased the size of the cottage 

by 25x25'. Another bedroom was later built in the 
corner of the living room. The foundation beams 

we re made of local popI ar and had to be replaced 

later. The living room had double casement windows 
on the lake side and also at the back of the building. 

These were still cramped quarters for our family 

as there were six children. 
Frances, the oldest, and her husband Ed Young 

and their two boys, Norman and Colin, lived in 

Winnipeg. Mabel, the next oldest, lived at home. 

Dorothy Watson lived in Montreal. Harold and 
Ethellived in Moose Jaw. My wife and llived in 

Pointe du Bois with our son Douglas. I had one 
younger brother who returned from overseas in 
1945 . He had four children. He was killed in an air 

crash while working for the Province of Manitoba 
in July 1952. I lost my wife in 1958 and in 1960 mar
ried Jean Williams. 

Getting back to the cottage and its size, I must 

make mention of the fact that we had three or four 
Toronto couches to tak e care of the overflow, as 
my parents felt it was not complete without a house 
fuH of guests. 
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Kale and Arthur Hanson. 

At that time, there were very few cottages on the 
lake. Dr. MacCharles had a boathouse that had 
rooms on top of it that wasn't too far away, nearer 
to Penniac Bay, in between there was the Warbur-

tans, the Andersons, Dr. ColJins and the Spranges 
and in 1947, the Browns arrived. 

We found a journal that my mother kept all the 
years they were at the cottage. She Iisted the fami-
Iy, friends and co-workers of my dad's and Mabel's. 

When my dad retired in 1941, he and my mother 
spent much of the time picking berries. In the jour-
nal that my mother kept, she listed what the weather 
was and where the best berry patches we re located. 
She also Iisted how many jars of jam she made and 
how many jars of preserves she put down. She had 
great powers of persuasion and had her children and 
their friends all in the berry patch (much against 
their wishes). 

N.B. Hanson's Creek is NOT named after our 
family. My father passed away suddenly in 1947. 

My first visit to West Hawk Lake was in 1942'. 
I drove with my parents in a 1939' Studebaker. 
When we got to Whitemouth, the road was cJosed 
due to forest fires. Highway 44, as we now know 
it, was paved to Whitemouth and then a gravel road 
to the Manitoba border. At Whitemouth the RCMP 
stopped us and later we were permitted to go to the 
cottage. The trees were burning on both sides of the 
highway. At times you could hardly see the road 
for the smoke. The speed on the highway was 
hampered by the hills and curves in the road and 
the smoke. 

During that year, we transplanted about 25 ever-
green trees between the cottage and the lake. Far 
too many, as they all grew and obscured the view 
of the lake. There were many poplars that had to 
be removed and the wood was used in the cook 
stove. 

Early on we bought a little red flat-bottomed boat 
which we used to row over to Crescent Beach for 
supplies at the C.B.C. store. Later we bought a Lar-

ｳｏｾｾｩｲＭ｣ｯｯｬ･､＠ 2 h.p. motor. II pushed the boat along 
at lVe mlles per hour, but it sure beat rowing. 

In ｲ･｡､ｭｧｯｶｾｲ＠ Mother's Journal, she noted the 
｡ｾｯｵｮｴ＠ of wlldhfe around the area. One day a par-
tndge crashed into and broke a window. While 

ｾｯｴｨ･ｲ＠ was c?asing it around with a broom (think-
mg of a partndge stew, it flew out the broken win-
dow) . There was always a deer to be seen from the 
hlghway to the lake. 

My mother was a remarkable woman. She had 
her last swim in West Hawk Lake when she was 88. 
That day she said, "I am getting too old for this". 
She passed a-:vay at the age of 103. She never got 
too old to enJoy the VISItS of her children and her 
grandchildren. 

There comes a time when we have other com mit-
ments and the maintenance got alittle beyond us. 
Mabel and mother sold the cottage to Mrs. Doro-
thy Barr. 

We certainly enjoyed our days at West Hawk 
Lake. 

Mabel died in 1982. My sister Frances Young and 
I are the last of our generation. 1 am in my 80th 
year and I am sure I have forgotten som e things. 
'The dates in this story we believe are 10 years out. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
STAR SUB-DIVISION 

By Dorothy Barr 

Memories from Dorotby's Log Book 
from 1963 to 1988 

1963 was a lucky year for my daughter Carol and 
me. The Hansons advertisement in the paper and 
a trip to Penniac Bay were all we needed to fali in 
love with Lot 15, Star Sub-Division - "A Iittle bit 

of Heaven". 
What I bought was an old miner's shack used by 

a man who called it Hill 60. It was taken over by 
the government and eventually bought by Arthur 
Greenwood Hanson and his wife Kate in 1939 for 
$775. Mr. Hanson died in 1947 and his daughter 
Mabel took over the cottage and had a living room 
and bedroom addition built for $300. 

Mrs. Kate Hanson, a beautiful person, continued 
to visit us, reciting many poems and religious quotes. 
Her 100th birthday was celebrated at West Hawk 
at her grandson Norman's cottage. Katie told us sto-
ries about chopping kindling wood and hiding it un-
der her bed so no one else would use it. 

We treasure things the Hansons left us with the 
cottage, such as the old streetcar bell, used for call-

ing everyone to meals. 
Operation Big Move took place on the 26th of 

July 1963 with the help of friends and neighbors 
from McKenzie Beach Road - some towing boats 
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Kate Hanson and daughter Mabel Hanson, Septem· 
ber 1963. 

by water and others hauling by station wagon. Upon 
arrival I was met by Frank Brown who said, "Wel· 
come, I'm your neighbor, if there's anything you 
need just call." 

My brother Tom and his family came down to 
hel p me get organized and we had a party for those 
who helped. Tom has always played his accordion. 
My brother's two youngest children, having not used 
an outhouse before, after much effort, lifted the en· 
tire top instead of the single seat lid and came 
into the cabin asking, "what do we do now, we can't yxwvutsronmlkihgfedcbaYXWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
sit down?" 

I soon was asked to parties and met the rest of 
my neighbors, the Andersons, Warburtons, Keep
ings, Normans, Myers and Morgans and I was made 
very welcome. My daughter Carol soon made life
long friends with Joan Keeping, Stacey Kippen, Bob 
Morgan and Raymond Myers. 

March 20, 1965, Dorothy Gawryluk and daughter 
Carole, tifth annual lee Fishing Derby at West Hawk 
Lake, sponsored by Winnipeg Game and Fish As· yxwutsrponmlkihgfedcbaYWVUTSRONMLKIHGEDCBA
sociation. 
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Dorothy's dream tireplaee. 

I called the cottage Tiger' s Lair and everybody 
contributed momentoes. Tiger paws were painted 
everywhere and some of the neighbors even found 
some on their walks. Much fun was had by alI. 

We had an old Quebec heater and many guests 
enjoyed sawing and chopping wood and cooking 
breakfast of pancakes, bacon and eggs, and mounds 
of toast on the cook stove. 

One couldn't miss the tiger-striped outhouse in 
the bush and many had a good laugh reading car· 
toon captions lining the inside walls. We even hung 
an old telephone out there and called it the Tele
phone Booth. 

One friend arrived from Winnipeg wearinga 1915 
vintage bathing suit and kindly donated it to the cot· 
tage collectibles. 

At the back or the lot was a large area of old 
poplar trees which had been used by others as a 
dumping ground. After experiencing the storm on 
Dad's Lot 35, McKenzie Beach Road, which liter
ally uprooted all the poplars and caused so much 
damage I had the area cleared by Jock Tod. Steve 
Com a eUI up all the trees for firewood. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIt took 50 
loads of fili to level the area which I have since seed
ed and am enjoying as a miniature park and golf 
greens. 

We watched the sailing regalta on West Hawk 
Lake in September 1963, our first year in Star Sub-
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Division. The weather was so beautiful that we were 
able to stay down until November 10. 

March 14, 1964, my girlfriend Nora and I drove 
down for the Winnipeg Game and Fish Association's 
4th Annual Ice Derby and Carnival. Indian 
ceremonial dancing, trap-shooting, jam-pail curling 
and Artic Cat speeding al! over the lake were a few 
of the activities. 

I started col!ecting rocks in 1964 - granite round 
field stones and fiat rocks . The granite was lntend
ed for a fireplace and the other stones eventual!y 
became stone wal!s and paths . I guess I inherited 
this hobby of working with cement from my dad. 

A guest wrote in my log book: 
TO: Simon Legree of West Hawk 
"Tate those rocks, lift them stones 
Never mind them achin' bones!" 

After a few hours on the rock piles, those were prob
ably the thoughts of many friends . 

On March 20 and 21,1965, the 4th Annua1 lee 
Fishing Derby and Carniva1 featured power tobog
gan races and Smooch racing. My friend Doreen 
Bones (Kessler) told me to use her first cottage on 
West Hawk so I parked my car at Major's in order 
to plug it in. yxutsronmlihgfedcbaUTSRPLJIHFDCBAIt was 30° below. As Doreen's son Geo
rge, my daughter Carol and I were walking from 
Major's, along the shoreline, we heard a ping. Our 
water jug had cracked. Not long after, the milk froze 
and had to remain on the carpet til! spring. George 
used his ice cutter to make a hole in the ice for our 
water. 

This same month there was a scientific dril!ing 
project set up on the ice at West Hawk. It is be
lieved that West Hawk was created by the impact 
of a meteorite weighing somewhere in the neighbor
hood of a million tons but onI y about 75 feet in di
ameter and travel!ing about 10 miles a second. 

Sam Yanich always fed deer around his house. 
This was before the government al!owed "open sea
son" in the fal! of 1965. Since 1965, we seldom see 
deer in the area. 

In October 1965, I planted 50 trees in the back 
of my lot. My Nash Metropolitan car hauled trees 
and rocks, withstanding it al! to become an antique 
of the Nash Met car club. 

The Met was also used to transport teenagers to 
and from town. The old cabin and the old car wit
nessed many practical jokes including the time the 
car disappeared in the bush. It was a p1easure to 
see how the young peop1e were able to enjoy them
selves without the use of drugs. 

It wasn't only the young people who played jokes. 
Jose Morgan helped me to pick pincherries off my 

tree and offered to take them home to make jel!y. 
Soon after I received an invoice from the J .M. Can
nery Co. Ltd . (it's stil! in my log book). 

After three years, I became concerned that the 

September 3D, 1966, Mike Gagawchuk on rool ol 
new cottage. 

original shack was a fire trap and the old cook stove 
had burned out. I took my design for a new cot
tage to Michael Gagawchuk from Prawda, Manito
ba who had bought Falcon Lumber (now Falcon 
Builders Supply (1977) Ltd). 

Mike drew up the plans and had them approved. 
On September 16, 1966, when my daughter and I 
arrived, there sat the original old shack with a pile 
of rubble beside it. Mike had demolished one part 
of the cabin. What a feeling! I can't put imo words. 
The only thing we were able to salvage were long 
beams which create a rustic 100k in the living room 
today. 

My brother Tom and family arrived on Saturday 
morning and we formed a bucket brigade to haul 
water up by the pail-ful! so Mike's crew could mix 
cement for the footings and fireplace foundation. 

John Neilson, a stone mason, living in the area 
for 30 years, came over to see if the footing was safe 
for building a heavy fireplace. 

It was snowing October 8 when the roof was be
ing put on. To prevent the shingles from cracking, 
I had to haul them insi de to heat them around the 
cook stove, then I'd haul them up the ladder to 
Mike. I'd ask him how he liked the view up there 
and he'd answer, "I don't know. I'm afraid to 
look!" Mike didn't like heights and had tried to talk 
us out of having a 10ft so the roof could be lower. 

After the demolition, some of my daughter's 
friends hunted for tiger-paw souvenirs to take home. 

In Ju1y of 1967, Katie Hanson, 91, wrote in my 
log book: 
"On our first Sabbath in 2nd Century 
What can we do to make the world better? 
Love thy neighbor, help those who are in need 
and above al! have a strong faith in God 
who loved us and gave His son to die for us". 

On Monday, July 31,1967, 114-mile cycling race 
went through West Hawk. This most exciting sport 
spectacIe of the 1967 Pan-America Games had 70 
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cyc1ists com pet ing in 17 laps for five hours. yxutsronmlihgfedcbaUTSRPLJIHFDCBAlt was 

a lifetime opportunity to view an international race 

of Olympic cali bre. The race was filmed and the 

beauty of West Hawk Lake was seen throughout 

the world. 

September 1967 - Demolition of the old shack 

and building of the second part of the new cottage 

began. 

October 5, 1968 - Kate Hanson, age 92, visited 

us again. 

October 12, 1969 - Merle and Rose Morgan 

looked at our building progress and later sent us an 

inspection bill for the new building (still in the log 

book). 

October 26 - RCM? arrived after a cottage on 

Block 2 had been broken into 

November II - Snow. 

May 1970 - Our new Irish Setter Rover made 

his first visit. Rove lived to be 15 years old. 

1973 - The chi Id ren caught their first fish and 

were so excited, yelling and rowing as fast as they 

could, not knowing what to do except tow the fish 

behind the boat until brother Tom came to the ywutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRPONMLKIHGFEDCBA
rescue. 

May 1976 - After 15 years of collecting granite, 

I was able to get Gustaf Alfred Severin Anderson, 

74, to agree to build my dream fireplace. Gus and 

John Neilson had built 100 fireplaces together. John 

Neilson said, "that was enough". As a hobby, he 

did carpentry work while Gus continued building 

fireplaces. A10ng with ours, some of the last he built 

in the area were for Harbottles, Ib Jensen and for 

Vinets at the West Hawk Resort. We were blessed 

with beautiful weather during the six weeks the fire

place was being built. 

The granite had been sitting for a long time in 

a pile at the back, covered over. When we began 

to move the rocks, we discovered a weasel and her 

babies, so had to wait until she transferred them one 

by one to another location. 

Fire warnings were out this summ er. The Big 

Whiteshell had to be evacuated and we could see 

smoke across the lake. 

In June a bear swam across ?enniac Bay, came 

up on our dock and walked away. The same sum

mer we had our worst hailstorm. There was severe 

damage to many cottages but we only had damage 
to some shingles and cedar shacks on one si de of 

the cottage. 

August 24, 1976 - 3:30 a .m . A 200 pound bear 

broke through the kitchen screens, even though our 

big dog Rove was carrying on like a wild animaI. 

Without taking time to put on the lights, I came into 

the kitchen and, being half-asleep, reached for what 

I thought was the dog at the windowand was bit

ten on the arm. My neighbors, the Browns, quick

Iy became involved . The next thing I knew , the 
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RCM?, Ranger and ambulance were at the cottage. 

I was rushed to Falcon Lake for a tetanus shot and 

stitches on my arm . When we returned, the bear had 

smashed a table and everything on it, inc1uding an 

electric frying pan whose lid looked like accordion 

bellows. Bear c1aw marks are still on the window 

ledge. 

Because the bear wasn 't caught, I was advised to 

have rabies shots. After the first painful one in the 

arm, I was given the remaining 20 vials to take to 

the doctor at Falcon. I had insisted on coming right 

back to the lake and it wasn't long before the C.B.C. 

was at my door asking to interview me. 

April 8, 1977 - Beaver had chopped down several 

popi ar and hauled them into Browns boat house. 

1978 - A man and his son came to pump out 

the outhouse . He loaded up his truck with water 

from the lake, but when he attached his hoses the 

contents of the outhouse blew up, covering the walls 

and his son who was unfortunately stand ing insi de 

wit h a shove1. He sa id the pebbled lime I used (my 

father's remedy) had blocked the hoses. My neigh

bor Frank got his water hose and we ran through 

the bush like two firemen. We were laughing but 

we managed to c1ean up the mess, meanwhile feel

ing sorry for the poor kid. 

1979 - In May, on our first trip down, we dis

covered our holding tank (hereafter named the white 

elephant) was floating above the ground. This was 

the beginning of many problems because the hole 

had to be dug out again. While I was in the city, 

the tank was buried in the same place wit h the 

promise now it was above the water line, I should 

have no more problems. 

August 1 - Our dog was skunked for the third 

time in ten days. I dumped tomato juice on him and 

left him outside to dry off. 

September 13 - This evening everyone was in

vited to a party at the Andersons. On my way, I 

went to drop off a bag at the garbage cage. I left 

the car running with the dog inside, but when I 

stepped inside the cage, the door slammed, locking 

me inside. I pushed my hand through the wire and 

managed to get a stick wit h which to pry up the 

latch. At the party, I found I wasn't the first to ex

perience this. A man had cut his arm quite badly 

trying to get out of a bear cage, so I didn't feel quite 

so stupid. 

Forest fires were threatening the area again this 
summer and the big water bombers were picking up 

water from West Hawk Lake. 
1982 - The White Elephant rises again! On 

Saturday, May 15 , I drove to the lake with the first 

load and to check things out. The septic tank had 

risen again and was pushing up the new deck. We 
took some of the deck apart and, with the help of 



a block and tackle and two strong men, the White 
Elephant was pulled up. A new hole was dug in the 
driveway and a concrete holding tank installed . 

Sep tern ber 1983 - We learned that 10 cottages 
on Moonlight Bay were broken into. 

1984 - From the boat we we re able to get a pic-

ture of a bald eagle perched high in a tree. This was 
the year we learned there were plans to make Lake-
side into ahastel, but nothing materialized of that. yvtsronlifedaMIDA
It was also the Manitoba Parks 25th Anniversary, 
with quite a few different celebrations planned dur-
ing the summer. 

1986 - We brought our new pet, Jesse James, 
a nine-month-old pup to the lake. We found a lot 
of ice damage to our dock . This was the year the 

animals ate off our tomato plants before we got 
them planted in the garden. We also watched the 
Browns put The Vixen (their boat) in the water af-
ter being in dry dock for 10 or II years. 

We had a surprise visit from Barbara Blick (Berg) 

and her two children, her si ster Daine and her 
mother Betty Blick (Blicks were long-time cottage 
owners on West Hawk). 

May 21, 1988 - Carol made a video at Lakeside, 
"Ritual of Absolute Familiar Mythology" using all 
naturai material of the earth, skins, furs and drift-
wood. This year we had a visit from Jean Enns 

(Zajac), a friend I knew from days at McKenzie 
Beach. 

It will soon be time to close the cottage for the 
winter, a task I do not look forward to because I 

love this lake so much. 

LOOKING BACK 55 YEARS 
AT WEST HA WK LAKE 

LOT 12, STAR SUBDlVISION 
By Dave Anderson 

lt is a beautiful July day as we sit on our boat-
house deck. We watch our grandchildren and others 
enjoy the water activities on West Hawk Lake -
swimming and diving from the dock, waterskiing 
in the bay behind high powered boats, on surfboards 

and sailboats criss-crossing to the point and into the 
open water beyond, truly a beautiful sight. The air 
is fresh the water clear and safe to drink, perhaps 
one of ;he few pollution-free bodies of water in the 

country. 
In the fali of 1932, my future wife, her girlfriend 

and I left Winnipeg in the early morning in my 
Model A Ford to travel the dusty roads to West 
Hawk Lake via Lockport, Beausejour, Seddon's 
Corner Whitemouth and Rennie. The highway, 

then called the new No. I Trans-Canada Highway, 

was still under construction - one lane each way. 
From Penniac Bay, we drove and/or walked to Cres-
cent Beach and back, looking for avrulable lakefront 

1933·1934, Dave Anderson. 

lots. Crescent Beach, with its white birch trees lin-
ing the road and its beach, was appealing. (Removal 
of the birch and construction of the concrete wall 
and extension of the sand beach did not tak e place 
for several years.) 

Our Resources Branch map led us back toward 
Penniac Bay to a spot marked "Star Beach Subdi-
vision" where waterfront lots were avrulable. A road 
from the highway was not yet constructed but, by 
parking the car and following what appeared to be 
a road at one time, we walked along between a rock 
face and smali borrow-pit around a slough and 
found a trailleading to the lake, a distance of prob-
ably 300 yards. As we approached the lake, we 
found it to be the entrance to Penniac Bay and our 
surveyor's map showed what we believed to be Lot 
14 on our right and Lot 4 on the left, Star Subdivi-

Mary Andersan and friend. 



Early days and melhods. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYXWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

sion. We found no beach, but the location of these 
lots pleased us. The map indicated a 20-foot road-

way between the lots. 
On aur return to the city, we did not get to the 

Resources Office at ance. When we did make ap-

plication, we found a Mr. Fred Warburton had 

registered Lot 4 a few days previously. We applied 
for Lot 14. We did not know Fred Warburton at 
the time, but later discovered he had been at the lake 

the same weekend, he had been tramping the same 
ground we had. The resulting association led to aur 

being good neighbors and close friends for over 50 

years. 
We were married the same year, 1936. Both Mr. 

and Mrs. Warburton passed away in recent years. 

Fred contracted to have the first part of his cabin 
built the same fali but we did not get underway un-

til the summer of 1933. By this time, the Resources 
Department had made use of an Unemployment 
Camp nearby, a culvert from the highway had been 

installed and, with a team of horses and wagon, 
gra vel was being spread on the roads leading to the 

subdivision. Lots 15 to 21 became accessible also. 
We carried lumber in from the highway on aur 
shoulders but later , we re able to use the team and 
wagon . That year was wet in June and we were not 
very comfortable in aur tent. As soon as we had the 
floor down, the tent was pitched on it. We had 

driven aur car alittle too far down the slope lead-
ing to the lake and it was a couple of weeks before 
we were able to get it up, with the kind assistance 

of Sam Yanich. Sam did many favors for us and 
was one of aur earliest friends. He operated a boat 
on the lake and, later, was in the garage business . 

His first garage was in the campsite near where 
Keystone Resorts is, but later, he built a new garage 

and home at the junction of 44 and 301. 
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For years, Warburtans and ourselves were each 

others' only neighbors . Below us, on what naw is 

Lot 15, was a shack inhabited at times by a man 

who claimed il as a mine office. His mine was named 

Hill 60 and all through the woods were rocks painted 

with the name. We never heard of any gold being 
mined. The government took over the pro perty and 

the lot was transferred to Mabel Hanson. ywvutsrponmlkjihgedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBAIn 1963, 

the rights we re transferred to Dorothy Garry who 

tore down the old building and erected a modern 

cottage. 
In 1933 the only building in Penniac Bay was used 

by highway engineers. A year or two later, Dr. 

McCharles built a two-storey boathouse to house 

his Lady of the Lake. In the other direction there 

were no cottages between us and the present camp-

grounds. 

The only local source of food supplies for the first 

year was a Mr. Nellis who had set up several tents 

on the campsite. He moved into Ontario and the 

West Hawk Lake stare was built. Following the Se-
cond World War it was taken over an enlarged by 

Frank and Adele Reichert. 

We were later indebted to Mr. McKenzie of CBC 
Cabins who supplied us with groceries and ice, also 

to Harry Ealing from Star Lake who delivered ice, 

milk and bread. A two-day supply of ice for our 

icebox was delivered for 35 cents. We are sorry to 

report that Mr. Ealing passed away at an early age. 
When hydro came through in the early Fifties, 

life changed. The old 12-volt generator (which often 

ran for hours in lhe late evening without a complaint 

from the neighbors) was discarded for new electri-
cal appliances. The first to be installed was a water 

pump - no more pails of water to be carried up 

the hilL 
When back Lots 10 to 13 were opened in 1957, 

we spent many weekends locating suitable spruce 

trees to transplant in replacement of the dead and 
dying trees which covered the ground. Jack Tod 

helped us in hauling in peatmoss and fili . We must 

have moved 50 trees which have survived. 

1934, the Anderson collage. 



Early outings consisted chiefly of blueberry piek-
ing, fishing trips and trips around the lake. ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAIt was 
usually a half-day paddle or row across the lake and 
back. In the northern channel, near McDougall's 
Landing, beautiful waterfalls tumbled over the rocks 
from the lak e to the creek landing to Caddy Lake. 
These lovely falls ceased when the dam and fish 
hatchery were built. 

Fa1con Lake offered the best pickerel fishing. In 
the early morning, after the road was partly finished, 
we would rent a boat at Toniata. Once, after decid-
ing that the far shore offered the best pickerel, a 
strong wind caused white caps too high for our row-
ing ability. Our distress signal was spotted by the 
young fellow who had rented us the boat, and he 
came over in his motorboat to take us home, leav-
ing the rowboat tethered to a tree. Mosquitoes could 
be bad after a rainy weekend and fellows camping 
along the shore would be seen standing outside their 
tents, trying to dry off and beat off the bugs with 
switches. Insect repellent was not well known in 
those days. 

When we made our own fun, the children were 
never bored. There was always plenty of healthy ac-
tivities on the warm sunny days and, when occa-
sionally a wet day came along, the neighboring kids 
would gather and even play schoo!. For several years 
they published a weekly newspaper of neighborhood 
news. Trever Anderson was editor; Bar Brown, then 
about 5, was the delivery boy; Carol Warburton, 
the bird reporter; Lynn Fleming, the social editor, 
with visiting children playing important roles. 

Frank Brown was a "Marked man" among the 
children because he owned the newest and fastest 
boat on the lake. When they heard the motor start 
up, children ran from all directions for a ride or ski-
tow. Frank was generous with his boat, the Vixen, 
and will remember one time when his generosity 
almost led to disaster. Frank was asked by a man 
on the Crescent Beach dock to take his daughter for 
a ski. The man said his daughter could ski and was 
a good swimmer. Frank only reached a short dis-
tance into the bay when the skier feli off and hollered 
for help. She was not a qualified swimmer or skier 
and tragedy could have occurred had Frank not been 
able to turn over the boat's operation to his second 
and dive into the water to hold up the gir!. 

Many good friends joined in helping us on vari-
ous projects . The trips from town often took four 
hours due to bad roads or car breakdowns. A garage 
operated by a man called Gus on the north side of 
the tracks at Whitemouth was a haven. Gus got us 
out of many troubles. On one occasion, a friend 

drove an old Whippet which burned out a connect-
ing rod near Whitemouth. Gus worked all night 
forming a brass shell for this rod. On another oc-
casion, forest fires prevented us from getting 

through and we had to spend the night in a picnie 
ground near Whitemouth. 

Through the years all the available lots in Star 
Subdivision were optioned. A number of the origi-
nal builders have sold and moved on. Lot I was first 
optioned by Buster Bellemere and now is occupied 
by Mr. Weinberg. Lot 2 was sold to Moffats and, 
in turn, to Oz and Marg Norman, who have been 
with us since 1951. Charlie and Myra Fleming built 
on Lot 3. They sold to Gordon and Jean Keeping, 
and it is now occupied by daughter Shirley Wadge. 
Lot 4 remained with Fred Warburton until health 
conditions caused him to sell to Gerry Shaw. Shaws 
occupied it for a couple of years, then sold to Mr. 
Gilfix. The lot has been occupied by the Steeles for 
the past two years. 

After Lots 10 to 13 were surveyed in 1956, Lot 
10 was acquired by Marion Anderson who passed 
away. It was transferred to her nephew David 
McMiJlin. Laurie and Gwen Myers optioned Lot 11, 
Trevor Anderson Lot 12, and Norman Young ac-
quired 13. Lot 14, originallot of our family, has 
been occupied since 1963 by daughter Pat and son-
in-law Bob McMillin. Dorothy Barr and her daugh-
ter Caro I continue in Lot 15. Across the road from 
Dorothy, Lot 21 has been the summer horn e of 
Frank and Meredith Brown since 1948. Behind . 
Browns, Myr1 and Josie Morgan occupy Lot 20. Lot 
22, occupied by Don Baisley, was originally built 
by the Lingwalls; Lots 27 and 29 by the Kippens. 
John Neilson, built many fine stone fireplaces and . 
several cottages during these years. . 

Perhaps the worst experience in the early camp-
ing was coping with a colony of bats. For a couple 
of nights we assumed screeching sounds overhead 
were from mice. The flashing had come loose 
around the chimney, so we got up on the roof to 
cJose the opening. This caused the bat colony to be 
hemmed and, when darkness feli, every one in the 
living room felt the swish of something passing their 
heads. Frantic bats began wildly to swoop down 
through the openings around the chimney. Ali the 
doors leading from the living room were cJosed ex-
cept the outside front one. II was well after mid-
night before anyone felt like going to bed. In the 
morning the few remaining bats were dead in the 
toilet bowl and in one or two other containers with 
water which we had left open on the floar. It was 
our first and only experience wit h bats. 

In the early days, we saw few bears except perhaps 
when we were blueberry picking. As more 
cottagers moved in, the bears around the cottage 
increased and became bolder. It was startling to open 

the door to the patio to find a bear standing inside 
the screen. Bear traps were used by the government 
and in later years, the wire garbage encJosures pretty 
well eliminated the bear problem. 
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Only break-in 

In the winter of 1951-1952, our cottage and three 

neighboring cottages were broken into by two men 

who did much malicious damage. aur gramaphone, 

all dishes, cast iron stove, cupboards and walls were 

badly broken up. We had to replace 30 panes of 
glass. 

The Warburtons fireplace mantel was sawed off 

at the corners and axes were put through walls. A 

fire was set in the Fleming place but did not take 

off. The back door on No. 15, the Hansons, was 

chopped out with an axe taken from another cot
tage. Toward spring the two men were caught in 

Kenora and the RCMP were able to identify some 

of our items, although not too much was taken. ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAIt 

is believed they were under the influence of liquor 

and, no doubt, looking for more. 

In the spring, a gang of fellow members of the 

Thistle Curling Club came down, cleaned up the 
wreckage and renewed all panes of glass in our 

cottage. 

When we see the young people of the third gener
ation now enjoying all the amenities, the slick sail

ing boats and surfboards, and the high-speed motor 
boats, we are reminded of the changes in our lives 

- from the days of only canoes and homernade 
boats with, perhaps, anywhere from 1\/2 h.p. to 5 

h.p. motor, we were later happy to have in the 1930s. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
STAR BEACH, LOT 3 

THE FLEMINGS 

aur lot num ber was No. 3, Star Beach, Pen ni ac 
Bay, West Hawk Lake. aur neighbors we re the 

Warburtons and the Normans. Other "near" neigh
bors were Andersons, Hansons, Lindwalls and 

Browns. 
Wit's End, the summer home of Mr. and Mrs. 

Charles Fleming and family, was located on Star 
Beach, Penniac Bay, West Hawk Lake. 

The cottage was begun in 1943, wit h most of the 
actual building being done by the owners. A dis

tinctive feature of the building was the flat roof. 
The exterior was cedar log sicling and the inside lined 
throughout with knotty pine. A splendid fireplace 

of locally gathered granite was built by John Neil

son, the local stonemason . 
Mr. Fleming did much to revive interest in sail

ing on West Hawk Lake. He sailed a 20-foot In
land Scow, which he built himself and named it 

Peggy Joyce, for two of his daughters. 

An active sailing club was formed at West Hawk 
Lake. Property was acquired for a clubhouse and 
kiosk . Many of the residents became sailors. 

The Fleming family's years at West Hawk Lake 

were happy years indeed. 
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Bill and Jane! Blackwell. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 

BLOCK 6, LOT 14 
MR. AND MRS. BILL BLACKWELL 

The Blackwells came to the area in 1949 to work 
for Mr. MacKenzie at CBC Cabins. They did main

tenance work, inside and out, winter and summer. 

They were also good community workers and when 
there was anything going on, they would always help 

out. Mr. Blackwell did odd jobs at the cabins as well 
as all the repair work around the store and grounds. 

While they were there, one of their grandsons 

came and sold the gas for them. 

When they left there, they moved to Block 6 on 
West Hawk where they bought a summer cottage 

and enlarged it, completely insulated it and had a 

really comfortable home. Mr. Blackwell was always 
working on the grounds and he made flower beds 
which Mrs. Blackwell filled with the greatest array 
of flowers you could imagine. Mr. Blackwell made 

a cement retainer wall and hau led in fili to make 
a lawn that he seeded and transplanted trees in. He 

made cement and stone walks to the wood shed and 
other outbuildings and had a beautiful setting in the 
woods and a garden with lots of fresh vegetables. 

Mr. Blackwell worked for many years at the flag
station on the highway checking trucks and he did 

odd jobs for som e of the cottage owners. 
Mrs. Blackwell was very involved wit h the church 

and she was always helping her neighbors where she 
could. 

Mr. Blackwell passed away February 21, 1977, 

and Mrs . Blackwell passed away October 25, 1980. 



WEST HA WK LAKE 
BLOCK 6, LOT 10 

PENNIAC 
MR. AND MRS. W.J. BROWN 

AND DAUGHTERS 

Jean and Edna came to the Whiteshell in the early 
1950s and were so attracted by the peace and tran-
quility that they purchased a cozy cedar cottage in 
April 1952. ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAII had been built by Mr. and Mrs. Paul 
Sparmann in 1950. Two cottages were advertised 
on Penniac Bay but as there was no road on the 
north side, Lot 10, Block 6 was chosen. 

Four generations and countless friends from far 
and near have enjoyed lovely Penniac Bay. Mr. 
Brown loved the outdoors and maintained the 
property but iII health curtailed his activities. He died 
in June of 1966. Mrs. Brown continued to enjoy 
cooking on the cook stove although electricity was 
installed in 1956. She died in 1977. 

Guests travelled by Moore's bus and the bus driver 
would stop at any requested point, ours being Star 
Lake Road. 

Our first trip in the spring by car on Highway 44 
(old Trans-Canada) was at Easter. On one occasion 
in the early 1950s, we were turned back at 
Whitemouth as the road was so poor. The cars 
which had to make the trip were pulled through the 
mud by tractors. 

Saturday night we hiked to the dance at Jack's 
and found our way home by f1ashlight after mid-
night. Jean, being a teacher, had the summers free 
so sought employment at Jack's and has worked as 
Mrs. "Jack" since October 1956. The family con-
sists of daughters, Jeanine, Jennifer and a son, John 
of Winnipeg. 

WEST HA WK LAKE 
BLOCK 6, LOT 12 

HARRY,DOROTHY,DANNY 
AND DARRYL YEO 

Precious Memories of West Hawk Lake 

We started going to West Hawk Lake in 1954. 
We stayed in the campgrounds run by Mr. Mills. 

There was a lot of wildlife. The bear and deer were 
plentiful and visited us frequently. We also rented 
cabins at C.B.C. run by Harbottles and we stayed 
at Kenwin Cabins. At Jack's Place, we had movies 
during the week and dances on Saturday night. 

In 1957 we built our own cottage. Harry cut down 
21 trees by hand and mixed cement in a wooden box 

for the footings. It was a lot of hard work but worth 
it. When our cottage was livable, we used to bring 
our blocks of salt and put them in the front yard 
for the deer to lick - they we re so beautiful. They 

became so tame we could handfeed them. My son, 
Danny, handfeeds the squirrels and chipmunks. 

Danny spent the summer holidays at the lake and 
worked helping Grandpa Major in the bakery . It 
was nice to go there in the morning and pick up hot 
bread and buns and pies. Times have sure changed. 

It was nice too when my si ster and brother-in-law 
came to West Hawk Lake. Bill and Mary Clisby are 
not just my relatives, they are my best friends. We 
have had good times skiing, swimming and visiting. 
I remem ber one evening when Bill and Mary had 
been over. It was late when they were walking ho me 
down the path in front of our cottage. My son, Dar-
ryl, was on the veranda watching them, and just as 
they went down the path, a big bear was stand ing 
right where they had passed. They could have 
touched him. 

We all stilllove to go to the lake. We have been 
going out for 35 years and' know it's the best lake 
for me and my family. 

, wrote this poem many years ago when my two 
sons were smali. 

MEMORIES 

When , am alone , meditate 
!'m once again at West Hawk Lake 
There's peace and beauty like in a dream 
The sky's so blue, and the grass so green 
't's heaven on earth, God made for me 
There's no place in the worJd I'd rather be. 

When I'm at the lake, my family is near 
, have two fine sons and a man so dear. 
We fish and swim and have a balI 
Oh! happy times that I recall 
Among the white birch trees and pines 
Of God please keep this home of mine. 

When I am alone I reminisce 
, think about my wedded bliss 
I often think when , am old 
The beautiful , can hold 
No one can take this away from me 
Because these are my memories. 
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PENNIAC BA Y (PIXIELAND) zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
By Pat Vander Graaf 

In the late 1940's and early 1950's private land 
on the north side of Penniac Bay (Pixieland) was 
subdivided and lots could be purchased. Road im
provements to access cottage lots up to Lot 21 was 
done by Peter Vander Graaf and other cottage own
ers such as Bailey, Watkins and Cohan. There were 
four or five lake front cottages on the north side 
at this time with others being built in the years fol
lowing. The contractor was Mr. Tully who Iived on 
the hill overlooking Penniac Bay with about six 
dogs. Lumber was purchased at the lumber yard at 
West Hawk Lake. At that time there was a service 
station where the present Major's Store is located. 

The Vander Graafs and their in-Iaws the Frank 
Beetons spent three years building and holidaying 

before selling their property . While there they often 
drove from Winnipeg just for an evening at the lake, 
as well as weekends and holidays. On a memorable 
trip, Peter was hauling building supplies and house
hol d goods for use at the cottage when aspark from 
the exhaust pipe of the truck ignited the load. An 
air force truck following behind was able to put out 
the fire with an extinguisher. Undaunted the fami
Iy carried on to the lake. 

Peter still has the fishing rod that pulled out many 
18 pounders from Moonlight Bay. 

Cottagers are an ingenious group. ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAIt was not un
usual to see Mr. Cohan cruising the lake in his old 
inboard-outboard boat with his laundry tied behind, 
dumping soap over the back of the boat into the 
water. 

Peter recalls helping Mr. Cohan rescue his cat
John - from a rotten popi ar tree. In the process 
of chopping the tree down, the trunk feli on a rock, 
split in two and catapulted poor John the cat into 
the air about 50 feet. The cat landed on its feet and 

raced for the house folIowed by a distraught owner. 
The Vander Graafs were West Hawk Lake, Fal

con Lake and Toniata campers for many years pri
or to and after owning their cottage at West Hawk 

Lake. 
Several traditions were established by campers 

that exist even today, for example: 
- Happy Hour - when friends and family get 

together for cocktail s and munchies each camper 
contributes their own specialties and this, often car
ried on to supper and campfire gatherings. 

- At the end of the camping season, the cam
pers empty out their Iiquor cabinets and combine 
all, while packing up for the season. The result is 

a spectacular punch. 
At one time campers would have to leave their 

sites after a three week period in some areas. 
Vehicles and trailers were registered at the camp 
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office, as is done at the present time. Rather than 
move from their present campsite, Peter and his 
friends would exchange Iicence plates. 

One helpful camper, who was a Hydro employee, 

hooked up extra power from the hydro pole sa the 
campers could run their electrical ･ｵｩｰｭ･ｮｴＬ＠ includ
ing refrigerators and even a washing machine. 

Campers at West Hawk will remem ber a terrible 
infestation of skunks. Parks employees would set 
out traps and early each morning the latest prisoners 
would be trucked out of the campgrounds. 

Peter Vander Graaf presently owns cottage No. 
13 at Toniata Resort. His daughter Nancy and fa
mily live in Falcon Beach at the Falcon Staff Trail
er Park. Her husband Mike Rooch is stationed here 
with the R.C.M .P. 

PENNIAC BA Y LOT 9 
By Jock N. Tod 

I made my first contact with West Hawk Lake 
in 1937 as a tourist and feli in love with it. West 
Hawk Beach was not a cement parking lot then; it 
was natura I wit h tall jack pine. 

I came to work here in 1953 for Buster Melamere, 
who owned and operated Keystone Cabins and 
Motel. I sawed his logs in my sawmill that was 10-
cated between the Trans Canada Highway and 

McKenzie Beach Road. 
The next year I had a timber sale and set it up 

where the Tourist Information is today. 
In 1955 I bought and moved right across the road 

from where I live now. I was also able to buy and 
build on som e more lots on Penniac Bay. 

When we arrived the school was located near 
where the assistant Park ranger for West Hawk lives 
on No. 301 Highway. Later it moved to Falcon 
Beach where all our children attended for their 
element ary schooling. Then they all went on to 
Whitemouth for high school. From there they at
tended different places to get degrees in their chos
en fields. 

While same of the children were attending 
Whitemouth I drove the bus there. In later years 
they drove or had to be driven to Rennie where they 
caught the bus to go to Whitemouth. This was quite 
an expense but well worth it to be able to live in 
this beautiful location. 

The family now has II cottages and two of my 
children are permanent residents. 

When I came No. 44 Highway was the main high

way. The Faleon Lake development was in the be
ginning stages, so there have been changes there. 
West Hawk has been able to stay nearly the same 
over the years. 

el ywvutsrponmlkihgedcbaZYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
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PENNIAC BA Y LOT 10 zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaZYWVUTSRQPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA
By Jean B. (Tod) Coutts 

In the 1950's Jock ventured into running a 
lumber company at Penniac Bay. This was a beau
tiful, peaceful area to establish himself and raise a 
family. I know Jock was happy to be back in our 
wonderful country . 

I can recall travelling to Penniac Bay in the 
mid-1950's, many times over rough roads. Highway 
No. I was under construction and was often impass
able, which forced us to return by the old road, now 
No. 44. 

In 1956 my husband and I bought property across 

the highway from Jock. In those days it was called 
Pixieland. There were only a few cottages on Pen
niac Bay then. We built on Lot 10. 

Jock started to build our cottage in 1956. He built 
it with knotty pine lumber from his own yard. We 
were anxious to move in, so we moved in before the 

cottage was completed. We used sheets between the 
bedrooms for privacy, carried water from the lake, 
our cold storage was a hole in the ground wit h a 
pail that contained our perishable produce. We had 
outdoor plum bing and coal-oil lamps. 

There was a garage across the highway, where 
Major's store is and a smali area in the garage was 
used to sell groceries . When Majors bought the 
garage they built a large bak ery and grocery store 
with living quarters attached. After they had two 
fires, when they lost everything, they built the 
present Major's store where Bev and Pat Mason now 
are proprietors . 

We added extensions to the cottage at both back 
and front and had them screened, but as the sum
mers changed and got cooler we had them glassed 
in so we could enjoy the scenery and the view in hot, 
col d or rainy weather. 

My husband, Bill, was an ardent photographer 
and took beautiful pictures of the fuli moon on Pen
niac Bay, also of deer that came down to drink at 
the lake. In the early days the deer would come to 
our back door. Gradually canoes returned to the 
lake, and now there are boats in all categories . 

My husband and I enjoyed our years together at 
Penniac Bay. We were fortunate to have Jock and 
Vi's family across the highway. We loved it when 

the children dropped in and included us in their ac
tivities and outings. We often drove them over to 
the garbage dump to see the bears, who were cons
tant vi si tors at the dump, in the early evening. We 

travelled out to all the church and school concerts 
at East Braintree. When we often drove out the 

moon was fuli to make the journey all the more 

worthwhile . 
The children started off in the little one-room 

school on the cut-off road to Falcon and across from 

the power station. They often saw wild animals on 
the road or in the woods . Later a two-room school 
was built at Fa1con Lake. The children went there 
by bus . 

When the United Church was built at West Hawk 
the farnily transferred from East Braintree. Bill and 
I also attended the services in the summertime. 

Although my sister-in-Iaw, Violet, had a large fa
mily, she became very active in the West Hawk 
Church. She played for the services and arranged 
for the hymns . She was also one of the first elders 
appointed. The pulpit in the church was donated 
by the Tod family in memory of her service to the 
church and community in the early years. 

The curling club at Fa1con was built by local 
labour. If you cannot find a member of the Tod fa
mily, you would find him at the rink . To the credit 
of their parents the Tod children all learned how 
to enjoy working and building a community. 

In 1968 Jock decided to build a house across the 
highway, so they would have modern facilities and 
more room for the farnily . Unfortunately in the au
tum n of 1968 their mother's health was failing. ywvutsrponmlkihgfedcbaZYWUTSRPOMLKJIHEDCBAIt 
was a sad Christmas that year when their mother 
died. We were all devastated. Valerie was in her 
final year at Whitemouth, John was working at the 
pipeline, Jean was attending University of Manito
ba taking Education. Belle was teaching at Pinawa, 
the other members of the farnily were still at school 
and Tom was two years old. My husband and I were 
retired so were able to help also. The neighbors and 
friends were wonderful to Jock and the family . Jock 
was working in the bush, so Valerie, being the el
dest at home, became the housekeeper. 

Bill and I offered to help when we could, and 
sometimes took Tom with us, sometimes to the San
ta Claus parade, another time to visit his sister Jean 
and her husband Terry who were teaching at Pik
witonei. The family eventually settled into the new 
house. It was a big responsibility for Valerie who 
was finishing her graduating year. 

I'm not quite sure how it happened, but about 
three years later, Jock met Joan, an old friend. They 
were married in October 1971. We we1comed Joan 
into the family circle with open arms. We knew God 
had answered our prayers. Joan has done a remark
able job. She had been a mother to all the family 

as well as taken go od care of Jock. 
AlI of Jock's children attended Whitemouth Col

legiate. Shannon, the youngest member of the fa
mily, graduated from Whitemouth in 1989 and plans 
to continue her education at the University of 

Manitoba. 
The nest is now empty and Jock and Joan [ook 

forward to one or all returning for weekends and 
holidays . They do return home whenever it is pos

sible, although som e are scattered across Canada 
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and olher parls of lhe world. 

Jock conslrucled cOllages for my sisler EIsie 
MacKay and her family and for my brolher Fred 
and his family and my mOlher, Mrs. Edith Tod, he 
buill a collage on LOl 8. She also enjoyed having 
lhe family around her joining in many of lheir ac
tivities. She was able lO return each summer until 
her 91st year, in 1968. 

My brolher Rod and his family are now enjoy
ing this beautifullake, having taken over mother's 
cOllage when she no longer could. 

We are proud of all our nieces and nephews. They 
have all don e well in their chosen professions or 
trades and they are making a contribution to the 
communities where they live. 

When my husband was failing in health he was 
always grateful for strength to come to the cottage. 
We had many happy years together at our collage. 
I am now alone, but, I have my memories, some 
sad, some happy. I trust that I will have health and 
strenglh to enjoy many more years in these heavenly 
surroundings. I shall never forget when I came down 
to join the family at Christmas last year (1988). It 
was like a fairyland. Pixieland had returned with 
so many lights along Penniac Bay and No. 44 
Highway. 

PENNIAC BA Y LOT 18 
By Bill and Mary Clisby 

Our first visit to the Whiteshell was in 1954. We 
came on a picnic with the George Crayston family 
to visit his niece Gail (Jones) at the CGIT Camp 
at Brereton Lake. We were not too impressed wilh 
the color of the water and all the blood suckers there 
but we did enjoy the scen ery . 

We came back in 1955 when the Craystons started 
building their own cabin on the north shore of Fal
con Lake, easy of Toniata. They had to leave their 
car at the top of a hill and walk 15 minutes to the 
site because there were no roads to the lots then. 

Andy Bennett with Mary Clisby his grandma, and 
Barbara Bennett his mother. The first fish Mary Clis· 
by ever caught in the Whiteshell, in Lyons Laka. 
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Bill Clisby right with son Mel and his wife Sali y and 
their son and daughter Karl and Leslie, and grandson 
Dwayne Bennet!. 

We carried our towels, swimwear and food and 
thought it was a real hike. We really enjoyed our 

many times of fun and good exercise with them. 
We purchased our cOllage at Lot 18 Pixieland in 

April of 1967. We used to drive to Penniac Bay 
and think what a swampy area it must be but soon 
found out it was anything but swampy and have en
joyed every minute of our years here. 

We bought from Sid and Connie Holman and will 
remem ber them going up the hill with tears in their 
eyes as they left it to us. They retired the following 
year to Kelowna, B.e. and he has since passed away. 

One early highlight was to be at Major's store in 
time for their hot cinnamon buns and bread. They 
were so good. 

Our daughter Barbara and her hus band Paul Ben
nell and their two sons Andy and Dwayne, who have 
grown up coming here, have all mastered water-

Bill Clisby and neighbor Edmond Kesslerwith good 
toys??? for country or city living in Manitoba. 



Some ot Wintal Seniors . Siew art Barkwell Bill 
McLelland, Harry and Rulh Grass, Betty Barkwell,'Jean 
Tozeland, Betty McLelland, Doreen Kessler, Bill Clis. 
by, Laura Blackhall, Nelda Hewitt, Alt Blackhall. zyxwvutsrqponmlkjihgfedcbaYWVUTSRPONMLKJIHGFEDCBA

skiing, surfing and downhill skiing on our lake. 

We had po od le dogs and several times around 
II :30 p.m. we would be giving them atomato juice 
bath after they had gotten too close to a skunk. 

We moved out here to live in May of 1979. We 
both learned since to downhill ski and have also 
curled and golfed with the Seniors Group which was 
formed. 

We enjoyed many a ski-doo trip with the Tods, 
their family and the Sanders (Bert and Linda). lock 
Tod would lead us out to some lumber camp where 
he would melt snow for chicken noodle soup and 
a cup of tea, and toast sandwiches on a forked stick 
over the fire. 

We have had a screen tom off our shed by a bear 
but no other damage from them. 

We spend hours feeding and watching the birds, 
squirrels, fox, and even the skunk during the winter 
and wait anxiously for the hummingbirds, ducks and 
geese in the summers. 

Hiking and picking blueberries are my favorite 
pastimes. Bill, who is an ardent fisherman, spends 
many hours in the boat in the summertime, so we 
enjoy fish caught in our lake as well as crappies from 
Star Lake, brook and rainbow trout from Hunt and 
Lyons Lake. Andy, our eldest grandson, has fished 
most of the lakes in the area. 

We could not have been happier anywhere else. 
We both came from smali country towns, Bill from 
Ninette, and I'm from a farm near Belmont, so we 
enjoyed the smali community atmosphere. We lived 
in Winnipeg for over 35 years and although we still 
return for visits and shopping we can't wait to get 

back here to our littIe 'haven at the lake' with our 
good friends and neighbors. 

PIXIELAND LOT 19 
By lessie and Obie Baizley 

The first visit I had to West Hawk Lake was in 

1937. Olive Moulson, who worked with me, sug
gested we spend a week of our holidays tenting at 

West Hawk . We borrowed a tent and paid her dad 
to take us down and pick us up. We rented a canoe 
from River Pack in the city and paddled several 
times from one end of the lake to the other. There 
were few cottages then and the scenery was beauti
fuL Sometimes when the mosquitoes were bad we 
would anchor out from shore and lie and sun and 
enjoy the peace and quiet. 

One of the first things we had to do when we had 
our tent set up was dig a hole to store the bacon 
and butter in. This was both a means of refrigera
tion and a way to keep the food safe from animals . 
Another thing 1 can remember was the beautiful 
moonlight evenings. They seemed to be so much 
brighter before there was electric lights all around 
the lake. 

I came home from the lake on Olive's brother's 
motorcycle - my one and only motorcycle ride. 

We had a great holiday in one of the prettiest spots 
I have ever seen and it only cost us $5.70. 

lessie Baizley 

lessie has told of her early introduction to West 
Hawk Lake so I shall add my early memories to her 
story. 

My birthday gift in May 1929 was a trip to West 
Hawk Lake. We went by train to Ingolf, Ontario, 
where we rented a boat from Knutson's. We 
travelled across Long Pine Lake to the portage into 
West Hawk Lake where we met "Daddy" Cain and 
rowed to his cottage. 

While on the portage, I saw my first buli moose, 
the biggest wild animal I have ever seen in the wild. 

The next day, my father and I set out in our row 
boat to fish for trout. I hooked a IO-pounder. When 
I got it alongside the boat, I was sure it would sink 
the boat. My father said, "You caught it, you land 
it," and I did. 

Therein lies the story of why my dreams often in
cluded a camp at West Hawk Lake. Thirty years 
later we bought Allen Watson's COllage on Penniac 
Bay. We are still enjoying it. 

- signed 
Obie Baizley 

In the late Fifties, the Baizley family enjoyed some 
great weekend s with the Good familyon Penniac 
Bay. One weekend, Howard took Obie to see a cot
tage for sale at Lot 19 Penniac Bay (also known as 
Pixieland) . To the surprise and delight of everyone 
in the family, he bought the cottage. We moved in 

on the August long weekend in 1959. 
Our older son and his wife have a cottage in the 

Star Beach Subdivision at West Hawk Lake. They 

and their children Marnie and Gordie thoroughly 
enjoy their time at the cottage. 

Brenda, Henry, Michael and Brent are living in 
Edmonton , and do not spend much time at the lake. 

369 



However, they still cali it "Our Lake" and some-

times our own "Golden Pond". They, too, enjoy 
being at the cottage. 

Brian, Jane, Jeff and Amy spend as much time 

as they can during the summer months al the lake. 

Jeff enjoys the skiing and windsurfing and Amy 

loves the water. 
Like aJI families at West Hawk Lake, the Baizley 

family have many memories of years of pleasure at 

their favorite lake . 

PENNIAC BA Y LOT 22 

By Esther Mackie 

Our beautiful summer retreat had its beginning 

in the spring of 1955 when Lot 22 Penniac Bay, West 

Hawk Lake, was purchased by the lale Bill and Mary 

Middleton of Winnipeg. In those days, $75 . was the 
deposil required as down payment. 

The first summer was spent clearing the lot and 

drawing up plans for the cottage. Mr. J. R. Tully 
of West Hawk Lake was contracted to build the cot-

tage during the fali of 1955 and the spring of 1956. 

His correspondence with the Middletons provides 
week by week progres S reports and many interest-
ing anecdotes regarding hauling the lumber and sup-

plies by boat and sled over the lake and his soli tary 

life at the lake. Progress was very dependent on the 
weather and the shipment of supplies. Solitary life 

was made more comfortable when Mr. Middleton 
could manage the trip on the occasional weekend 
and bring essentials such as Hudson's Bay rum and 

a case of dog food for Mr. Tully's canine com pan-
ions . Making the trip to the cottage became much 

easier when the new single-lane Trans-Canada High-
way opened in November 1955. 

The original two-bedroom cottage was completed 
by the summer of 1956. lt nest!ed among the birch 
and spruce trees with a beautiful panoramie view 

of Penniac Bay. Seniority provided one with a scenie 
view of the lake at the dining room table and still 

does today. 

The cottage was expanded during the fali of 1962 

and spring of 1963 with the construction done by 

Mr. Tully again. The addition provided an extra 

bedroom, an indoor bathroom and a large front 

room with an expansive lakeside vista. Over the 

years, other improvements have been made but the 
cottage remains essentially the same. 

Many happy memories have been collected since 

those days in 1955. The cottage has been the sum-

mer meeting place for family and friends for three 

generations. Bill and Mary Middleton enjoyed their 

beautiful summer home right up to the time of their 
passing and we, their family, continue to enjoy it. 

PIXlELAND LOT 23 

HODGSON FAMILY 

Members: W. Roy Hodgson (deceasedl, Irene 
Hodgson, Lenore Hodgson, Marilyn Hodgson, 

Oianne Hodgson. 
Our first year camping at Millers Beach, West 

Hawk Lake was in 1961. We parked our trailer on 

the point at Millers Beach for six years until the per-

manents were moved to the new !railer site. 
In lhe summer of 1969, we began our search for 

a cottage or lot as the NOP Government toyed with 

the idea that no one would be allowed to park their 
trailer for no longer than three weeks. We were not 

prepared to move, and we did not want to leave 

West Hawk. 
Ouring the September long weekend of 1969 we 

visited friends staying at N. Cohan's 34 Pixieland. 

We asked if they knew of a lot or cottage for sale 

and were informed that Bill Neville and his brother 
owned Lot 23 Pixieland, and we re willing to sell . 

Hodgson collage 



We built that fali and spent our first summer in the 
new cottage in 1970. 

As our girls grew older and married and had ch i1-
dren, renovations and additions were made. 

Daughter Lenore is married to Gary Harris. They 
reslde In Red Deer, Alberta, with their two children, 
Paul and Steven. Lenore and her family come to 

West Hawk every summer for five or six weeks. 
Daughter Marilyn is married to Bob Ogilvie. They 

have three children: KeUy, Daniel and Michael. They 
bought Bert and Linda Sanders' cottage in 1985 and 
spend all summer and part of the winter there. 

Daughter Dianne is married to Garry Cornelson. 
They reside in Winnipeg and are expecting their first 
child at the end of December 1990. They come to 
the lake wimer and summer at every opportunity. 

West Hawk Lake has been a wonderful environ-
men t for my family to spend their summers. The 
children grew to love the lake, enjoy all it has to 
offer, and have a real appreciation for its beauty 
and its wildlife. 

PENNIAC BAY LOT 25 
By Sid and Aileen Hall 

Christmas 1988 is coming to Lot 25 Penniac Bay, 
as it has for the last 20 or more years, and so are 
the Halls. 

In the early years there were Sid and Aileen, 
Beverley, Lynn, Geri, Lori, and Kim, plus two or 
more poodles. The children of yesteryear are the 
mothers today of our six grandchildren. Four of 
these grandchildren will be here this year to discover 
what their parents enjoyed at their age. Lynn, 
Clifford and Erin Code from Regina; Geri, Brem, 
Andrea and Jason Isfeld from Calgary; and Kim, 
Tony and DanieUe Prencipe from Edmonton will 
be he re to enjoy "Christmas at the Lake" . 

As Sid a1ways worked umil 6 p.m. Christmas Eve, 
preparations for the trip from Winnipeg were taken 
over by Aileen and the girls. It was their responsi-
bility to pack the food, presents, c10thing and aU 
the Christmas goodies into "Shadow", our smali 
two-wheel trailer. 

About 6:30 p.m. nothing remained to be done but 
hook up and leave for West Hawk Lake, where we 
knew we would receive a warm reception, as Vern 
Major would have the fires going and everything 

would be cosy and warm. 
The ride down was one of the highlights of the 

holiday. It usually started out with the singing of 
Christmas carols, and then the utter enjoyment of 
five quiet children as they Iistened to, and enjoyed 

the Christmas stories on the radio, and so under the 
Christmas spell created by Tiny Tim, Bob Cratchit 
and Scrooge, we arrived at Pen ni ac Bay. 

The year would determine our means of access 

to the cottage. For example, in really col d years, 
we crossed the ice to park at the ice house. When 
the snow was deep, we mad e arrangements to have 
the road plowed, or simply walked in pulling a 
toboggan on which toddlers and supplies were rid-
ing. In later years, the snowmobile made this easi-
er and added to Christmas Eve frolics . 

December 24th can often be really cold. BUT 
never so penetratingly cold as when you are walk-
ing through the bush (on our own property) by flash-
Iight seeking the perfect Christmas tree, as 
demanded by young girls, and invariably winding 
up with what we called a Charlie Brown tree. The 
tree was usually so pathetic and homely, you 
couldn ' t help but love it for what it was. A1so Sid 
didn't help much by fixing a flashing Iight, which 
oni y he admired, to the crown of the tree . Regard-
less, in spite of everything, there it stood in all its 
finery surrounded by gifts and lit up, well, just like 
Christmas. Everyone always considered the latest 
tree to be the best tree ever. 

While the tree was being decorated Dad was roast-
ing chestnuts at the fireplace (more custom than 
flavor); late presents were being wrapped; Mother 
was passing plates of a11 kinds of good things to eat, 
and preparations were taking place for the Christ-
mas feasl. 

This of course, was all happening amid the 
laughter and squeals of five young girls. But, be-
cause Christmas Day started so early at our house, 
bedtime also came early though not necessarily, 
sleep. 

After the excitement of opening Christmas gifts 
was over, then came the opportunity to try those 
new skates, skis, etc., all decked out in some of the 
various wearing apparel Santa had lefl. When ice 
permitted skating took place, one year even as far 
as Crescent Beach. A1so there was snowmobiling, 
skiing and visiting. This was a11 c1imaxed by a hun-
gry group demolishing a fantastic Christmas dinner. 

Christmas evening was a time for family games, 
sing-songs, etc. and always c1imaxed by a genuine 
quiet, reverent 'Thank-you to Him who made it all 
possible. 

People say "I envy you your old-fashioned Christ-
mas", but 1 can't help but believe there is nothing 
old-fashioned about a true family Christmas. l sup-
pose the grandchildren might refer to it as old-
fashioned for the simple reason that their grand-
parents planned it, and took part in il. 

PIXlELAND LOT 26 
OGILVIE FAMILY 

Members: Bob, Marilyn, Kelly, Daniel, Michael. 
In 1975, Bob Ogilvie was introduced to West 

Hawk Lake by his wife, Marilyn (nee Hodgson), 

371 



Ogilvie cottage 

who had been a regular vi si tor since 1961. Our visits 

were spent at the Hodgson family cottage in Pen

ni ac Bay. As the Ogilvie family grew, and the Hodg

son cottage did not, we were obliged to look for 

other accommodations if we wished to continue en

joying the lake. 

We rented at Keystone for one year and rented 

a private cottage for two years following. Renting, 

however, did not satisfy Marilyn's need to be at the 

lake full time in the summ er. So began the search 

for a cottage in 1984. In 1985, Bert and Linda 

Sanders' cottage went up for sale on Lot 26, Pixie

land, three doors from the Hodgson cottage. 

Without hesitation, the cottage was bought and en

joyed until1987 when the signs of age came to Iight 

forcing a demolition. 

Our dream cottage was built over the following 

fall and winter . We spent our first thrilling summer 

there in 1988. The cottage is fully winterized , a1low

ing us to enjoy Christmas break and winter 

weekends. We participate in each season's activi

ties: swimming, skiing, hiking, snowmobiling, cross

country skiing and skating. We have so many won

derful memories of life at the lake and take great 

pleasure in seeing our children receive the same en
joyment and appreciation. 

BLOCK 7 LOT 2 
MOONLIGHT BA y SUBDIVISION 

By Bob and Ethel Gottfred 

In 1966, the lot on Block 7 Moonlight Bay was 

purchased as a parcel of land from Mr. Betker. The 

land was subdivided into four lots. Bob built the 

cottage with the hel p of family and friends. 

We have a family of four - Craig, Sheila, Kim 

and Nancy. 
Ouring our first lO years on the lake, Moonlight 

Bay Cabins was a thriving resort. At times the bay 

became rather noisy and sometimes dangerous . The 
beach was lovely at the cabins and the children en

joyed it. 
For our family, happiness is a hot, sunny day at 

West Hawk. 
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BLOCK 7 LOT 3 MOONLIGHT BA y 
By Herb PilIing 

One weekend in 1949, my wife, Alice, and our 

two children, Allan and Jocelyn, went camping at 

Clear Lake. Unfortunately, we were rained out so 

we ventured east for a sunnier location, which turned 

out to be West Hawk Lake. We found a picturesque 

campsite on the point near Crescent Beach. From 

then on, we spent summer holidays and numerous 

weekends there. 

In a short while, we got to know our campground 

neighbours, Dave and Barbara Johnston along with 

their five children. We created our own fun as we 

were out enjoying nature. On cool nights, we would 

gather in the old cookhouse for sing-alongs. It was 

used many a time for friendly get-togethers. Since 

it was not enclosed, we would hang blankets and 

old pieces of canvas to help shut out the cold. We 

would collect rocks and place them on the stove. 

When they were really hot, they would be wrapped 

in newspaper and place at the foot of our sleeping 

bags. They worked just as well as, if not better, than 

an electric blanket to keep us warm all night. 

After a couple of years tenting, we purchased an 

18-foot trailer. We continued to enjoy our summers 

at the West Hawk Lake campground with our new 

summer residence feeling Iike a palace. 

In 1957 we purchased a lot in the Moonlight Bay 

Subdivision. The next summer, 1958, we began con

struction of our 20 by 20 foot cottage. MateriaIs 

were delivered as c10se as possible to our lot, then 

we had to haul it all to the site. The shell of the cot

tage was constructed during our holidays with the 

hel p of my brother and our wives. 

Today the cottage has grown from a 520 square 

foot shell to a 1,050 square foot summer home with 

such conveniences as indoor plumbing and electric 

heat, and is well insulated. Quite a change from the 

old nine by nine foot tent. 

In 1969 we retired and made West Hawk Lake 

our summer residence. The winters were spent in 

Southern Texas. While this was pleasant and enjoy

able we a1ways found that come spring we were anx

ious to get back to West Hawk Lake. Due to our 

health we were unable to go to Texas last winter and 

had to remain in Winnipeg. However, we had the 

consolation that West Hawk Lake was still waiting 

for us this spring. 

BLOCK 7 LOT 6 

MEMORIES OF OLSON'S CABIN ON 

BILL Y BEE AT WEST HA WK LAKE 

By Madge Olson 

My hus band Hilding (known as Ed to many of 

his friends) and I loved the outdoors and boating 



1954. Roland Olson on pontoon bicycle he built that 
summer. 

and tenting. One of our favourite spots was West 

Hawk Lake. Many times we pitched our tent in Tent 

AlIey there. One of our laughable memories was one 

time when it poured rain and we awoke next morn

ing to see our neighbour camper drag himself out 

from under his unpitched tent lying on the ground. 

Luckily, he was a bachelor and could not be 
bothered trying to put up his tent in the rain, so just 

crawled under the heap of canvas and feli asleep. 

From tent, we progressed to cabin and our 

favourite spot was "Lakeside Cabins" where we met 

the owners. Adolph and Olive Zimmerman and be

came one of their regulars. Over the years, we be
came good friends . 

We Iived in a suite in Winnipeg and the idea of 

building a cabin at the lake was greatly appealing 

to us. Thus, we became the proud owners (rather 
lessees for 99 years) of Lot 6 Block 7 West Hawk 

Lake Plan 1906-16B in 1952. 
Back in those days, there was no road into that 

part of the country and everything had to be trans

ported over by boat. Sometimes, our little Aeroliner 

boat was so loaded with a cement mixer, a stove, 

1956. Inside Olson's cabin - lieldstone lireplace be
lore groating coffee table and chairs Hilding built . 

1965. Hilding and daughter Karen on bench in lront 
ol Bar-B·Que at our West Hawk lake cabin. 

fridge (ice box in those early days), furniture or 

something or other that there was not much distance 
between the lake and the top of the boat. Woe if 
the water was rough!!! 

We docked at Lakeside Cabins and have 

memories of when it was a problem to reach the 
dock there. One weekend , a bad storm blew up and 
when it was time to return to Winnipeg, the waves 

were so high that we had to hug the shoreline all 

around Penniac Bay and a10ng to Zimmerman's in

stead of heading the boat directly across the lake 
as we usually did. Another time, when the night was 
black as coal, we had difficulty locating the dock 

and it was scary at the time and we were glad to 

arrive safely. 
A1so back in the fifties, money was short and we 

arranged with Adolph to frame in our collage, con

sisting of three bedrooms, a Iiving-dining room and 
a kitchen in 1953 paying him off monthly at a laugh

able amount by today' s standards. 
Hilding built the beds, coffee table, dining table 

and chairs. He loved constructing articles out of 

wood. In those early 1950's there was no electricity 

but we had our own electrical plant that gave us 
power for Iights, etc. Later on Hydro lines came into 

the area and everyone was glad for that. A1so, later 

on a road was constructed. Ali the cottage owners 

got together and paid to have a road built. Then 
later when the Manitoba government took over, we 

were a11 reimbursed for our original output. 
We built a high, large water tank stand and were 

blessed with running water fed by gravity. Even had 
a tap on our old-fashioned pedestal sink in our . 
roomy outdoor biffy with its reading racks of maga

zines for those who were slow doing the job. 
One weekend, we found a squirrel in the collage 

and needless to say there was a bit of a mess to clean 
up. Another time in the early days we had a wood 

stove, a bird had gollen down the chimney and was 

still alive inside the stove. 
Bob Wagstaff, his wife Kay, daughters Bonnie 

and Kathy and baby son Robby were regular guests. 
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Roland Olson and Iriend working on rool ol 
Bar-B-Que. 

Bob did all aur electrical wiring as well as assisting 

on many other projects. It was a lot of hard work 

but also good times we re enjoyed by all. 
Hilding's son , Roland and wife, Helen , spent 

many weekends helping with the finishing and other 

jobs. They enjoyed holidays there with their 
friends and did someone mention skinny-dipping? 

Between the cottage and the lake, we built a large 

screened in barbecue where we enjoyed many 

scrumptious steak meals. There was an outside stair

way to the roof where one could sit or lie and sun 
oneself. In 1955, we had a big bash at the grand 
open ing of the barbecue and many guests were in

vited. I was pregnant that year and Hilding did not 
want me worrying so he made all the arrangements 

unbeknown to me. It was all a great surprise to me. 

That September our first daughter, Karen was bom. 
Among the guests were Paul MarpIes and his wife. 

Paul ran a but cher shop on Main Street in Winni

peg and provided the many steaks for the occasion. 
He decided to go for a ride on the paddleboat (bi-

1965. Cum bers children, Paula, Tom and Sandra who 
with their parents were Irequent visitors at the cabin. 
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July 23,1983. Our lamily , back, Peggy and husband 
Vern Gudmondson and Karen's husband Ken Commo
dore, lronl: Madge , Karen and Hilding Olson. 

cycle on pontoons) that Roland had built. He pad

dled around the smali bay easily but upon returning 

to the dock and disembarking, he feli into the brink 
getting soaked naturally. In his wallet were the tak

ings of the day from his shop and we had a good 

laugh as he watched his wife clothes pin all those 

bills onto the line to dry out. 

Among visitors dearest to us were Roberta (Bob

biel and Grant Cum bers and their three children 
from Regina and I asked them for a few memories. 
The first year they stayed at our cottage was in the 

summer of 1954 when their youngest daughter was 

three . Nancy, our boxer had just had her first litter 

of pups in a kennel and we left them all at the cot

tage with the Cumbers so they had a houseful that 
week. The weekend they arrived while out boating, 

Hilding and Grant took the bottom unit off the mo

tor on a rock. Hilding borrowed a 25 horsepower 

motor so the Cum bers could have the use of the 
boat. The first day they were alone, they loaded the 

kids into the boat and headed up the lake to a beach 
we had shown them. Bobbie remem bers sitting in 
the bottom of the boat with her daughter, Paula, 

between her legs so she could not fali out. She was 

so scared as Grant had never handled a large mo
tor before . They got completely lost and never did 

find the beach but eventually made their way back 
safely to the dock at Olson's. 

That year Grant sat out in the boat on the lake 
and sketched the cabin under the trees along wit h 
surrounding country. When they returned home and 

at his leisure that winter created an oil painting that 

he had presented to us. It was a lovely surprise to 

us that will always be cherished and hangs on our 
living room wall today . 

The Cumbers remembered laughing about all the 
empty liquor bottles under the cottage and Hilding 
saying that those we re his labour costs. 

I 
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In the living room was a large fireplace made with 
fieldstone that we had transported over a few 
months, a few at a time in our trailer each weekend. 

Bobbie remem bers that the stone work was beauti
ful at the bottom but deteriorated further up as the 
stone mason got further into the drinks. 

The Cumbers were back again for holidays in 1956 
and they remem ber the weekend the gang of us, 
Eileen and Ed Stanton with their four girls , Helen 
and Roland and their dog and bird , Hilding and l 

with our dog and the five Cumbers. We thought it 
was a miracle that we didn't drown someone. We 

took the Cumbers to meet the Nothstein brothers 
who took us al! for a ride in their fast inboard and 
Bobbie remem bers wit h a laugh that their flag was 
a pair of ladies' panties. 

Grant remem bers the night that he and Hilding 
sat beside the fireplace with a 40 oz. of rye and 24 

beer and "taiked" a fishing trip to Lake Silver for 
muskel!unge. Neither of them wanted bacon and 
eggs for breakfast. 

Another incident that comes to mind is one 
weekend Hilding and Bob had gone to visit at Dr. 

Ranosky's when a bad storm came up suddenly with 

a very strong wind. The two men had a difficult 
time and literal!y had to hang onto the trees to get 
back again, . 

In November 1957, when our second daughter 
Peggie was born, I became handicapped and next 

summ er it was difficult to go to the cabin. It was 
with regret we were forced to selI in November 1958 
to the Holmes , a photographer. He built onto the 
cabin and made many changes. 

In October 1990, Hilding passed away, but I will 

a1ways cherish my memories of Olson's first cabin 
on West Hawk Lake. 

BLOCK 7 LOT 9 

TERRY AND ELDRED MANCER 

By Kathleen Norton 

Alf and Nita Mancer had rented at C.B.C. cabins 

in the 1950's before deciding to buy a cottage in 1963 
at Penniac Bay, Block 6, Lot 3. The cottage was 
owned by Mr. Cross and had been built by Mr. Ing
mundson. 

Fifteen years later the cottage was overflowing 

with three generations as welI as cousins and friends. 

So Terry Mancer and his wife Eldred bega n look
ing for a place of their own . 

One Sunday morning late in April 1978, Harry 
and I, Eldred's parents, received a phone calI from 

our daughter at West Hawk, "Would you please 

drive down and look at a cottage for sale in Moon

light Bay?" Having sold our own cottage at Brere
ton Lake the previous summer , we were not too keen 

to become involved with another cottage. I was not 

impressed with the Moonlight Bay place although 

Terry and his father-in-Iaw could see possibilities. 
II was lakefront property but the cottage would re
quire an addition and a great deal of alteration. Ter
ry's offer was accepted by Mr. and Mrs. MilIis on 
May 7, 1978, so we had another cottage to work at. 

Terry and Eldred made their first tri p down with 
a TV, an air conditioner and a new set of golf clubs. 
Harry and I went with a load of handyman supplies: 
paints, plaster and cement to begin repairs! A few 
days later, neighbors Bob Henley and Sid Bettes in
troduced themselves to welcome us to West Hawk 
Lake. 

Harry and I worked and cleaned and the last job 
we did before leaving was to make new cement steps 
at the back door. That night, July II, we left for 
Winnipeg. Early the next morning, Terry received 
a phone calI in Winnipeg from Beny Henley inform
ing him that the cottage had burned down. Light

ning at 5 a.m. had struck the hydro pole and the 
electric wires had carried the current to the fuse box 
in the cottage. Two propane tanks were located out
side near the fuse box so the cottage simply ex
ploded. Our cement steps never dried! We were 
devastated. 

Bob Henley, a fireman, had quickly notified the 
Falcon Lake Fire Department and had alerted the 
neighbors to clear out. The neighbor next door, Bob 
McLeod, had risen early that morning and sat 
watching the lovely red glow on the water unaware 
of the fire, until he was notified to leave. He and 
Pat grabbed the dog and ran for the car. Pat 
returned to the cottage ... she had forgotten to 
make her bed! Fortunately rai n kept the fire from 
spreading until it had burned itself out. 

Later, Bob Gawne moved in with his equipment 
of truck, tractor and front-end loader to remove the 
debris which amounted to nine truckloads. Left 
hanging on an iron post was a wet white towel, vis
ibly printed "Winnipeg General Hospital". 

Terry hired local people to rebuild: A1ec Young, 

the contractor, Ken Ilderton, the electrician, and 
Bob Gawne, the plumber and landscaper. By the 

fal! of 1978 a four-bedroom cottage was erected. 
Harry spent the winter making kitchen cupboards 

in our basement so once again in early May we had 
a fulI load going to the cottage. II was fun getting 
resettled because we al! worked together. Terry, a 
dentist was not ton familiar with hammer and nails 
but qulckly learned the finer points of tongue and 

groove cedar. EventualIy, an old w.orkshop was 
remodelled into a guest house and a fme new boat

house was built . 
Little Michael Mancer arrived February 2, 1982, 

to complete a family of four children, the older three 

being Sevan, Leanne and Kari. The ｣ｾｩｬ､ｲ･ｮ＠ are 
ood swimmers and waterskiers and wlth lots of 

g rn 



water equipment, a trampoline, and Sheena, a gold
en lab, there are few duli moment s around the cot
tage. The two Mancer cottages accommodate several 
family relatives during the holiday season. 

Harry and I are no longer needed as babysitters 
but we join for special occasions. West Hawk Lake 
will always be our family's special spot. 

BLOCK 15 LOT 1 

By Dr. Percy Goldberg 

We purchased the cottage August 22, 1978, from 
Dr. and Mrs. Lloyd Dulmage (he was past presi
dent of Brandon University). Mrs . Betty Smith was 
the real estate agent. 

We had owned a lovely cottage at Boundary Park 
near Winnipeg Beach which we enjoyed while the 
chi Id ren were smali . When they grew up and 

preferred not to come to the lake, my wife and I 
decided to sell and look for a smali cozy place in 
the Whiteshell for the two of us. Needless to say 
we found our dream cottage but in no time at all 
our teenage children feli in love with our new haven. 

We've added on twice now and find that the fa
mily manages to gather there each summer coming 
from distant places. Also, the grandchildren now 
thrive in this environment. 

We love it, and are happy to have made the move 
and even hap pi er that three generations enjoy it 
together. 

BLOCK 15 LOT lA 

By Harvey Gurvey 

An outdoor person at heart, I had visited the 
Whiteshell before I ever thought of owning a 
cottage. 

During a curling game, Saul Chernaick, who had 
a cottage on Howe Bay at West Hawk Lake, told 
me som e lots were com ing up for lease. After the 
game, I walked across the street to the Forestry 
Office (as the Parks Branch was then known) and 
paid $25. for each of two lots. The second was for 
my brother Sidney who built on it and still has it. 
This was the fali of 1954. 

That winter I designed the cottage and lined up 
a contractor to build the following spring, as soon 
as it was possible to get to the lot. The road then 
went to Lot l in Block 15, from where the lumber 
and other material was carried up a rock incline to 
my lot. This was the spring of 1955, the same year 

we were married. 
We didn't spend our honeymoon at the cottage 

because we didn't have any conveniences at all that 
year. Things soon changed. I made walking steps 
from where we left the car to the cottage and they 
served us well until either 1957 or 1958 when we 
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hired a man to make a road to our cottages. It cost 
us $400. It was great to be able to drive right to Our 
cottage, but wasn't long before cottage owners past 

us started using our road. The Parks Department 
took it over, widened and upgraded it , and now 

maintain it year-round. 
We were only there a year or so when electricity 

came to the area. I remem ber we paid $100. a pole 
but [ don 't remember how many poles or for which 
ones. This was a great boost so far as making life 
a lot easier at the lake . We could have a water pres
sure system and a refrigerator. Gradually we got a 
lot more things and we finally replaced the propane 
heating with electric heat. 

We resisted putting in the phone untill recently. 
Now that we are spending more time at the lake and 
we have grandchildren, we felt it was time. We can 
keep in touch with my elderly mother-in-Iaw who 
lives alone in the city. 

[ enjoy working around the cottage and do all our 
main ten ance. This sometimes meant we were langer 
getting things done than i f we had hired people but 
we are very comfortable now. 

We had our problems, like everyone else. The 

bears were a nuisance for years upsetting the gar
bage cans and scattering the garbage all over the 
place. The Parks Branch is to be commended for 
installing the bear-proof?? garbage boxes . It has 
taken the bears away from the cottages to a certain 
extent. 

Then there was a terrible hailstorm, [ believe in 
1967. We we re in the city at the time. My brother 
phoned and said he thought we should come down 
because the hailstones were as big as golf balls, and 
there had been damage to the cottage roof. What 
a mess greeted us when we arrived. Water all over 
everything, still dripping from the ceiling. We had 
to start at the top, repairing the shingles, and then 
literally going through the whole cabin to dry 
everything. 

On August 17, 1989, we were taking my brother 
and sister-in-law, who live in Toronto, back to Win
nipeg. We were hit broadside at the junction of P .R. 
302 and No. I Highway. Both cars were demolished. 
My wife and sister-in-Iaw were severely injured, but 
have recovered. My brother and [ were only shaken 
up in an experience that spoiled an otherwise beau
tiful holiday for us all . 

Our pleasures and joys at the cottage are many, 
like having our son and his family come out on 
weekend s from the city, and our daughter and her 

family for summer holidays. Then there is our youn
ger son who works in California phoning to see if 
the cottage will be open in September when he has 
holidays , as he wants to come to West Hawk Lake 
to the quietness, and to enjoy all the beauty of the 
fali and just to dream. 



BLOCK 15 LOT S 

By Doug and Zelma Hay 

We we re first introduced to West Hawk Lake in 
the mid 1950's by our friend, Jack Fyles who built 

his cottage on Block 15, Lot lA. Jack's cottage was 
designed by Roy Lev who was the architect for the 

El'nor Motel. We had a boat and Jack had a cot
tage so consequently we were constant guests at 
Jack's cottage and even spent a couple days of our 
honeymoon in May 1957 at his place. It was a late 

spring that year and it was quite an experience to 
look through the floar boards and see the snow on 

the ground under the cottage and eat frozen canned 
peaches and cookies for breakfasL 

In 1961 we acquired the lease for our property 

from Jack at Block 15, Lot 5. Under the term s of 
the lease our cottage had to be built before the sum
mer of 1962 or the lot would be forfeited . My father, 

Paul Kelunick, built our original cottage during the 
winter of 1961-62. He lived at the El'nor which was 
owned by Mike Manchulenko at the time. Inciden
tally, Jack Fyles was Mike's accountant during those 

years and helped Mike a lot when the restaurant 
burnt down and also to get the ski hill in operation. 

Anne Thiessen was managing the restaurant at the 
time and she packed lunches for my Dad who 
worked at the cottage site the full day. The lunches 
would have been sufficient for several people. My 

Dad used to share the food with the deer, foxes and 
wolves that were constantly around . Dad kept a rifle 

handy in case the wolves attacked and once stayed 
on the roof until 1 a .m. waiting for the wolves to 
leave 50 he wouldn't have to shoot them. 

Our sons, Derek and Jamie, were three and four 

years old that first summer and as a growing fami
ly with not too much money, we allotted $200.00 

a year for the next five years for improvement to 

the cottage. The first year the $200.00 was al most 
enough to put in the running water with the intake 

suspended over a spring at the bottom of the lake. 
We also needed an outdoar biffy - the indoor one 

came several years later. Jack was building a modern 

A-frame biffy and donated his old one to us. As 
the biffy was being dragged by rope up the hill we 

heard a car coming our way. We immediately set 

the biffy upright, opened the door and sat down chin 
in hand. We don't know who the driver of the car 

was - but we apologize now for the shock he ex
perienced. 

Our sons learned to water ski at Star Lake at a 
young age at the school 50 expertly run by the Reids . 

Even now, they still take advantage of the glass 

smooth water for a ski around the lake. 

Our eldest son Derek met his wife Gail at West 

Hawk Lake. Gail's parents, Fran Campbell and her 
late husband Don had a cottage on Big Island and 

through mutual friends, Donald and Margaret 
MacAngus , who are also on the lake, the young 
couple were introduced. Derek and Gaillive in Win

nipeg and have three daughters, Crystal , Brittney 
and Austin. 

Many of our sons' school friends from the Fort 
Garry area of Winnipeg are also at West Hawk. Our 
youngest son, Jamie, at one time worked for the 
Parks Branch in the campgrounds at West Hawk 
and ais o at the weigh scales at the border. He used 
to paddle our canoe across the silent waters of the 
lake in the wee hours of the morning to go to work . 
For a couple of years he owned the famous McDou
galls ' cottage at the landing. He is married to Kim, 
the daughter of Walter and Arlie Trowsdale form-
er!y from MeMunn. ' 

We have constantly improved and added to our 
cottage. We call it "Disneyland" because it will 
never be finished. One highlight of our winter is the 
mixed bonspiel. We have had a rink entered every 
year since it started. We also remem ber the Pan

Am Games and the bicycle races which were held 
here. A fellow from Montreal won and the presen
tation was hel d under the flags next to where the 
marina is new. 

The road to our cottage was a mud ｴｲ｡ｩ＠ through 
the bush in the 1950's and now is a wide gravel road 
allowing us to drive right to our door. In 1989 we 
purchased the hotel in Fa1con Lake and are back 
to page one doing renovations and improvements. 
With our cottage, the hotel and our involvement 
with the Community Club we are deeply committed 
to the area and hope to see our grandchildern en
joy it as much as we have. 

LOT 6 BLOCK 15 MOONLIGHT BAY ROAD 

D. W. FINLAY 

By Mrs. D. E. (Sybil) Finlay 

The Finlays of Lot 6 Block 15, would have to be 
considered among the newer families on West Hawk 
Lake, although our cottage on the Moonlight Bay 

Road has been stand ing for 25 years . 
Sybil's connection with the Whiteshell goes back 

to the family cottage (Sybil and Frank Horne) on 

Caddy Lake, and Gir! Guide Camp days in the 
1950's. David's connection bega n with a desire to 
sail his Y flyer where the others seemed to congre
ate in the ear!y 1960's - on West Hawk Lake. This 
led to acquiring a lease in 1962 and the building of 
a self-designed/ commercially built cottage in 1964. 
(A plan is afoot for a small addition in 1989.) 

Married life overtook him in 1965 and the sub

sequent arrival of two sons: .Graha.m. ?nd Peter, 
somehow slowed down hIS salhng actlvllIes . An un
foreseen event was a business transfer to Toronto 
in 1970. The intervening years have involved com-
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binations of driving and f1ying to squeeze in holi

days at "the lake" and keep our roots in Manitoba 
alive for our children. They both in time attended 

Camp Stephens at the Lake of the Woods and sto ut

Iy defend this cottage country as equal or better to 

anything their Ontario counterparts may have ex

perienced in Ontario. 
Many friends and relatives have stayed under 

our roof over the years and we have exchanged visits 

with several other lake dwellers in the area. We have 

seen many changes to the cottages in the area and 

are sometimes amazed at the difference a year can 

make in the village of West Hawk Lake and in the 

cottages around us. 
We are particularly interested in the wildlife 

around us here and because we belong to the On

tario Field Naturalists we were asked to take part 

in a loon survey during 1986-88. They were con

cerned that pollution was affecting the deve\opment 

and maturing of the eggs of the loon in Ontario, 
and one of their areas of interest was Lake of the 

Woods. The Finlays volunteered to sen d in statis

tics and observations on West Hawk Lake and our 
help was accepted. Trish Holman was co-opted as 

a full-time summer resident on the lake. It was an 

interesting survey but our conclusions were that 
there has been little if any effect on the number of 

birds in this particular area. This record-keeping has 

spurred us on to keeping a diary of our own, of birds 
sighted and of other observations and happenings 

of interes!. Wit h luck it will be the beginning of a 

family tradition which will be maintained by vari
ous generations. In a smali way it will provide a 

chronicie of life at W.H .L., a minor tangent to this 
important history of the Whiteshell which Olive and 

Anne have been inspired to promote. 

MEMORIES OF "OWE BA Y 
By Sigrum Kissack 

It was way back in the Fifties 

When the Kissacks found the lo!. 

There was no road or power 
But it was the perfect spot, 
A solid rock foundation 
And a heavenly view of the bay 
So without any hesitation 
They decided they were here to stay. 

They carried in the lumber 
From the very top of the hill 
It was a very onerous task 

But there's a way where there's a will 

Wilfred built the cabin 
No power tools, only loving care 

The children L10yd and Linda 
Both helped and did their share 
Over the years more rooms were added 
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Kissack grandchildren, Jennifer and Julianne, John. 

Kissack grandchildren, Kristine , Jennifer and 
Julianne. 

It was a retreat from stres s and strife 

A place for friends to gather 
For us a happy, joyous life ... 

In the beginning the wilderness was a11 around us. 
Bears casually roamed by. Two skunks made their 
home, in a very peaceful way, in our wood pile for 
several years. A doe with her twin fawns came to 

visit in the evening and to graze on our patch of 
lawn. Partridges nested under the cottage, and in 

the fali the broad of grown chicks would return and 

sun themselves on the patio. 
Beaver swa m around our dock and the giant tur

tles would lurk in the water so still and so huge they 
looked like stepping stones. One day a bear got his 
head caught in our neighbors' garbage tin. It was 

a heavy metal tin and the poor hear was unable to 

shake it orr. Our enterprising neighbor pried it off 
the bear's head with a two by four, to the applause 

of aU the neighbors. 
Life was simple and friendly and we thought we 

would we retire there eventuaUy. But it was not to 

be. My husband passed away quite suddenly. The 
cottage went into a period of mourning. It was the 



coming of the new generation that sparked it back 
to life. Son-in-law Bruce showed both skill and en-
thusiasm for repairs and renovations. ance again, 
there was the bustle of activity and life went on 

anew. 
Three generations now enjoy the summer at 

Howe Bay. Lloyd and Gloria from Calgary bring 
their two youngsters, Julianne and John, in the sum-
mer holidays. Linda and Bruce from Winnipeg 
spend July and August there with their two daugh-
ters, Kristen and Jennifer. Ali activities seem to 
center around the grandchildren, swimming lessons, 
berry picking, various games, laughter and tears. 
Who knows? Maybe the cottage will be a haven for 
the fourth generation in the years to come. 

This has been written as a loving tribute to my 
late husband, Wilfred Kissack, who had a beauti-
ful dream and a vision of the future, and whose hard 
work and dedication made it possible for the grand-
children he never knew to enjoy it all today. 

Sigrun Kissack, Lloyd and Gloria Kissack, Lin-
da and Bruce Alexander, Julianne and John Kis-
sack, Kristine and Jennifer Alexander. 

HOWE BA Y LOT 9 
By Alan Nozick 

We were introduced to West Hawk Lake in 1954 
when we came to visit our daughter Sharon who was 
at Girl Guide Camp at Caddy Lake. She very em-
phatically told us we must see this 'cute little water-
falI' meaning that area around the bridge at the 
north end of West Hawk Lake where it empties into 
Caddy Lake. Sharon knew about it because the 
Guides had hi king trails in that area . 

The family complied with her wishes and were 
walking along the trail when we heard someone cali 
our name. We turned around to see our friends, the 
Kormans, waving to us. We we re invited over for 
a visit and to spend a few hours on the dock. We 
feli in love wit h the lake, the tran qui lity and the 
scenery . I said, "This is what l want." 

Back in Winnipeg l immediately started inquir-
ing about available lots. This was when the first lots 
on the south shore of Falcon were being surveyed, 
but that didn't appeal to me. Then we found Lot 
9 Howe Bay and discovered some of the lots there 
belonged to friends. This was important because l 
knew Beattie would have friends to visit during the 
week when l was in the city working, and there were 
other children for our chi Id ren to play with all the 

time. This, along with the ract it was a quiet little 

bay safe for the children to swim and play around 
in smali boats, really sold us on the location. 

We didn't want to have to add on to a cottage 
in a few years, so we designed one with lots of sleep-

ｩｾｧ＠ and living space and a screened area. It has satis-
fled our needs for 35 years. 

Mr. Jentsch Sr. who was a carpenter in the city 
consented to build our cottage. Adolph ｚｩｭｭ･ｲｭ｡ｾ＠
set ｾｳ＠ up wlth a gravity-flow water system and we 
put In propane for heating, cooking and refrigera-
tlOno It wasn't long before we hooked up alittle tele-
ｰｨｾｮ･＠ system with our neighbors, the Bill inkoffs, 
Weldmans, Winograds and Chernaicks. When 
hydro and telephones came to the area we installed 
both, but other than that, things are very much as 
we started out and we still enjoy it just that way. 

HOWE BA Y LOT 13 

By LuciIle Weidman 

Lewis's uncle and aunt, the Kormans, have had 
a cottage out here, near the fish hatchery, since the 
1930's and Lewis had always loved the time he spent 
visiting. When our family was very young we rented 
a cottage at Winnipeg Beach for a few summers. 
There was so much noise, congestion and pollution 
that the proximity to the city was not worth it. We 
decided we would stay at home rather than go there 
again. 

We began inquiring about locations in the 
Whiteshell, really expecting we would have to wait 
for the south shore of Falcon to open. aur friends, 
the Cherniacks and the Winograds, were also in-
terested, and the plan was to get lots next to each 
other so our children would have company (and so 
would we). 

In 1952, we found out some lots on Howe Bay 
would soon be available, so we drove out together 
and inspected the lots. We were so happy to get 
them. They fronted on a quiet, shallow bay, which 
we thought ideal for our smali children. 

lt proved to be so and to this day - 37 years later 
- it holds true for our grandchildren. 

We have many fond memories of our summers 
at the lake, such as our yearly birthday party for 
our daughter and my husband. Both their birthdays 
are days apart in July. Then there were the movies 
when Len Claydon, a cottage owner nearby, would 
put up a sheet down by the rock and show movies 
for all the kids, young and old. Twenty years ago 
(1969) when they put a man on the moon, we all 
met again on the dock to look at it. And the sum-
mer the Russian Sputnik was up in the sky flying 
around we all met again on the dock to watch for 
it. Then there were the lovely fresh blueberry pies 
we all loved, as long as l don't have to pick the 

berries. 
Another memory l have is a trip back to Winni-

peg and having to go in a convoy escorted by the 
R.C.M.P. through a forest fire. This was when the 
new Trans-Canada Highway was being built in either 
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the summer of 1954 or 1955. 
Sometimes when l sit in the veranda, and enjoy 

the tranquility , I think of my dear hus band Lewis, 
who loved it so. He passed away October 5, 1988 
and I fervently hope he found another "West Hawk 
Lake in the Sky." 

"OWE BA Y LOT 3 
By Saul and Pat Cherniack 

In the summ er of 1951, Pat and I and our two 
chi Id ren spent our summer holidays at Lake Win-
nipeg. It was disastrous for our one-year-old. It 
seemed our whole holidays were spent fighting his 
sore throat. That year I promised myself that I 
would spend our holidays from now on in the 
Whiteshell. We had visited and stayed a long 
weekend at Pat's uncle and aunt, Cynthia and Jack 
Korman ' s. 

Lewis and LuciIle Weidman and Neville and 
Grace Winograd were of the same opinion. The la-
dies were willing to go as long as they were near one 
another. That summer , Neville phoned to tell me 
that three lots were available on a place called Howe 
Bay. He had got his information from Manny Brick-
er who was liv ing across the lake at High Rock 
Beach. We discovered the government was opening 
Lots 6, 7 and 8 and so, for $15. each, we became 
the owners of lots sight unseen. 

To establish which lot was whose, we flipped a 
coin. Neville took #6, I to ok #7 and Lewis, #8. 

Early that fali we motored out to view the lots. 
There was only a narrow road leading up to Lot 5. 
From there we trekked in. We sawa large amount 
of bush, a shoreline and bay good for swimming. 
The bay was no more than six to eight feet in the 
middle. 

The ranger at that time assured us the bay had 
a b1ack sandy bottom. The only sand we ever saw 
was what we imported to make a beach between lots 
6 and 7. 

On the ｴｲ｡ｩ＠ back to Highway #44 we kept remind-
ing the girls that we had been out for two hours and 
hadn't seen a bear. Then around the ben d were a 
mother and her two cubs sitting in the middle of 
the road. 

We didn't build on Lot 7 but we took Lot 3 in-
stead and have been happy there since. 

When Pat and I got ourselves established in 1953, 
we drew our water out of the bay, our lighting con-
sisted of coal ｯｩｬ｡ｭｰｳ＠ and there was a wood stove 
for cooking and heating the cottage. It was primi-
tive by today's standards but it was enjoyable ex-
cept for the mosquitoes and blackflies . 

In 1956-57, Manitoba Hydro suggested we could 
have power faster if the clearing of three feet on 
either side of the road could be widened up to Lot 8. 
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Len Claydon was willing to do the cutting with 
his power saw. Power saws were very new at that 
time. His working crew were city slickers Joe ｂｩﾭ
linkoff, Neville Winograd, Alan Nozick, Lewis 
Weidman, Bill Gills, Len Lindgram and myself. 

Len started cutting at 8 a.m. We had long poles 
to shift the trees so they feli in the right place. This 
went on till 6 p.m. or later and we thought we had 
done a good job, untill Manitoba Hydro complained 
it wasn't good enough and completed it themselves. 

In the 1960's I bought a new motorboat, so one 
weekend we decided to go across the lake to visit 
my wife's au nt and we took our five-year-old daugh-
ter with uS. Now Aunt Cynthia Korman's cottage 
was at the north end of the lake, close to the fish 
hatchery. 

The day was cloudy and the lake calm when we 
set out. When we reached the Korman cottage, no 
one was at home, as we turned around, it began to 
rain. The rain became heavier, so we pulled into a 
cottage of friends. They weren ' t home either, so we 
couldn't even thank them for their hospitality. 

When the rai n seemed to let up, we started out 

again. As we left the bay and entered the main part 
of the lake, it came down in sheets. There was no 
wind so the lake was still as smooth as glass. Our 
wet daughter began to ery, so we sat her under the 
transom . Our dock was a welcome sight. As I cut 
the motor and stepped out on to the dock, I pushed 
the boat backwards. My wife, who had no idea of 
motor mechanies, couldn't start the motor. Our 
daughter started to cryagain, so I jumped into the 
water and pulled the boat in . We were saturated, 
and took off our clothes on the sun-deck before we 
entered our cottage. 

Early in the 1960's I asked Adolph Zimmerman 
to hel p me make my boat serviceable. He had to 
come at 9 a.m. There was aviolent storm with strong 
winds and a lot of rain through the night, and it 
was noon before he arrived. He had spent the morn-
ing removing trees and restoring power at his camp. 
We had power, although all around us the cottages 
were without power. 

After Adolph got the boat fixed, he and I went 
walking back to the cottage when I noticed a large 
tree on our lot at a terrible angle. I suggested to 
Adolph that it should be brought down before it 
falls. "No problem," said Ado1ph and he got his 
chain saw. There was no problem with the cutting 
down, but instead of the tree going "that away" 
- it went " this away" and cut the power line. Ali 
Adolph could console us with was his advice 10 noti-
f y Manitoba Hydro. 

Pat and I went down to the Hydro office on the 
old road (301) and left a note before heading back 
to the city to work. 

A person had to see that office door to believe 
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it. There were notes in every nook and cranny and 

all around the windows - nobody had electricity. 
Early the next morning my wife phoned the same 

Hydro office from our city home to inform them 

there was no power at our cottage and probably live 

wires on the ground. After a stunned silence, the 
Hydro man answered, "Madam, my phone has been 

ringing alI morning with people screaming abusively 

at me. You are the first one to be polite. I thank 
you, and your power will be restored as quickly as 

possible. That afternoon he called back to tell us 

our line had been repaired, and our power was on. 
We are now into the third generation enjoying the 

cottage. We still enjoy West Hawk and especially 
Howe Bay as much today as we did in the beginning. 

ONE FAMILY'S REMINISCENCES 

OF THE WHITESHELL 

By Margret Malaher 

The Malahers' assosciation with the Whiteshell 

goes back to 1927 when fire protection for the area 

was handled from Lac du Bonnet and was a feder-
al concern. My husband, Gerald Malaher, worked 

that summer and several succeeding ones at fire pro-

tection. He and his crews fought many fires around 
Rennie and area east to the Ontario border. Dur-

ing the winter of 1931 he was employed by the sur-
veys branch of the provincial government and 

became a member of the crew laying out cottage lots 

on West Hawk and Falcon lakes. They lived under 

canvas all winter and moved camp every few weeks 
to be near their work. It was part of Gerry's job 

to ski into Ingolf every week to coUect their mail. 

In 1938, after a posting as Forester in charge of 
the Sandilands Forest Reserve, a married man now 

with a wife and two smali children, he returned to 

the Whiteshell. We went to live at the H.Q. at Ren-
nie which consisted of a house, a garage-workshop 

and an ice-house. Cal Ritchey was his assistant and 

the ｒｩｴ｣ｨ･ｾｳ＠ ｬｩｶｾ､＠ in a log cabin at West Hawk, now 
the admlrustratlOn building. I can stil! remem ber the 
colorful ｮ｡ｳｴｵｲｴｉｵｾｳ＠ Mrs. Ritchey had growing on 
the hIgh rock outslde the cabin beside the highway. 
LIly Rltchey, their daughter, had to go to 

school In Whltemouth where she lived aU week. No 

school,buses for her. Our daughter Patricia (Trish), 
then 6 V2 years old, began her formai schooling at 
the one-room school in Rennie under the able teach-
ing of Pat Hill. Pat and her mother lived in the 
teacherage behind the school. We had lived at San-
dilands without water and electricity and any neigh-
bors for six miles. The WhitesheU had no 
improvement as far as water and electricity were 

concerned, but we did have neighbors alittle near-
er. The town and the school were only a mile away 
and across the road alittle toward Rennie lived Alf 
Hole and his weU-loved geese. This mile walk to 
town seemed a long walk to a small girllike Trish. 
My mother in the city used to worry about her, but 
I don 't think we did. 

The lovely trees in front of the house were smali 
then, having been planted as a circular driveway by 
our predecessor. Bil! Schortinghuis. It was not un-
usual to look out the veranda at night and see 20 
or more deer grazing in front of the house. To grow 

a garden was almost impossible, no matter how we 
tried to protect it. 

Gerry's work at Forester in Charge of the 
WhitesheU had many facets. He might spend the 
morning on road maintenance, the afternoon issu-
ing wood cutting permits and the evening setting a 
skunk trap for a cottager. He had summer residents 

to look after and roads to maintain and build (in 
those days roads within the reserve were the respon-
sibility of the forestry branch). He built the first ten-
nis courts at West Hawk and Toniata, but had no 
time to play on them. The tower was by the house 

and our towerman was Walter Danyluk who lived 
in Rennie. Walter later became a member of the per-

Three generations ol the 
Malaher lamily. Back row, L 
to R: Dave Holman, Margret 
Malaher, Rosemary Malaher, 
Gerald Malaher, Tom Mala· 
her David Malaher. Front 
ro"':, L to R: Trish Holman, 
Barbara Holman, Cherytt 
Holman and Diane Malaher. 
Taken at West Hawk Lake 
near the survey cairn Gerald 
Malaher put in in 1932 on our 

Lot 45. 
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The Malaher Holman cottage isolated 45 West Hawk 
Lake. 

manent staff in the Winnipeg office. Fire-fighting 
was a large part of the summer responsibility, 
although it was never as big a part of our lives as 
it had been at Sandilands. lt was nice to be able to 
go swimming at Brereton Lake. Saturdays and Sun-
days were often the busiest days of the week dur-
ing the summer. No weekends off could be counted 
on. 

After four years at the Whiteshell H.Q. we were 
moved to The Pas and our association with the 
Whiteshell came to an abrupt stop. North of 53 was 
a long way off. 

In 1946 we were moved to Winnipeg and Gerry 
was made Director of Wildlife, forsaking his fore-
stry affiliation. Summer holidays then became a 
reality and where to spend them? The Whiteshell 
of course! We borrowed or rented cottages for sever-
al years. 

When we returned to Winnipeg I resumed my ac-
tive participation in the Girl Guide movement. The 
Guide camp at Ponemah Beach was proving inade-
quate for the growing interest in camping and the 
Winnipeg Area camp committee began looking for 
a site with more challenge. Gerry's hel p was enlisted 
and he agreed to take the committee to West Hawk 
to look at a few spots he thought might be suitable. 
He took us to two and we were not impressed. Then 
he said he had one more that might interest us, a 
site he had reserved years before when we lived at 
Rennie, for a group whose option on the site had 
expired and it was now available. Of course when 
we saw the spot at Caddy Lake we were ecstatic and 
that brought the Malahers back to the Whiteshell 
for still another reason. Trish was a staff member 
at the camp for a number of years and our three 
Malaher granddaughters all attended as campers and 
two as junior staff. The year the camp was built a 
road was made for carrying supplies for the builders 

and later for the bus. This road connected with the 
hatchery road. lt was a good thing that the camp 
was the only one using the road for two way traffic 
was an impossibility! lt was qui te usual for the bus 
to get stuck at least once on the way in those last 

few miles. 
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One year when the bears became a problem the 
leaders at Guide Camp asked Gerry, wit h the per-

mission of the Park Ranger, to be on call to dispose 
of a big black fellow the campers had christened 
"George" . He was a familiar visitor at Caddy but 
the camp director was becoming apprehensive . Two 

park staff had been unsuccessful and they had other 
duties than waiting at guide camp for George to 
make an appearance. One night we were awakened 
by a phone call from the camp director, Debbie 
Haynes, saying that George was about. Earlier in 
the evening there had been a bad storm. The 
Brownie campers had all been bedded down in the 

dining hall instead of their ten ts. Electricity was off 
and all was in utter darkness when Gerry and Trish 
arrived at camp. They took up position at the kit-
chen windowand armed with a flashlight and a rifle. 
George made his expected appearance and Gerry 

fired. It was a black night and George was black 
and the flashlight was small and George disap-
peared. Gerry and Trish came home not knowing 
whether or not the shot had been successful. AlI this 
was while the Brownies had been sleeping just in-
side, knowing nothing of the drama being played 
outside the door. Park officials came in the morn-
ing, found George not far from the kitchen and 
while the campers were swimming, removed him. 
Only a few camp staff knew his fate . Our youngest 
granddaughter was one of the sleeping Brownies. 
She was sad when later told of his end. Gerry 
received a Guide "thanks badge" and a poem! 

One not so happy memory of the Whiteshell was 
our sojourn at the CBC Cabins in 1950 when our 
home in Winnipeg was flooded. Our accommoda-
tion was not the problem. It was our worry about 
our house in the city, the cold weather (ice still co-
vered West Hawk Lake) and Gerry being too oc-
cupied with his flood responsibilities to pay us any 
attention that made us so unhappy. 

In 1956 more lakefront cottage lots were opened 
and put up for bidding. We decided to seek a lot 
for ourselves. We walked or skied around the lake 
looking at those listed. We picked out the one we 
wanted and entered our bid feeling sure someone 
else would want such a choice lot. To our joy our 
bid was accepted and in 1957 in partnership with 
our daughter and her husband, Dave Holman, we 
built our cottage at the entrance to Howe Bay. It 

was erected by the two men under the able and stern 
direction of Adolph Zimmerman. We will always 
know their daughter Audrey's birthday because 
Adolph had to leave our men on their own before 
the cottage was finished to take Olive to hospital 
in Kenora for the birth of Audrey. 

The Holman daughters have spent every summer 
at West Hawk, Barb from the age of seven months 
and Cheri from two weeks. They learned to swim 
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and worked diligently at their Whiteshell Red Cross 
Swimming programs under the supervision of Bev 
Estveld. When older, the Holman girls bot h spent 
twO summers as Parks employees. Son David and 
his wife Rosemary and their children, Tom and Di-
ane, have spent many holidays at West Hawk stay-
ing with us and also renting. 

The first summer of Gerry's retirement he laid 
out the McGillivray Trail. He said, "lmagine be-
ing paid for something that is so much fun to do!" 
He left the cottage in the morning with a sandwich, 
a hatchet, a com pass and an aerial photograph of 
the area in his haversack and would return in time 
for dinner at nighL He also laid out a tra ｩ＠ for the 
CGIT camp at Brereton Lake, so of course he had 
to make a ｴｲ｡ｩ＠ for the Girl Guides, too. He did this 
by extending the a1ready existing Assinika ｴｲ｡ｩ＠ and 
bringing it out to the sand pit on the Caddy Lake 
road. As well he made our own private trail behind 
our cottage. 

We have been privileged over the years to receive 
as guests at the cottage many wildlife enthusiasts 
- artists, photographers, naturalists, archaeolo-
gists, geologists, pilots, all good friends who have 
enhanced our lives here. 

No matter where in the world one tra vel s it is hard 
to find a spot to compare with the Whiteshell. We 
alllove it. Trish and Dave come from Toronto where 
they now live. The girls come when they can. Barb 
has just obtained an MA degree from the Universi-
ty of London in England. Cheri is a geologist. Her 
thesis was based on the rock structure of an area 
between Falcon and West Hawk lakes. 

As I write, l am sitting on our veranda looking 
down Howe Bay at the setting sun. It was here at 
the cottage that Gerry died las t summer. II was fit-
ting that he should end his days at the spot he loved 
so well. 

Mr. Malaher passed away in the summer of 1984. 
Mrs. Malaher passed away February 1986. 
The Holmans conrinue to come every summer to 

enjoy what has become their Manitoba home! 

BLOCK 17 LOT 7 
JUNE 3, 1959 TO SEPTEMBER 13, 1987 

By W. Grace Scott 

When our three sons were young we holidayed 
at Ponemah Beach near Winnipeg Beach. II was 
safer for a ｦ｡ｭｩｹ＠ with boys learning to swim and 
easy to drive from home in Winnipeg for a vaca-
tion spot. 

Years later we were privileged to holiday at a 
friend's cottage on Brereton Lake in the Whiteshell 

and got the urge to explore a more rugged area. 
In conversation with Jean and Ed Forrest (who 

were thinking of the same area) we all decided to 

explore the Whiteshell. We learned that in the spring 
of 1959 ten lots were ｡ｶ｡ｩ｡｢ｬ･＠ to bid on at West 

Hawk. We drove down to the area and enthusiasti-
cali y put in for a first and second choice. We were 
each fortunate enough to receive our first bid 

We hastily drew up plans and had the shelI of;he 
cottage. started in early June. The fOllowing year 
electnclty was brought into the area and with water-
works soon to follow we were a1l set. 

Over the years we acquired more amenities but 
kept a rugged immage. Our family grew from five 
to 17, all of whom spent many happy times at the 
lake. Our shack in the "bush" became a summer 
home! 

After 28 years of untold pleasure and memories, 
our tenure came to a sudden close due to the demise 
of my dear husband Lloyd. 

As a resident of Toronto, it was not easy for me 
to continue using the cottage, so with heartache and 
many regrets l had to leave West Hawk behind. 

WEST HA WK LAKE NEWS 
By Ed Forrest 

Twenty-nine years ago ten cottages were built on 
Block No. 17. Only three cottages have changed 
hands in this length of time, with two ｦ｡ｭｩｩ･ｳ＠ hav-
ing moved away and the third one changing owner-
ship due to the death of Mr. Lloyd Scott, who we 
miss very much. Grace and Lloyd were a great 
couple to have in our midst. 

Four years ago, it was decided to hold a 25th An-
niversary party, which was held at the cottage of 
Jean and Ed Forrest. Since that time, a reunion has 
been held each year. This year it was held at the cot-
tage of Shirley and Andy Downie on August 7th. 
It is always a great pleasure for us all to meet and 
enjoy great felIowship, and we extend our thanks 
to the Downies for their hospitality. 

Now we are alllooking forward to another year 
of good health and happiness and another reunion 

in August 1989. 

BLOCK 12 LOT 7 
LES' LOFT 

By Helen and Les Anderson 

We first discovered and enjoyed the WhiteshelI 
as a family in the early 1950's at Toniata Beach and 
later at Pearl Crayston's cottage, also on. Falcon 
Lake, unfulfilled with the holiday season bemg only 
spring and fali, we often rented at Nelda and Har-
vey Hewwitt's Kinwin Cabins at West Hawk Lake 

for weekends . . 
On a sunny January day in 1962, we found a slte 

for sale on a point of land overlooking Big Island. 
A helI of a cottage, neglected for several years, was 
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the start of a potential cottage. It would entail much 

work from each member of the family and even 

friends conned into carrying lumber over rough ter

rain from the road. It was challenge accepted 

readily. 

We have been blessed with 28 years of family 

memories at Les' Loft, our cabin-on-high at West 

Hawk Lake. That descriptive term does not mean 
that a friend of Barbara's was necessarily correct 

when he wrote in our guest book, "75 yards -
HELL, 982 steps actual count". This is in reference 

to our location above the water. 

Here our children, and our children's families 
have enjoyed swimming, canoeing, water skiing and 
sailing for many years, along with tennis at the West 

. Hawk campgrounds and golf at the Falcon course. 
AlI this, and time off, of course, to acquire our share 
of blueberries each season. 

aur fuli guestbook attests to the many visitors 

from the width and breadth of the continent, from 
Britain and a Chinese family from Hong Kong. Not 

least were groups from the church, C.G.I.T., Scouts 

and sucho 
We have gathered so many memories over these 

last 28 years, such as the dark night our daughter 

Barbara encountered our dog Tippy and a skunk 
standing nose to nose. Each moved way without in
cident. Then there was the day Jim went for milk 
and was drafted to fight a forest fire. The many 

times we righted the sailboat in rough water, the 
squirrel we escorted, while he swam Big Island to 

the mainland. The various animals we encountered 
in the water and on the land. 

There was the weekend too, when we let a honey
moon couple use the cottage, but neglected to so 
inform family members, who, of course, showed 
up. As yet we are not certain we have been forgiven . 

Time brings changes to every family and ours is 
no different. The children's futures were elsewhere, 
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Anderson grandchildren. 

with Barbara's family in Minneapolis, Joyce's in 

Oakville and Richart's in Barrie, Ontario, Judy in 

Aspen, Colorado, and Marilyn's in Vancouver. Still, 

we are fortunate in that we have not had to spend 
a summ er without members of our scattered fami
ly at West Hawk Lake. For our fiftieth wedding an

niversary in 1989, all returned for an all too short 
stay. 

Along with memories, we have acquired many 

lasting friendships over the years. The peace and 

quiet and the vi ew make all our efforts worthwhile. 
We look forward to summers to come. 

BLOCK 12 LOT 14 
By Horace and Marie Tootle 

In the fali of 1956 two friends, Bob McKelvey and 
his brother-in-Iaw Ed Shute, were excited about the 
opening of a trail into West Hawk Lake from the 

Ingolf road. They asked me to join them the com
ing weekend to look at cottage lots . The lot s had 

been surveyed years ago but were too far from either 

end of the lake for people to get to. I told them I 
was broke, but they conned me into going. 

Two fiat tires later, we got to the new trai!. When 
we came to the dip at Lost Lake, the trail was 
slough-like. But we managed and the road ended 

in a clearing which had been enlarged as a parking 
area . 

We trudged off into the bush with the forestry 
plan to look for surveyor's pegs. Not realizing we 
were on a peninsula we couldn't figure out why ev
ery time we turned around we saw water. We found 

twa pegs for same lots, and for others maybe three. 
I don't remem ber if we found all four pegs for any 
one lot. My friends chose 12 and 13. I really wasn't 
interested in how you ob tai n a lot. My friends in
formed me that every two weeks the Forestry Branch 
examined the bid for lots. The minimum bid was 



Horaee and Marie Tootle's fireplaee . 

$50. I bid the minimum feeling in no way would 
it be accepted. Two weeks later when I got horn e 
from work my wife informed me that our bid was 
accepted and we could clear the land and build a 
cottage on Lot 14, Block 12, West Hawk Lake. 

Our winter was spent planning the cottage and 
obtaining tools . I had aCanada Savings Bond for 
collateral when buying a stove or fridge in order to 
keep the carrying costs low. This enabled us to buy 
enough material to put a skeleton cottage. Come 
spring, with sharpening axes and saws, we took off 
weekends to clear the land. We set up two tents, one 
for sleeping for my wife and me and the youngest 
boy and the other for eating and sleeping for the 
other three boys. Outside we set up an old table and 
cupboard attached to the trees and placed a huge 
canvas overhead to keep the rain and sun orf. We 
were in the bush by ourselves and were able to en
joy everything around us. The only sounds were the 
ones we made ourselves . My two friends and us were 
the only cottagers on Jack Fish Bay for a few years . 
Then boom, the place was jumping with more 
people as the area opened up. Deer were plentiful 
coming along their paths to stop and stare at us. 
Moose weren't as plentiful but they were around. 
Fox, bear and skunks were common. The skunks 
were always a problem especially in the late sum
mer. Our empty tin cans and garbage attracted them 
and many a moonlit night when I could spot them 
in the garbage I would throw shoes or empty bot
tles at them. 

McKelvey, Shute and l, after shopping around, 
arranged to get lumber from the same individual at 

River Hills west of Whitemouth . It was a cloudy 
Saturday morning in late spring when the lumber 
was delivered. The road in from the Ingolf road 
(312) was just a good-size trail in places . We sat for 

some time at the clearing where we parked our cars, 
waiting for the truck. Then we walked up the trail 
to the big hill at Lost Lake. There was the truck and 
the driver leaning on it. No way was he going down 
that hill through that rutty old slough road with this 
big load and, if it rained, it would be disastrous. 
After much discussion over a bottle of beer we 
managed to coax him to try. He made it through 
but only just and two or three times we thought he 
might stall. After we unloaded the lumber and sorted 
it into the three ownership piles we were all exhaust
ed. We still had to get the lumber to our lots the 
next day . 

The lumber had to be floated up the bay. Ed Shute 
had a small boat and motor, so with each individu
al's lumber we made a raf t, roped it wel!, then slowly 
moved it to our lots. There were no docks and it 
was slippery in the rain carrying the lumber up the 
high sloping rocks. The Forest Ranger made us build 
well back off the shoreline and it was quite high. 
The next job was putting in the footings . A friend, 
Stan Green, and I humped gra vel and bags of ce
ment on our shoulders through the bush from the 
clearing where we parked our cars. This could be 
at !east three city blocks away through virgin bush. 
We triggered on following a deer trail. We had to 
rest a couple of times each trip as it was painful 
work. I could use some of my young boys who range 
from .14 to five in the building. Most boys are good 
at hammering nails, so for building the deck or 
sheeting the sides of the roof I would draw a pencil 
line and let them go to it. The only thing I said is 
if you bend one and can't get it out call me. They 
were a great help. The boys dug the hole for the out
house and helped dig out big rocks and move them 
to make level ground on which eventually we put 
a volley bali net, basketball hoop and horseshoe pits. 
In the first few years we often by ourselves and 
swimming orf the rugged rock s because we had yet 
to build a dock. Min Daniel and same of his fami
ly would come down on weekends and give me a 
hand and enjoy the swimming. The area grew on 
him and he purchased Lot 11. 

Our first boat was given to me by a fellow I 
worked with. He had made the plywood boat him
self and had it chained in the Whitemouth River west 
of Portage la Prairie . One night after wark we 
picked it up with a trailer. The boat had been sit
ting for years half-full of rain ar snow but when 
cleaned and painted, it looked like the Queen Mary 
to my children. After my summer holidays, we had 
aur cottage roof and wall s up, most windows in, 
which I made myself. We moved in more ar less to 

get away from the insects which seemed bad that 
year. My wife was alittle reluctant because she really 
enjoys camping outdoors. She thought that instead 
of just shaking the tablecloth it would be back to 
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city-style housework. 

Next year I finished the inside partitions and used 

knotty pine to finish the walls. We were very hap

py with our accomplishment. Ali the work was done 
by hand as there was no electricity available at the 
time. 

No sooner had I got the cottage finished, then 

Manitoba Hydro was canvassing for customers. So 

my next project was wiring the cottage in the fali 

of 1958. By this time lots were being built on all over 
the place. One of the owners approached me to tap 
off my power. I gladly did, knowing the work it took 

by hand but thinking," you lucky guy". 

Looking back, it was hard work but nothing to 

regret because it brought our family eloser together. 

I know have 14 grandchildren, soon to be 15 and 
one great-grandchild and it's a good feeling to hear 

the children talk about the cottage to their friends 

as "our cottage". 

After the cottage got established, my wife would 

spend the summers at the cottage with the children, 
taking them to swimming lessons (I managed to 
build a junior sailboat at home during the winter), 

berry picking, hiking and later water-skiing. The 
boys having paper and magazine routes, saved their 

money and bought a 16 foot Peterborough canoe. 

They encountered many experiences with it, some 

of them scary such as upsetting in the middle of West 
Hawk Lake. One fall a couple of the boys were sail

ing on a very windy day when the wooden tiller arm 

snapped. Over they went with heavy elothing and 
boots on. They nearly had it before hel p arrived. 

They stayed with the boat and learned from the ex

perience. 
Now all my four sons and daughter are married 

and have brought their families to the cottage and 

show n them the pleasures of the lake. There are not 
many weekends that we don't have some of the fa

mil y down. In 1973 I extended the front room for 
more living space and built a stone fi rep lace which 
we all enjoy. The rocks are from the West Hawk 

area which we gathered over a two- or three-year 
period, stopping and looking everywhere for the 
good-looking stones and splitting some rocks to 

make matched stones. The mantle was a large pine 
log that I purchased at Hadashville. ance I got it 
in place I Varathaned it with six or more coats un
til it really took on a glossy look . To finish the fire
place off we eleaned all the stones from the floor 

to the ceiling with acid, then brushed them with 
boiled linseed oil. It was a tremendous job but tired

ness always gives way to enthusiasm. 
aur last project, about five years ago, was install

ing and making an indoor bathroom . After trying 
various inside toilets we decided on a low flush toi

let after discussing it with the parks department. 
First we had to remove a huge rock of two or three 
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tons that was in the way of putting the tank under 
the cottage. With a lot of digging and winching I 

managed to move the rock forward toward the 

highest part of the cottage because that was the only 

way in. Now I had to dig deeper so the big rock 

could pass under the front beam. After much 

effort I had it elear of the cottage. My sons had told 

me that if I got it out, leave it at the front and on 

the weekend they would move it. Thrilled with my 

accomplishment, I called to my wife. She walked 

over to the rock and just patted it with her hand. 

Ali of a sudden it went over the ledge, smashing 
step s and the comer of my patio, taking it off its 

footing. It took out a spruce tree, then hit a small 
boulder, splitting it. The huge rock landed square 

in the middle of one leg of the dock . The stringers 

on my dock are telephone poles and the weight off 

the rock broke the center of one in half, along with 
all the planking. We were never so scared in all our 

lives but were thankful no body was around the 

dock. 

After being at West Hawk Lake in the Whiteshell 

for 33 years (ID in retirement) we still get excited 

about going down to the cottage as soon as the 
weather permits. We spend summers with tending 

a few flowerbeds, bike riding to get our paper, pick
ing berries, reading, swimming, and we love to hike 

and elimb the rock s and take in the surroundings. 

The Whiteshell park area is one of the main rea

sons why so many of us stay in Manitoba because 
it's pretty hard to beat especially in the summ er. 

We've had thank-you letters from friends who 

visited or stayed with us from England, Scotland, 
Australia, New Zealand and Califomia. Ali are 

taken up with the natural beauty of West Hawk 
Lake. 

BLOCK 16 LOT 5 
By Bea and Harold Thompson 

Bea and Harold Thompson first came to West 
Hawk Lake in 1954 to look at locations. The ranger 

showed us several lots and the decision was made 
to take Lot 5, Block 16. 

The work of planning a cottage took place dur
ing the winter. Alex Hill of Whitemouth was co n
tracted to build asplit level cottage in the summer 

of 1955. The land was eleared and the lumber barged 
in by Harold and some office co-workers. The cot
tage was up in 12 days and we moved in on August 
18, 1955. 

Friends came down to the lake with us that first 
weekend. We started off in great anticipation. The 
children, Pat, 3 and Gordon, l, and I drove with 

our friends because our car was 10aded , roof in
eluded. We were about two-thirds of the way to the 
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lake, when on coming around. a bend we spotted 
Harold picking up dothes and dlapers from the dJtch 

and road. The car-top carrier had come off and a 
ound oak table top and a wooden box of dothes 

ｾ｡､＠ taken llight. After much struggling, things were 
finally secured and off we all went to McOougall's 

landing. 
We only had a smali wooden boat with a five h.p. 

motor, so several tri ps were needed to take in all 

aur supplies. 
The night turned out to be quite cold. Gordon 

was put to bed in a snowsuit. The adults sat around 

in the evening, bundled up and shivering, glaring 

at our monster cook stove - unlit - the Selkirk 

chimney hadn't arrived. Our trusty kerosene lamps 

lit our way to bed. 
It was a great day when the power was hooked 

up. No more pails of water to haul, no more scrub
bing board for laundry and no more ice to get at 

Caddy Lake, or waiting for Herman at the landing 

on Tuesday and Thursday to bring ice, milk and 

bread. None of us had second cars then. 

There weren't too many cottages around and cer

tainly not many big boats - 25 h. p. in the first 
years. It was so quiet we could hear a boat coming 

from Big Island and could recognize who was 

coming. 

Over the years we have made many lake friends. 

We had to make our own fun. About 1958-59, Hal 

and Lynn WaUace and their children, Elizabeth and 
Duncan, and our family had a gut bucket band. The 

gUl bucket was a was h tub with a bass gut string 

through it and stretched to a pole, various things 
Iike kazoo, jaws harp, ukulele and pot Iid cym bals 

plus Hal had an old saxophone, minus a number 

of key pads - they were stuffed with toilet paper 
as replacements. We would all pile into Wallace's 
boat and serenade our neighbors - there were many 

sarcastic com men ts and a lot of laughs. 

In the early days, there was a lot of wildlife 
around, deer, bear, skunks, beaver, mink and 

turtles. At one time our children found a deer skele

ton, coUected it aU and reconstructed it on the dock. 

Our Labrador, Ousty, thought it was great and 

would make off with various pieces and then there 
was a chase. 

We had an abandoned beaver house in the cor
ner behind where our boat port is now. It was about 

15 feet across and four feet to the bottom. It was 

a feat of engineering, took us three years to dis

mantle. Working in the morning, I would pull out 

logs and the children would drag them to the back 

for Harold to cut up. We burned beaver wood for 
years. 

A moose turned up one summer at Oixon's and 

hung around for days. Everyone had to go and visit 

and pet it. We called it Mandy. The parks people 

This picture was taken in 1956 ar 1957, Gordon (on 
lelt) and Pat are riding wooden horses - one made 
ol a nail keg and the other ol pieces ol twa by laur. 
These were made by theirgrandlather Harry Shipman. 
The smaller horse was passed on to the Davidson's 
youngest san Michael. The horse was returned about 
laur years ago by the Davidsons and is naw being rid· 
den by aur grandchildren. The beaver house is shown 
in the corner. 

finally persuaded it to move elsewhere. 

We were fJattered when our daughter, Pat, and 
husband, Larry, chose to spend their honeymoon 

at the lake in June, 1974. They now reside in Ed

monton and have two sons, Kyle, 8, and Darren, 
5. Kyle's first appearance at West Hawk was at the 

ripe old age of one week. Our son, Gordon, and 

wife, Patti, also spent their August 1978 honeymoon 
at the lake. They live in Toronto and have a san 

Jeffrey, four, and daughter Victoria, twa. Luckily 
for us they all visit each year. 

The cottage, along with aur family, has grown 

over the years and always provides great pleasure. 

BLOCK 8 LOT 19 

THE WHYTE FAMlL y 

The Whyte family cottage was built in 1955 by 
Carson Whyte (that's me) while I was still single. 
The original cottage met the basic requirements of 

20 by 24 feet. Improvements and expansion have 
gone on since without interruption. I married Thorie 

in 1956. Our sons Scott and Gary, spent the sum

mers at West Hawk Lake from infancy to high 

school. Both boys worked at the fish hatchery dur
ing university years. Although the family moved to 

Vancouver in 1968, West Hawk Lake is an im por

tant place in aur Iives today. 
I first visited West Hawk in 1947 when there was 

ｯｮｹ＠ about adozen cottages in the north arm. I 

stayed in Col. Samson's log cabin and was totally 

infatuated with the beauty of West Hawk. I became 
a frequent visitor in the next seven years and ｷｨｩ･＠

my own ｰ｡｣･＠ was constructed. 
Thorie Whyte became a teacher. And therefore 

as the boys grew up they could all spend July ｡ｾ､＠

August at the ｡ｫ･Ｌ＠ I started my own busmess m 
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1974, Westhawk Traders Ltd. in Vancouver, and 

could operate from the lake most of the summer. 

Son Gary now is part of that company. Scott be

came an airline pilot and spends off-time at West 
Hawk, winter and summer. 

Of many memories, the famous New Year's swim 
was most remembered. After spending four days 

and New Year's Eve at the lake it was decided to 

enlarge the water hole in the ice and go for a dip 

on the last day. Pictures were taken and all were 

sworn to secrecy. In error, the developed pictures 
were given to Colonel Samson by the drug store. 
He was press room superintendent for The Winni

peg Tribune. A few days later, to our horror, one 
of the pictures was blown up on the front page of 

section two of the Tribune. The headline read 

"Manitoba's version of Vancouver's Polar Bear 
Club". 

The January swim took place in front of Colonel 

Samson's old log cabin. Bruce Samson built behind 

the site. Our bay is now officially Samson's Cove, 
named after Colonel Samson. 

That gang that was in on the swim and many other 
visits to West Hawk in those years, got together for 
the first time in 40 years in 1989. 

The following will explain why we didn't get 

together more often . 
Jay Miller - his parents were Americans and 

bought a motel in Missouri in 1949. We had not 
seen him since. He was a forest ranger at Lake Ta
hoe, recently retired and moved to Joplin, Missou

ri. Fred Loveday, Myron Tesluk, and Bruce Samson 
alllive in Winnipeg. Don Nosworthy lives in Toron

to and I, Carson Whyte, live in Vancouver and own 
Westhawk Traders Ltd . , named after the lake. 
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Polar Bear Dip, January 
2, 1951 , ·15·F or -26·C. 
Bruce and Carson Whyte 
testing the water. 

Fred Loveday, Bruce 
Samson in water. 

Carson, Bruce and Fred. 

Carson Whyte and 
Bruce Samson. 

Carson with Fred in 
water. 

Enough is enough. 



This card shows the cottage. The stationery was 
made trom the original drawing made by a triend ot 

our daughter, Cynthia. 
Dr. Tweed died summer ot 1989, age 101 years. 

OLOCK 8 LOT 25 SAMSON'S COVE 
By Doris Ingraham 

The log cabin was built in 1948. Dr. Denbent 
Tweed purchased it the same year. The logs were 

delivered to the site for $1.00 a piece and there were 
90 logs. Dr. Tweed's daughter and son-in-Iaw con
tinued to enjoy the cottage until 1974 when it was 
sold to John Ingraham. Dr. Tweed's daughter had 

died and the two men rather lost interest in the 
cottage. 

John and Doris Ingraham have enjoyed the cot
tage and the lake life. Their two daughters are fre
quent visitors. 

John's particular interest has been the main

tenance of Dr. Tweed's Peterborough Royale which 
he caIJed the K. John stripped and refinished the 

boat shortly after purchasing the cottage. The ce
dar strip is a frequent sight on the lake. The West 
Hawk Lake Antique Boat Club has recently been 

formed and the Ingrahams are chartered members, 
along with Max Simovitch, Bob Lathian, Dunc 1es
siman and Morley Shatsky. Morley had a pennant 

designed which we all fly on our wooden boats. 

LIKE A LONG FAREWELL 
Anonymous (Whiteshell Echo) 

The saddest moment of the year is when you turn 
ｾｨ･＠ key in the door of the summer cabin and close 

It for the winter. It is like a farewell to a good friend. 

In the city you never really own a house . It is 
Owned by the tribe of mechanies, who fix the plurnb

mg, mend the roof, service the washing machine and 
a!tend to the electrie lighting. It must be cleaned and 

ｭ｡ｩｮｴｾｩ Ｎ ｮ･､＠ in a state of fashion to please the whims 
of clvlhzatIOn. It is open to the inspection of the 

world . It is ｡ｬｷ｡ｹｳＮｯｾ＠ display. It is part of society. 
ｂｾｴ＠ your cabm IS Itself without pride Or shame 

and It belongs to you to treat it as you will, beyond 
the reach of.the world. Moreover it contains aJI your 
best memones and marks the happiest moments of 
your life - when you are truly free. It also is, in 
large part, your Own creation, for through the years 

you have mended it, painted it, invented innumber
able, crude gadgets for it, distorted it with your 
feeble carpentry and made it your own. 

Thus to close it for the last time in the autumn 
is to close and abandon part of yourself and to live 
constantly with the feel ing that something is miss
ing. There will be a gap in your life until spring. 

We abandon our cabins to the dark woods, the 
winds, the rain, and the snow, without our help, 
without our warming fire and tender care, it must 
withstand the shocks of winter. 

There .are the boats to be hauled up, another 
melancholy business and the cruiser to be berthed, 
pipes checked, pumps drained, doors chained. AJI 
around us the great woods look down upon these 
feeble preparations against the winter and they smile 
to us for they are gl ad to see us go. We are inter
Iopers here, who have cleared a smali space in the 
forest and hold it against the will of the original in

habitants. 
Nature will not miss us, but the cabin will. It will 

wait here patiently through all the dark months while 
we are snug in the city. It will wait here, and in the 
spring mak ing no complaints against our neglect, 
it will watch for us coming down the narrow trail 
and with an almost audible ShOUl, it will welcome 

us home again. 

The time has come, to close the book -
Like cios ing the cottage each faJI, 
We will go back - for just one last look -

One last glance, one last memory, 
Through each room, like each page in the book. 

The oars are sto red neatly in the cIoset, 
Like the stories on each page you have read. 

The freezables are all in boxes 
To go back to the city with you. . 
Like the pictures that hold ｡ｬ＠ your memones, 
Are now placed with your stories - Thank-you. 

Six long years have come and gone, 

Since this book I started on. 
Most days on it, some time I would spend, 

ｆｩｮ｡ｉｹ＠ this year it 's coming to "The End". 
O. Z. 
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