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Appreciating our Security Team

To a Wonderful Community

by David Blinn

by Elaine Gooderham

Thank you to the kind residents who contrib-
uted to the collection for our Security Team. 
Elaine and her staff do an excellent job keeping 
our village safe. They are truly grateful for your 
generosity. 

All of the guards and myself are truly humbled 
by the extreme generosity and kindness of 
Swan Lake residents at this holiday time and 
throughout the year. Your gifts and kindness 
are very much appreciated by all of us here at 
the Swan Lake Gatehouse.

The warmth and friendliness of the residents 
and guests truly makes working at Swan Lake 
easy and enjoyable. My guards who started at 
the gatehouse in 2019 have been pleasantly 
surprised by the openness and kindness of 
the residents here. And the ones who have 
been here a couple years or more are looking 
forward to staying on longer. 

Once again, a big thank you to all of you not 
only for the Christmas gifts but also making 
us feel welcomed and appreciated throughout 
the entire year. 

May you all have a safe, happy and healthy 
2020.

Sincerely, 
Elaine , Alyssia, Michael, Manosan, Gajaen,
Shane, Shah

Holiday Generosity
Swan Lake Village residents once again demonstrated 

their generosity during the holiday season.

We had another very successful toy drive, our 
ninth. Thanks to all Swan Lakers for their gen-
erosity. The donations get larger each year. 
There were gifts for youngsters of all ages along 
with hand-knitted toques in beautiful colours. 
Cheques and cash totalled $3,555 which helps 
to provide gifts for older boys and girls.

Thank you to the many helpers who made it 
possible, and a personal thank you to Pat Woods 
for her support.

Ros Curtis

Once again the generosity 
of the residents at 85 The 
Boardwalk Way showed. Our 
December 9th coffee morning 
was to benefit the Markham 
Food Bank. About 30 residents 
enjoyed muffins, scones, cake, 
coffee and great fellowship. 
Thank you to everyone who 
made this a great success.

Janette Ferguson

Christmas Toy Drive

Food Drive
85 The Boardwalk Way
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Here we are in a new year and a new decade. Once 
again Lakeview starts off the new year with a few 
changes. These are not the major changes that we 
introduced in the first edition last year. The paper and 
the typeface are staying the same.

The biggest change this year concerns the dates 
that Lakeview is prepared and distributed. We have 
tried to spread out the dates more evenly. Make sure 
you check out the new dates on page three. I want to 
thank Joan for her work on this.

You will also see some changes in the board of 
Lakeview. Brian Boyd and Ken McKenzie have left the board. Ken served 
as treasurer for many years. They will be hard to replace but we do have 
some new members. 

Pat Gill has taken over the duties of treasurer. Brian Slater is respon-
sible for distribution. Linda Atkinson joined the board and has taken on 
a new position as assistant editor. Take a look at the photo of the board 
to connect names to faces.

George Bennett, a long time contributor to Lakeview, has passed 
away. His poetry has always been one of the most popular features. His 
friend, Gordon Hemms, has written a remembrance of George and his 
wartime service. Some of George’s poems are scattered throughout the 
magazine. His poem “Winter” is featured on the back cover with photos 
from Don Fowler.

There are many interesting articles in this issue. Some readers may 
remember a television police show Baretta. The police detective in the 
show had a pet cockatoo. He was cute and smart. Jon Van Loon has 
written about cockatoos in their natural habitat in Australia. It turns out 
they are not really that cute.  

The feast of St. Valentine is important for many people. Cards and 
young love are featured in two Valentine stories.

Fred Peters has more about the water quality of Swan Lake and 
what The Friends of Swan Lake would like the city to do to improve the 
condition of the lake.

Reg Jordan writes about why forgetfulness can be useful. Judi McIntyre’s 
article tells about her experience in the Markham Concert Band.

There were lots of holiday events in the village. A spread of photos 
covering these events and fundraisers is featured.

The regular columns are here. Vida Bridgeman has written her movie 
reviews. Diane Sweeney reported on the Probus speakers. Art McDonald 
has even managed to entertain us with articles on the mixed golf and 
tennis clubs in the middle of winter. Charmaine Caron tells about her 
favourite book.

Mary Jo Turner has an interesting idea for a regular feature about 
words and their meaning. This may be a way for you to contribute 
to Lakeview.

I am always interested in hearing from Lakeview readers. Do you 
have an idea for Lakeview? Would you like to react to an article or story? 
I can be reached at editorlakeview@gmail.com 

Table of Contents From the Editor...

Gary



The Lakeview editorial board is always pleased to hear from 
residents. This is your magazine and your comments and contribu-
tions are encouraged. 

Publication dates for 2020 have changed, so please note the new 
dates and copy deadlines for this year in the adjacent column. 

Here’s how to reach us:

Lakeview
Volume XXV, Number 1        FEBRUARY 2020

Reach us directly at: 
editorlakeview@gmail.com

Editorial Board:
Chair: Audrey Buckeridge 

Treasurer: Patrick Gill 

Editor: Gary Deckert

Assistant Editor: Linda Atkinson

Editorial Coordinator: Joan Embury 

Vida Bridgeman 
Rajib Khettry 

Advertising Coordinator: 
Maureen Bachetti

Recording Secretary: Muriel Ackhurst

Distribution: Brian Slater

Proofreaders: 
Linda Atkinson, Maureen Bachetti, 
Vida Bridgeman, Mary Carr, 
Lindy Deckert, Jim Lyle

Photography: 
Cindy & Don Fowler

Magazine Production: 
Nancy Susko, Key Cursor Inc., 905 947 1777

Announcements: 
If you are celebrating a 90th or 
greater birthday or a significant 
anniversary (in multiples of five), 
please send pictures and 
information to: 
editorlakeview@gmail.com

This publication is for informational purposes 
only and neither endorses nor promotes any 
of the products or services mentioned herein 
and assumes no responsibility or liability for 
the statements made in this publication. 
We reserve the right to accept, reject, edit, 
condense and verify all submissions.

Lakeview welcomes editorial 
submissions, photographs, news, 
feature ideas and suggestions from 
its readers. All submissions will be 
acknowledged.

Distribution Material
Dates Deadline

February 15th January 6th
April 25th March 15th
June 25th May 15th
September 15th August 4th
December 1st October 15th

Issue Dates and Deadlines
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Lakeview Editorial Board

Front row: Barbara Boyd, Vida Bridgeman, Joan Embury, Linda Atkinson
Back row: Brian Slater, Gary Deckert, Audrey Buckeridge, Patrick Gill, Rajib Khettry
Absent: Muriel Ackhurst, Maureen Bachetti

Drop a note 
in the Lakeview 
comment box located  
in The Swan Club Office or email us directly. 
editorlakeview@gmail.com

Photography by Don Fowler

We are very fortunate to enjoy the photographic talents of both 
Don and Cindy Fowler. Not only do they spend countless hours 
capturing images of the events and happenings in our village,  
but their love of nature and photography consistently provide 
us with wonderful scenes and wildlife pictures of the village and  
surrounding areas.

Thank you, Cindy and Don, for sharing your talents and 
generously giving your time to our community.  c

Outside Back Cover
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Ed’s interest in photography “developed” in 
high school when he joined the Graphic Club. 

After learning basic camera skills and working 
in the dark room, he branched out and was 
soon experimenting with his own original ideas.

The cover photo was the result of a recent 
assignment. Members of Swan Lake’s 
Photography Club were asked to photo-
graph water—in any of its multiple forms.  Ed 
decided to experiment with his highspeed 
lens. He found that the splashing droplets 
of water in and around a sparkling goblet 
offered intriguing subject matter. As you can 
see, the resulting photo is quite wonderful!

Ed’s photographic portfolio includes long 
exposure photography. As he displayed a photo 
taken beside a lake in Kenya, he explained how 
that procedure can “smooth out” the subject 
matter.

While he enjoys all aspects of photography, his 
favourite subjects are landscapes and animals. 
He makes use of his talent in photography while 
enjoying extensive travel. On a recent safari in 
Kenya, he and his camera captured wonderful 
shots of cheetah, elephant, water buffalo, and zebra.

COVER STORY

by Linda Atkinson

For purposes of 
this interview, Ed was able to 
display a very small portion of his work. For 
this observer, pictures of a Greek landscape  
stood out as highly unusual, breathtaking and 
quite unforgettable.

This community houses amazing talent within 
its gates. Ed Wong has been resident here for just 
a year and a half, but already his photographic 
expertise has made the honour role.  c 

The Photographer 
Ed Wong
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Wild for Words
by Mary Jo Turner

Do you love words?  Would you 
like to know the meaning of some 

words new to you?  Would you like 
to know how specific words came to 
form a part of our English language?

If there is interest we may 
include a “word” item in issues of 
Lakeview which would work this way: 
Swan Lakers would submit to me 
in writing a favourite word (or one 
that stirs their interest) with a 
dictionary definition, a sentence 
containing it, and something about 
its derivation or history. I use 
the Merriam-Webster Collegiate 
dictionary for my information but 
other sources are fine too. The 
following is an example:

penultimate:  definition: next to last.  

Sentence: This week’s Formula 1 
race will be the penultimate of the 
season. 

Derivation: from the Latin  
paenultimus, meaning almost and 
ultimus meaning final, come to an 
end, be last.

It’s like a spelling bee but in 
print. If this sounds fun to you, 
email or send me your word (or 
words) and we’ll publish it in an 
upcoming edition.

Email: maryjoturner@rogers.com

Thank You, Ken
by Audrey Buckeridge

Ken McKenzie has now left the 
Lakeview Board where he held 

the position of Treasurer from May 
2009 to February 2020. 

He has been just a wonderful 
treasurer and member of the board.

I collaborated with him closely 
when covering the advertising 
section of Lakeview. Ken helped 
work with the advertisers at a time 
when we personally picked up their 
cheque payments. He was of great 

assistance in promoting the culture of Main Street 
Markham and showing our advertisers how much they 
are appreciated.

When I asked Ken what the highlights of his tenure 
were, he said, “I guess working with the special people 
on the Lakeview Board, as well as many of the volunteers. 
Special thanks to Bill Carnaghan for reviewing the books 
and keeping me straight with the financial records over the 
past several years.”

Aside from his expertise as treasurer, Ken is a won-
derful father and grandfather. In Lakeview, June 2015, 
Ken shared pictures and stories of travelling with his 
daughter and grandchildren Megan, Liam and Kiera, 
talented Irish dancers, to a number of World Champion- 
ship competitions. Lakeview was delighted to pub-
lish in November 2017 a very touching and sensitive 
article by their sibling, Aiden Kenny, Ken’s seventeen- 
year-old grandson. Entitled “Vimy 100” the article 
ended, “It was an honour of a lifetime to have attended 
this ceremony for the men who fought at Vimy 
and whose legacy was the birth of a nation.” The 
pursuits and achievements of these and his other two 
grandchildren, Matthew and Laura, have made all of them 
Ken’s pride and joy.

When he is not travelling to various competitions 
to cheer on his grandchildren, Ken finds time to golf in 
the Swan Lake Mixed Golf, is a frequent winner in the 
Duplicate Bridge Club and has also been an active curler 
over the years.

I’m sure it is safe to say that every member of the board 
has benefited from Ken’s assistance at some point in time. 
He has always jumped in when needed and has been 
considerate and helpful. At the mention of his name people 
smile and comment, “He is so nice.”

All your friends join us in saying, “Thank you, Ken!”  c 



Fred Moxon, Judith Ridley, Madeleine Nevins

Dan Young
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The bleak and wintry day, November 11, 2019, 
did not deter our residents from coming out to 

honour the Canadians who sacrificed themselves 
on our behalf in wars around the world. It was the 
first time it was necessary to have our services 
inside due to the inclement weather predictions.

Thom Pritchard managed to 
improvise an indoor flagpole. 
After a moment of silence to 
remember those who fought for 
our freedom, Dan Young played 
his trumpet with his back to the 
audience, facing down the hall 
in order to soften the sound 
of the mournful “Last Post” 
and “Réveillé.” 

Judith Ridley read a touching 
story of her parents’ experience 
of serving in the Second World War and followed 
with a moving poem written by her father.

Fred Moxon and Madeleine Nevins carried the 
wreath to the front of the room. After saluting, Fred 
recited “The Act of Remembrance,” followed by his 
dramatic interpretation of “In Flanders Fields.”

“O Canada” was sung in both official languages. 
Many Swan Lakers still remember their high school 
French and joined the Francophones in song.

Afterwards we enjoyed tea and coffee and sweets 
donated by Amica Swan Lake. Thanks to Maureen 
Bachetti and Nancy Dyer for serving and laying out 
all the treats. 

In spite of being rather crowded at The Gardens, 
we had a respectful and meaningful ceremony. c

George Bennett was the epitome of the Royal 
Air Force motto “per ardua ad astra”—“through 

adversity to the stars”.
Following his enlistment in London in 1941, George 

trained as a pilot. Due to the changes in war strategy, 
he was reclassified as a navigator and was sent to 
Canada for training. 

Upon graduation he returned to the U.K. and was 
assigned to Pathfinder Squadron 635. Pathfinders 
was a designated group of four squadrons assigned 
for special duties in 1942. Under Group Captain 
Donald Bennett, no relation, the purpose was to 
precisely locate enemy targets prior to the main 
bomber force arrival. Crews were highly trained. 

After being demobilized in 1946, George went 
back to university in England and graduated as an 
electrical engineer. Having acquired a taste for the 
Canadian lifestyle, he returned to Canada in 1957 as 
planned, and enjoyed a fine career.

George and his wife Joyce moved to Augusta Drive 
Way in Swan Lake Village. A quiet man by nature, 
George possessed multiple talents and interests 
which led to a very active life. He wrote many poems 
and articles for Lakeview over the years. George 
joined the Swan Lake Veterans’ Group and became 
its vice president. He produced an anthology of 
meaningful material in 2007. Swan Lake World War 
II Veterans Tell Their Stories is a real collectors’ item. 

George Bennett, at the age of 96 years, and just 
four days after becoming a resident at Woodhaven 
Long Term Care Facility, “joined the stars.” He has 
left behind a superior record of accomplishments 
and memories, and many friends who will sorely 
miss him.

Enjoy a selection of George’s poems throughout 
this issue.  c

IN MEMORY OF

George H. Bennett
by Gordon Hemms

Remembrance Day
by Madeleine Nevins
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There was a good excuse for scouring the 
basement boxes at seventy for a 1956 Lionel 

Train set. My grandson Miles was coming for 
the weekend. After two hours of evaluating 
the available rug space, determining the best 
configuration for the layout of the tracks and 
ensuring that the tracks 
were securely joined, I took 
more time. For one thing, 
the tracks pulled apart; those 
at my back tested me and 
pulled apart. When I turned 
around, those again at my back also tested me. 
For another, sitting in the middle of the con-
figuration cross-legged just as I had done at 
eleven, meant that I could not get up. I could 
roll, however, and the tracks rolled with me. 

Ensuring that the engine, with its powerfully 
focused light and smoking stack, sat nimbly on 
the tracks made me think of the many rollovers 
by trains today. My set was the very model 
of contemporary rail–reliability only at certain 
speeds with the track securely fixed. Eight cars 
followed the engine. One a blue box car with 
sliding doors still hid an unhappy looking 
candy cane from a past Christmas. This made 
little sense. I had played with my train many 
times.  I had spent many magical hours with 
the train slogging through The Valley of the 
Ashes under my bed, the headlight illuminating 
ghostly patterns and the rising smoke creat-
ing its own entrancements. How had the candy 
cane remained in that blue box car? I wouldn’t 
have allowed that when I was eleven.  

Today’s adventures would only begin if the 
transformer worked. I turned the red dial. Nothing. 
I flipped it back and forth. Nothing. I fiddled 
with the connecting wires. The beast began 
to groan and its hulk moved forward. Slowly, 
exerting itself, it picked up speed. I flipped the 
throttle to full power. The engine and its eight 
cars were under my bed again charging through 
the darkness and shadows.  And on a corner, it 
keeled over in splendid derailment. Yahoo!

The set was ready.
Our grandson, Miles, was visiting with his 

parents, and I had been anticipating his de-
light when he saw the train in full throttle. He 
was only, well not quite two, but if I waited 
any longer, I know that my 1956 Lionel Train 

set with working headlight 
and smoking stack, could 
not compete with an elec-
tronic game that he might 
get at two and a half. Miles 
looked at his father, Mike, for 

reassurance as the train started, hopped onto 
Mike’s lap when it rounded the bend and when 
it gathered steam at full throttle bearing down 
on his father and him, he yelled out, “No! No!” 
He was almost on Mike’s head, poor kid. What 
was the problem? The train wasn’t under my 
bed covering the long miles to the edge of the 
darkness. Now that was frightening!

Note, Miles is four now, and will still not play 
with my train set. c

Playing with a Lionel Train Set at 70
by Richard Pearce

The engine and its eight cars
were under my bed again

charging through the
darkness and shadows
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Happy Valentine’s Day
by A. Nonymous by Linda Atkinson

Long, long ago in a time before iPhones and 
iPads, my high school crush was Billy M.  He was 

handsome, had great hair in the slicked back 
Brylcreem style of the day and was the school’s 
star cross-country athlete. Oh, be still my beating 
heart! To watch the cross-country team running 
and leaping over rivers and gates with Billy in the 
lead sent many a girl’s heart racing. But Billy only 
had eyes for me—a non-athletic, nerdy student 
whose only claim to fame was the Debate Team—
had won his heart.  

Valentine’s Day was always celebrated with 
a traditional school dance and classrooms had 
“mailboxes” where students could “post” their 
cards anonymously. But the highlight was the 
cross-country race between two competing 
local high schools. Imagine the excitement of 
being commanded to cheer on your team while 
standing in pouring rain, getting soaking wet and 
watching as they slipped and fell in the mud on 
their way to the finish line.  

Back at school we girls changed out of our 
wellies and into our party shoes and dresses; we 
were ready to P-A-R-T-Y.  After circling the dance 
floor to The Beatles singing, “I Want to Hold Your 
Hand,” Billy and I decided to sit, drink fruit punch 
and get cosy. This was all quite daring as any 
hand holding was frowned upon and meant 
immediate eviction from the dance! 

Billy had put his head on my shoulder (oh the 
simplicity of it all) and, as he was known for his 
good looks but not his conversation, I was happy 
to chat to those around me. However, after  a 
while I realized that he hadn’t spoken for some 
time. Not wanting to spoil our “moment,” I gently 
jogged his shoulder and heard a “snicking” sound.  
What was it?  I jogged his shoulder again and 
heard the faint but distinctive sound of a nose 
whistle.  Yes, my date had fallen into a deep sleep 
and was quietly snoring on my shoulder.  

It’s funny how the sound of snoring or listening 
to The Beatles can bring back certain memories.  
Happy Valentine’s Day to you all. c

I was six years old. At school, in preparation for 
Valentine’s Day, I had learned how to cut out 

the shape of a heart. For several days thereafter, 
I worked on folded scraps of paper to develop 
expertise in this newfound ability. Finally, I felt 
ready to make a special valentine for Mummy. 
Firstly, cutting a heart shape from silver foil, (at 
one time the inside wrapper of a chocolate bar), I 
glued upon it a smaller heart crafted from a sheet 
of blue writing paper. I had spent hours with pointy 
scissors cutting out small pieces from its middle 
in what I believed to be a very successful attempt 
at a “lacey” look. Lastly, in teeny tiny letters, I 
laboriously printed, “I love Mummy.” 

When Valentine’s Day finally arrived, anticipation 
for the school party did not match the eagerness 
I felt at the thought of bestowing my homemade 
card upon its beloved recipient.  I decided that 
I would wait for the presentation until after 
school. 

The day should have been wonderful, but 
I trudged homeward with heavy footsteps and a 
heavier heart. I had made a tragic discovery. Every 
single valentine deposited in my shoebox receptacle 
had been red! Valentines were supposed to be red!

It was tearfully that I submitted my homemade 
valentine, sobbing out an apology for the terrible 
mistake.

There are many, many reasons why I loved my 
mother. The manner in which she dealt with the 
situation was, indeed, an example of why she 
merited that love. Years later, as I removed special 
cards and letters from the treasure box she 
had left behind, I discovered a little blue and 
silver valentine.

By the way, not all valentines are red. The first 
one I ever received from my future husband was 
a valentine-shaped box of chocolates, powder 
blue in color and bedecked with blue satin ribbon 
and blue roses. Do you suppose that could be 
one of the reasons I decided to marry him? c
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The Jammers began Wednesday 
night Pub Nights at The Gardens 
in 2017 with a couple of resident 
musicians. Since then the group 
has tempted more Swan Lakers 
to grab their instruments out of 
the closet and join. Starting as 
a small neighborhood gathering 
each week, attendance kept on 
increasing with large numbers 
of ‘regulars’ popping into The 
Gardens on pub nights to meet, 
socialize, sing-a-long, raise a  
glass and enjoy great entertain-
ment. Theme and costume nights 
add to the fun. The Jammers have 
also performed at many other 
village activities and have enter-
tained at Amica. 

We’re very privileged to have 
such talent at our doorstep, so 
come on out and join in. Pub nights 
are held the first three Wednesday 
nights of the month. Beer and wine 
is provided. The fourth Wednes-
day is a practise session.  c  

The Jammers
at Swan Lake

by Cindy Fowler

The JammersThe Jammers
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Hidden Surprises
by Audrey Buckeridge

My trip to London was amaz-
ing! Fabulous weather, 

not too hot, not too cold. The 
gardens were in full bloom. The 
big red, double decker buses, 
tourists and shoppers all on the 
move through the city traffic.  

The River Thames offered 
us the luxury of traveling 
to and fro through the city:  
London Bridge, Westminster, 
Putney and our own stop, 
Imperial Wharf, where we would 
hop off and watch the boat 
travel on amidst river traffic 
which included rowing teams 
at practice. One couldn’t help 
but think of days gone by when 
Henry VIII strode out of Hamp-
ton Court and on to the colour-
ful Royal Barge.

We had a great visit to Kew 
Gardens where we discovered 
a special Chihuly Exhibition, 
Reflections on Nature. The art-
works standing in the gardens 
with pieces such as “The Ethe-
real White Persian Pond” in the 
Waterlily House, and the pièce 
de résistance, the “Persian 
Column” which was suspended 
from the roof in the Temperate 
House.

It was an afternoon of calm and tranquility 
with beautiful trees which we viewed at close 
range by climbing up the steps and walking 
among the branches at around 30 feet. The 
pathway plaques gave interesting information: 
trees make their own food from water and air; a 
jay can bury 5000 acorns in autumn; tree roots 
are twice as wide as the tree is tall but only a 
meter deep.  

It was difficult to leave for the hustle and 
bustle of the Underground. My son and I were 
heading out for a fundraising dinner with the 
speaker Colonel Nicholas Blashford-Snell, a 
former British Military Officer, who is affec-

tionately known as the British 
Indiana Jones by his regiment. 
“Whatever terrain you can 
think of Blashford-Snell has 
paddled, hacked, ploughed or 
clambered through it.  He led 
the first descent of the Blue 
Nile.” He claims that he trans-
ported a grand piano to an 
Amazon jungle chief.  

We were there because 
Blashford-Snell is well known 
for his work to save animals, 
particularly elephants. It was 
an amusing and interesting 
talk. He pointed out that the 
majority of animals were in 
danger because people moved 
into or destroyed their habitat. 
I had expected him to say that 
hunters were the main cause of 
the reduction.     

We also visited Covent Gar-
den and enjoyed a little outdoor 
entertainment by an amusing 
man perched on a monocycle, 
some 20 feet in the air.  He had 
two people in the audience 
throw knives to him which of 
course he had to catch while 
keeping his balance and making 
amusing repartee. At the end he 
announced he was from Toronto!

In case you are wondering, no, we did not 
leave London without visiting a pub! My 
grandson took us to his “local” in Southwark for 
Sunday lunch and we enjoyed roast beef and 
Yorkshire pudding—what else?  We were indeed 
well fed in true British tradition.

So! Well fed, sustained and entertained, it was 
time to leave.  A joyful time with the family who 
had flown in from Shanghai, my grandson who 
is doing an internship in London and second 
grandson with all his luggage heading to Bath 
University.  I think there is a strong possibility I 
will be returning to London frequently. Possibly 
with a trip to Bath for afternoon tea!  c

“Persian Column” by Dale Chihuly



Let the Band Play On
by Judi McIntyre

Since 1978, Markham Concert Band has been 
all about the love of music. Sixty members, 

ranging in age from their twenties to their eighties, 
meet every Monday at Cornell Community Centre 
to rehearse a wide variety of music. At the band’s 
four shows held annually at the Flato Markham 
Theatre and at the many outdoor shows during the 
summer, audiences enjoy music from marches and 
movie themes to Broadway hits and rock classics. 
Under the direction of Doug Manning, the band has 
won numerous awards and continues to inspire and 
entertain.

Amazingly, three of the founding members (John 
Webster, Shelly Toivonen and Wally Osbaldeston) 
are still with the band, and twelve members (yours 
truly being one) have been members for more than 
twenty years. It proves what a wonderful group the 
band is: dedicated to music but also having fun 
rehearsing and performing together.

The band performs at the major festivals 
in Markham and Unionville, and organizes the 
summer Sunday concerts at the Unionville band-
stand through a grant from Celebrate Markham. 
Along with the major concerts involving all the band 
members, there are several small ensembles that 
perform at long-term care facilities such as Amica, 
Terry Fox Run and at the libraries. They are available 
for hire!

Fun fact: it was the Markham Concert Band, 
Markham Little Theatre and Markham Men of 
Harmony who pushed the Town of Markham to build 
the Markham Theatre. It opened in 1985 with all of 
us performing on stage that night. 

I have been a member of the Markham Concert 
Band since 1986.

For more information about the Markham Con-
cert Band and future  concerts visit the band’s web-
site, www.mcband.ca, or the Flato Theatre website.

This is Garbage!
by Diane Sweeney

Did you know that any question concerning 
recycling or garbage can be answered 

immediately on the City of Markham website? 
Queries about what goes where can be 
answered almost immediately after a few taps 
on the keyboard. You can obtain all sorts of 
information about disposable and recyclable 
services.

Were you aware of the following?

The Blue Box welcomes all types of clean 
aluminum foil; egg cartons, both paper and 
plastic; water bottles; paint cans (empty, lids 
removed); coffee cups (paper only, lids removed).

The Green Bin takes all things paper; food scraps, 
pizza boxes, coffee filters and contents, diapers, 
dog waste, meat pads, old bills (when wet, the 
information becomes unreadable). Remember 
that FOG (or Fat, Oil and Grease) should be 
deposited, when solid, in the green bin.

Clear Garbage Bags should contain bottle 
caps, furnace filters, K cups, plastic wrap, 6-pk, 
plastic pop rings.

Any of Markham’s Recycling Depots will  
accept drop-offs of plastic bags and clean 
styrofoam.

The Textile Bin near the management office 
is a receptacle for clothing, shoes, (even one 
shoe can be accepted), towels, and blankets. 
The contents will be collected and sorted by 
associations.

Perhaps you, too, have wondered about 
changing rules with changing times. Answers 
are readily available. You might like to share 
with us information that surprises you.

Quick link: 
www.markham.ca/wps/portal/home/ 
neighbourhood-services/ 
recycling-garbage
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Mixed Golf
League 2019
by Art McDonald

The sun concedes defeat and shrivels to a 
few hours of dim light per day. Summer’s 
leaves, now well past their expiration dates, lie 
smothered under white crystal snows. Night 
blinds the northern world. Bummer. How can one 
be expected to find a golf ball in the dark in this 
mess? At least we have these memories. 

The shot by Don Lind on the sixth hole during 
the September 17 mixed golf league tournament 
was amazing. The challenge was to get your ball 
closest to the pin on that hole. Only balls that 
ended up on the green qualified. Don’s shot was 
exceptional in that, of all the players, his was the 
only one that ended up on the green. No one ever 
claimed this was a pro league. 

A foregone conclusion was that any team 
Steve Greening was playing on in the closing 

scramble on October 7 would raise the flaming 
torch of victory. Well, the team of Paul Leonard, 
Bill Dewberry, and Don Rudderham won. 
Needless to say, the fourth team member was 
Steve Greening. Doug and Marilyn Fleming kindly 
organized this event. 

The joy showed on people’s faces on October 
17 at the closing banquet when the victors 
during the season were presented with their 
prizes; and the ones who played and didn’t win 
got prizes; and the spouses and guests present 
also got prizes! Talk about a win/win league. The 
only disruption came when Frank Pantaleo and 
Pat Gill wanted more information on the financial 
report. They demanded to know the identity 
of the anonymous donor who gave $1.75 to 
the league so the books would balance. Their 
demand was refused on ethical concerns for 
privacy and a claim of executive privilege. 

So now we must patiently wait for the new 
grass of 2020 before this league of friends can 
again test their talents. In the meantime, rest well 
and dream of the past—or go to Florida and keep 
playing. c 

Fortunate Forgetfulness?
A True Story by an Elderly Person
by Reg Jordan

Some years ago, my daughter gave me a duvet 
for Christmas. Or was it for Father’s Day? I can’t 

remember.
Anyway, after having kept the present unopened 

for some time, I decided to return it and exchange 
it for something else. I took it to Sears and 
arranged a credit of $250.

Now to purchase the replacement. Oops—a 
problem! I couldn’t remember where I put the 
transaction credit. I figured I could just present my 
Sears card and the credit would be there. However, 
I couldn’t remember where I put my credit card. I 
could not find it anywhere!

I trudged down to Sears and asked for the 
accounting department, forgetting that this 
function had some years ago been centralized in 
Kitchener as it turns out. The nice salespeople at 
Sears put me in touch with the nice accounting 
people in Kitchener and I explained my dilemma.

“No problem, sir,” the woman said, “I’ll just look 
up your account and we can get a new card issued 
right away. What is your phone number?” I gave 
it to her, “There’s no card registered with this 

number, sir.” 
Hmmm. We tried my address, my previous 

address, my wife’s name, my mother’s maiden name 
everything we could think of. I just did not exist on 
Sears’ computer!

“Man!” I worried, “Am I out $250 bucks?” If I 
could just remember where I put the credit card or 
the transaction record.

A couple of hours later I had a sudden flash 
of memory! Sears hadn’t given me a credit on 
my card. They had given me a gift card worth 
$250. Now, if I could just remember where I put 
that gift card.

I searched everywhere. I found my passport 
which was about to expire. I found a cache of $60 
U.S. which I had forgotten. I found another cache 
of $180 Canadian which I had put in a fanny pack 
for safekeeping while traveling. Finally I found the 
transaction credit and, nearby, the gift card.

So, due to my forgetfulness, I saved myself a 
future hassle at the U.S. border and I found about 
$250 in cash plus the gift card worth $250. Hey, 
forgetfulness isn’t so bad! c 



About the Book
Marion and Shiva Stone are 
twin brothers born of a 
secret union between a 
beautiful Indian nun and a 
brash British surgeon at a 
mission hospital in Addis 
Ababa. Orphaned by their 
mother’s death in childbirth 
and their father’s disap-
pearance, bound together 
by their natural connection 
and a shared fascination 
with medicine, the twins come of age as Ethiopia 
hovers on the brink of revolution. 

Alas, it is their passion for the same woman that 
will tear them apart and force Marion, fresh out of 
medical school, to flee his homeland. He makes his 
way to America finding refuge in his work as an 
intern at an underfunded, overcrowded New York 
City hospital. When the past catches up to him, 
devastating him, Marion must entrust his life to the 
two men he trusts least in the world: the surgeon 
father who abandoned him and the brother who 
betrayed him.

About the Author
Abraham Verghese, born in 1955, is an American 
physician, a specialist in internal medicine, an 
author and a professor for the Theory and 
Practice of Medicine at Stanford University Medi-
cal School. This book is his first novel, published 
in 2009. It was a New York Times best seller 
for over two years. In 2014 and 2015, Verghese 
received two awards in the arts and humanities. 

Personal Favourite
I was drawn to the novel because I too am an 
identical twin and as a registered nurse, spent over 
40 years involved in and observing the interchange 
between physicians, their colleagues and patients. 
In this novel, Verghese gives insight into the world 
of medicine with its precise detail about how 
physicians work and at the same time, dramatiz-
ing the many themes of human existence. I read 
the book slowly, so I could savour every word, and 
make the experience last a little bit longer. c

Personal Favourite
of Charmaine Caron
Cutting for Stone
by Abraham Verghese

Enter Your Password 
( just another silly rhyme)

by Maureen Bachetti

It used to be my name and SIN
Was all I needed to get me in
To any task I had to do.
But now, alas, my world’s transformed
My many devices are now the norm.
Bet you can relate to all I’m saying!

My iPhone, iPad, and laptop as well,
All have a password which I cannot tell
To anyone for fear of scammers.
My bank accounts hold my secret wealth
For which I need PINS to insure their health.
Cyber thieves could be lurking about.

The safe in my house has a code to insure
That my documents are all secure
From someone stealing my identity.
Websites abound in my life today
For which I need PASSWORDS lest be open to prey
Even Swan Lakers have a protected site.

My codes, my passwords, my pins and more
Are way more than I bargained for.
All this to make an easier life.

But my passwords do not always work
There’s often a careless silly quirk
A mistyped letter here or there.
Forgot your password? screams out in red
Not really I know them—they’re in my head
Ok, ok I wrote them down
But where?  Ah yes, they’re in iPhone notes
Or...on my desktop. I think I even printed them out.

For heaven sake
I must not swear
I’ve recorded them safely in a place somewhere.
A tiny voice whispers “just stay calm”
Oh bugger off, and leave me be
I’m trying to compose myself, can’t you see?

Numbers, letters, upper case and low
Oh where the heck did I put that code?
Can this scenario get any worse?
Ah wait  of course,
That secret compartment in my purse...I hope.
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In this life 
celebrations 
abound! All 

of them are 
noteworthy. Some mark cultural observances 

and religious rites; some laud birthdays, weddings 
and anniversaries; some honor accomplishments 
and victories.

I would imagine that the title of this article 
might have suggested a Scottish connection. 
However, the celebration I am about to describe 
has little to do with authentic highland dress. It is 
particular to a branch on the Atkinson family tree.

The “Forever Plaid” celebration evolved due 
to circumstance. Within a two-year span, our 
Atkinson clan had attended two “celebrations of 
life”—one to honour my husband, one to honour 
his brother. Those two would never again strum 
and drum together at a jam session; would never 
again cheer (or jeer) together as sports spec-
tators; would never again enjoy together the 
camaraderie at family festivity. One such event 
had been the annual “brunch bunch” to mark 
two close-together Atkinson birthdays. It was a 
celebration that most certainly must continue. 
However, it was almost impossible to imagine 
how it could happen without the presence of 
its originators.

In preparation for “send-off” celebrations (my 
husband had insisted on that terminology) we 
had poured over family photos. We were reminded 
that the brothers had preferred casual attire, 
both showing an affinity for plaid shirts. One of 
them had customarily purchased his plaid shirts 
in threes. If fabric, fit and design were to his 
liking, he might purchase one in red; one in blue; 
and one in green. You might say that our albums 
contained a plethora of plaid. We recalled that, 
some years ago, a stage production, Forever 
Plaid had been so well enjoyed that it required 
our encore attendance. It seemed that the theme 
for the revised version of our family get together 
was an obvious choice.   

 Like decorated trees for Christmas and 
colored eggs for Easter, plaids played an impor-
tant role in our Forever Plaid celebration. The 
cost of admission to the event was the donning 

of a plaid shirt. A trio of shirts, identical in every-
thing but hue, were worn by a new widow and 
her two children. A patchwork of plaid adorned 
the buffet table, materializing on tablecloth, 
serviettes and dinnerware; plaid socks and 
scarves accessorized attire; a plaid border framed 
a large family photo collage. As we enjoyed food 
prepared from Grandma’s recipes, and recalled 
favorite times together, we could almost feel the 
presence of those two missing loved ones. 

As festivities drew to a close, a plaid-clad group 
of Atkinsons agreed that the celebration must 
surely become a family tradition.

Each new year offers many opportunities to 
celebrate. However, in this family, Forever Plaid, 
with its abundance of laughter, its smattering of 
tears, and its treasured memories of two very 
special people, will be one of the most forever 
anticipated! c

by Linda Atkinson

Wanderer
by George H. Bennett

I am bound away where the highways wind
With plans aplenty to be unfurled.
A restless man with a restless mind
Adrift in a restless world.

I’ve been where the plains stretch endlessly.
I’ve followed the rivers down to the sea.
Seen glaciers calving, heard them roar
And scaled the peaks where condors soar.

I’ve dared adventures wild beyond belief.
Sought sunken treasures on a coral reef.
I’ve sailed the seas, the outback crossed
And on the way, all virtue lost.

Some day I’ll have to settle down.
I’ll find a quiet country town,
Where I can buy a cottage small
And leave my past beyond recall.

May fate grant there, a caring wife,
A bonny bairn and a tranquil life.

A Plaid Celebration
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Crazy Cockies
by Jon Van Loon

Suddenly in a flash a white torpedo crashed 
through the screen door and a sulphur-

crested cockatoo was found happily demolish-
ing a box of Captain Crunch cereal left out from 
breakfast on the kitchen table and visible from 
outside through said door.  But wait a bit, this is 
not the start of the story.

In the backyard near the rear door stood an 
odd looking two meter plus high pole with a hose 
connector at its base. Out of 
curiosity I sought out the hose 
and attached it. Upon turning 
on the water magically, it began 
opening like an umbrella. 
Thin metal rods began to rise 
out of its interior with cords 
attached throughout the perimeter at various 
intervals spaced back to the center. Voila, here 
appeared a clothesline.

 My absentee, parsimonious, landlord refused 
to shell out for repairs to an old rickety clothes 
dryer, let alone purchase a new one.  Instead he 
expected us to dry our laundry on this water 
activated beast.

I am certainly no neatnik and under normal 
circumstances would have been doing clothes 
washing as seldom as possible, or at least until 
a trace of odor was evident. However, at CSIRO, 
Lucas Heights, Sydney, where I was a consultant, 
a clean shirt and tie were de rigueur and centre 
piece of their dress code.  

Now roll out the crazy cockies.
We had a flock of five sulphur-crested cocka-

toos that made their home in our yard in a tall 
sub-tropical evergreen. When not ensconced 
therein for the night, for the most part they sat 

in an innocent looking manner, side by side on 
a nearby powerline. I noticed these guys eyeing 
me intently as, for the first time one morning, 
I hung my freshly laundered shirts out to dry. I 
assumed this was just part of a cockatoo’s well-
known curiosity manifesting itself, but oh boy 
was I mistaken.  Upon returning from work that 
evening I went to retrieve my hopefully dry laun-
dry. Instead of four fluffy clean white shirts gen-

tly blowing in the breeze, I spied, 
while spouting a few well-cho-
sen expletives, a tangle of tor-
tured dirty white cloth nearby 
scattered on the ground. On 
closer perusal I found that the 
shirt buttons had all gone miss-

ing leaving several centimeters of torn cloth in 
the proximity to where these buttons had been 
attached. A surprised neighbour leaning over his 
fence and who had apparently witnessed the de-
bacle seemed aghast at my anger.  He ventured 
the opinion that nobody in his right mind hung 
out playthings like these for the pleasure of the 
resident cockatoos in the vicinity.  Here was just 
another piece of valuable information that had 
not been passed on by my derelict landlord.

Rule 1: Hang your wash out to dry after dark 
and hope like hell you wake early enough to 
avoid crazy cocky laundry molestation. 

The above occurred in the 1980s. Now let’s 
fast forward to the present, when apparently the 
crazy cockies appear to have become an even 
greater potential menace.  

The pictures accompanying this article basi-
cally tell this part of the story. The home in the 
picture with all the sulphur-crested cockatoos 
about is rented by a Melbourne friend. She and 
her daughter are fervent nature lovers. Over 
the years they have kindly fed the wildlife in 
their area. Then recently they noted a couple of 
cockatoos in the yard which they dutifully fed.  
Moments later they looked out their window in 
despair to see the ground nearby looking as if 
patchy snow had fallen. A massive flock of these 
birds seemingly materialized out of nowhere. 
Apparently, the speed of the cockatoo messag-
ing system rivals that of the internet.

Rule 2:  Never start feeding a couple of cocka-
toos that might happen by, no matter how cute 
and innocent they may seem.

continued on next page...

I spied, while spouting a
few well-chosen expletives,

a tangle of tortured dirty white
cloth nearby scattered

on the ground.
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Of course, a flock of such magnitude will not 
confine themselves during their visit to one back 
yard. No, they will fly about, shatting frequent-
ly everywhere as they go to see what the un-
suspecting neighbours might have to offer. Al-
though not mentioned before, these birds are 

Crazy Cockies continued... vociferous in the extreme. A single voice is bad 
enough, but in this choral format their squawk-
ing could easily awake the proverbial dead.  

Rule 3: Apologize to outraged neighbours and 
check the area roofs for damage.

Check the roofs for damage? Yes, the pesky 
cockatoos consider roofing tiles great for bill 
sharpening and just another intriguing plaything 
when loosened.

What did I learn most strikingly from all of this? 
Ah well, let me give this some deep thought. Of 
course, it would have to be that, in the land of 
crazy cockies, never leave a package of Captain 
Crunch cereal within birdsight through a screen 
door!

With thanks for pictures and comments from 
Therese Larkins. c

On December 19, 2019, Music by The Lake enter-
tained residents and guests with Swan Lake’s 

first ever string quartet.  
The Paskke String Quartet was founded in 2012 

when leading members of the York Symphony 
Orchestra came together looking for a refined 
chamber music outlet. Praised for their vibrant and 
dynamic playing, the Paskke String Quartet offers 
musical diversity and variety to audiences through-
out the GTA. The members of the quartet are 
Kevin Leung and Simon Lau on violin, 
Fanny Tang on the viola, and Paul Hudspith 
on the cello.  

Paul introduced each piece by providing 
a brief history of the song and the 
composer. Along with a few Christmas 
songs like “Joy to the World,” “What Child is 
This,”  “The First Noel” and “Silent Night,” the 
group played a variety of music that not only 
included classical selections but also a few 
more well-known songs such as “Memory” 
from Andrew Lloyd Webber’s Cats and the 
Beatles’ “Eleanor Rigby.”

The audience was very positive. They 
thought the ticket price was worth every 
penny since they did not have to make their way 
downtown and pay an exorbitant price to have 

The
Paskke String 

Quartet
by Jacqui Stein

such entertainment. Wine along with hot cider, 
compliments of Diane Sweeney, was served during 
intermission. Everyone was very enthusiastic about 
the evening and would like to see the group return 
at another time.

Thanks to the MBTL 
Committee, Teri Laflamme, 
Madeleine Nevins, Thom 
Pritchard, Brian Slater, 
Jacqui Stein, Diane 
Sweeney and Carolyn 
Whitaker for their 
continuous commitment 
of seeking out only the 
best entertainers to 
perform in our own 
backyard. c

Thanks to the MBTL
Committee, Teri Laflamme,
Madeleine Nevins, Thom 
Pritchard, Brian Slater,
Jacqui Stein, Diane
Sweeney and Carolyn
Whitaker for their
continuous commitment
of seeking out only the 
best entertainers to
perform in our own 

musical diversity and variety to audiences through-

Fanny Tang on the viola, and Paul Hudspith 

Paul introduced each piece by providing
a brief history of the song and the
composer. Along with a few Christmas 
songs like “Joy to the World,” “What Child is 
This,”  “The First Noel” and “Silent Night,” the 
group played a variety of music that not only
included classical selections but also a few 
more well-known songs such as “Memory”

 and the

The audience was very positive. They 

backyard.



Sharing a Dram
with Rabbie

Claidhmor
L-R: Ian Forbes, Lynn Swanson,

Fred Cotie, Susan Ryman, Stewart Bennett

Stewart Bennett,
Alastair McCallum, Bev Stewart, Kent Tait

Olivia Kyle



Toast to the Lassies
So, this is my rhyme, I guess it’s now time
We remember who gave us this feast,
If he wasn’t so bold, his story wouldn’t be told, 
‘bout the Lassies, he wasn’t a priest.
The women he loved, we men often dream of
Were we of the Scottish caste
To our lassies we toast, a Rabbie Burns rhyme boast
It’s for sure we men all like our glass.

Toast to the Laddies
You know for all their short-
comings we women couldn’t 
get along without men. 
If nothing else, we need 
someone to boss around. 
And your little foibles are 
usually why we like you so 
much. As Burns himself said, 
a man’s a man for all that.

Address to a Haggis
Good luck to you and your honest plump face,
Great chieftain of the sausage race!
Above them all you take your place,
Stomach, tripe or intestines:
Well are you worthy of a grace
As long as my arm.

Bob MacLean

Elizabeth
McCarthy

Fred Cotie, Ian Forbes, Stewart Bennett
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Photo courtesy of Don Fowler

Great Blue Heron. Leg coated with Cyanobacteria
Photo courtesy of Don Fowler

Crisis in Swan Lake Park
What should be done?
by Fred Peters, Friends of Swan Lake Park

Swan Lake also contains cyanobacteria, a type 
of bacteria. Though not algae, cyanobacteria is 
often referred to as blue-green algae. Certain 
forms of cyanobacteria found in Swan Lake 
produce toxins, or poisons, that are harmful 
to animals and can be harmful to humans. One 
form can impact individuals with respiratory 
issues, another can cause liver damage. The 
level of cyanobacteria in Swan Lake is below 
the guidelines for banning recreational activities 
but there is a risk that some of the bacteria may 
become airborne. We believe the levels within 
Swan Lake warrant the posting of a health risk 
warning at the park, and have requested that 
the city also post a temporary ban on fishing in 
the lake until the water quality is restored.

The Friends of Swan Lake Park recently met 
with the city staff and made three specific 
recommendations: 

1.   Immediately initiate the proposed Remedia-
tion Plan.

2.   Develop a long term sustainable Envi-
ronmental Plan for the park, including a 
program for restoration of the damaged 
elements.

3.   Incorporate a monitoring mechanism that 
will provide for timely remedial action into 
a long-term Stewardship Plan for the park.

Many have witnessed first-hand the poor 
water quality issues in Swan Lake this past 

summer. In spite of the city’s attempt to improve 
the water quality through a Phoslock treatment 
in 2013 and an aggressive geese management 
program, the water quality today is as bad or 
worse than in 2012. A recent analysis confirms 
the presence of harmful bacteria in the lake. 

The poor water quality directly impacts the 
aquatic life and the quality and quantity of 
water-based plants that are a source of oxygen 
for fish and food for waterfowl. The team of 
caregivers for our swans feel there are not 
sufficient food sources in the lake and that their 
effort to feed the swans three times each day 
is essential for the swans’ survival. In a lake this 
size, we should not have to worry about feed-
ing three swans!

The primary challenge is the excess amount 
of phosphorus in the lake that stimulates 
excessive growth of algae and phytoplankton. 
Phytoplankton is what gives the water its dark 
green look and the algae are the slimy green sub-
stances on the surface. The excess phytoplankton 
and algae prevent the sunlight from reaching 
water-based plants which is needed for their 
survival. The excess phosphorus arises primarily 
from the large migrating geese population. 
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Proposed Remediation:
Do It Now, Don’t Delay
In March, the city staff plans to submit a 
recommendation to council that a treatment 
to reduce phosphorus levels be applied in the 
spring of 2021. We fully endorse their recom-
mendation for remediation, however, strongly 
object to deferring the treatment until 2021. 
The lake is in crisis now and the treatment 
should be applied in the spring of 2020 to 
prevent the problems from becoming worse.

Everyone wants to see an improvement in 
the water quality. But what does that mean? 

It is important that the City commit to defin-
ing what they think success looks like. Our belief 
is that the only sustainable solution is to reduce 
and maintain Swan Lake phosphorus levels to 
a point that meets established environmental 
guidelines. This means that the lake will have 
fair to clear water, submerged aquatic plants, 
some fish and only periodic algae blooms. It is 
unlikely that this will be accomplished in one 
treatment and an additional treatment may be 
required over the next two to three years to 
accomplish this goal.

Sustainable Environmental Plan
and Restoration Program
The environmental elements in the park are all 
interconnected and interdependent. We have 
identified over 80 different species of birds and 
mammals that inhabit the park and six invasive 
plant species that are gaining hold.

Swan Lake Park falls within the Rouge River 
watershed. The Toronto and Region Conservation 
Authority (TRCA) has developed comprehen-
sive environmental plans for the nine water-
sheds it oversees, including the Rouge River 
watershed. We have asked the city to work with 
the TRCA and initiate a similar environmental 
review of Swan Lake Park. 

Without any stream water inflows or outflows, 
common to many other waterbodies in the area, 
Swan Lake is more like a very large stagnant 
puddle depending mainly on precipitation for 
replenishment. This presents a particularly dif-
ficult problem for phosphorus level remediation 
and maintenance.

We have asked the city to investigate what 
we call “engineering” solutions such as imple-
menting techniques to create water flow and 
forms of natural filtration to offset the intrinsic 
challenges facing the lake. 

There is an Ontario association of environ-
mental consultants that hosts an annual com-
petition for university and college students. 
The students are asked to develop solutions to 
solve challenging environmental problems. We 
have asked the city to enter Swan Lake Park as 
a project for the competition.

Timely Response Mechanism
Periodic remediation treatments may be the 
only viable solution; however, we should not 
wait five to seven years to have the issues 
addressed.

In 2006, Swan Lake was in crisis. Fellow Swan 
Lake Village resident, Jon Van Loon, started pes-
tering the city about the problem in 2010. Markham 
undertook the Phoslock treatment in 2013—seven 
years after the problem was identified.

In 2016, it was recognized that the lake had 
returned to its pre-crisis levels. At that time, 
one type of harmful cyanobacteria, microcystin 
was recorded at 3.7 times the federal guide-
lines for recreational waters, yet no health risk 
notices were posted. Fortunately, cyanobacteria 
levels are currently at more moderate levels.

Two years ago, the consultants recommended 
another Phoslock treatment. The city’s staff asked 
the consultant to outline other alternatives. This 
has led us to the current report and the city’s plan 
for the next remediation treatment in 2021, five 
years after the problem was recognized.

In its 2017 report, the city’s consultants 
recommended that the City define “trigger” 
points to spur future treatments. We endorse 
this recommendation.

The Friends of Swan Lake Park plan to host 
a meeting to discuss these issues and will be 
inviting the city staff and our local councillor, 
Andrew Keyes to attend. Come to the meeting 
on March 9th, 7:00-8:30 pm and bring your 
questions. c



After spending 28 years in Sault Ste. Marie, 
we moved to Swan Lake Village. We felt 

that it would provide desired access to the big 
city while avoiding its hustle.

We arrived amidst the dust and commotion 
of phase 3B construction. We were impressed 
by the many ways in which 
residents volunteered to add 
to the life of the village, from 
helping with tree choice to 
providing swan care. 

We chose to relax, and 
watch things unfold. I started 
to play billiards in the mornings and was 
really impressed when I was invited to join the 
club. I enjoyed the humour and camaraderie of 
the members and was proud on one occasion 
to represent the team against Ballantrae. I 
am grateful to the club for introducing me to 
the community. 

Although I was enjoying a new life, I found 
myself missing the thrill of veterinary practice. 
I returned to working full time at a veterinary 
hospital in Scarborough for five years.

When the swan caretaker decided to leave 
Swan Lake there arose the threat of having to 
give up the swans. I was approached and asked 
if I would consider looking after their care, 
treating any sick ones, pinioning wings and 
doing whatever was necessary to keep them 
healthy. I was offered the opportunity to spend 
many hours with them for free! That is how I 
became a swan vet.

The anatomy and physiology of a swan is like 
that of a chicken so for me, that was a start. My 
experience as a veterinarian in Kenya, where 
improvisation was the normal, was to later 
prove very helpful.

I had accepted one challenge, but I needed 
another. In search of cerebral stimulation, I 

decided to learn to play bridge. I owe a lot to 
my patient instructor who worked with me for 
two years, despite the facts that I had never 
been a card player, and working full time, I was 
not able to devote adequate attention to learn-
ing the game. When my teacher quit teaching, 

I did find another instructor. 
I understand that he too is 
contemplating retirement. 

Two occurrences standout 
in my mind about our time at 
Swan Lake.

One was the appearance of a 
rogue mute swan soon after Romeo and Juliet 
arrived in the spring. This swan was in good 
physical condition and about 15 years younger 
than Romeo. He was looking for a mate as 
well as the opportunity to takeover some 
territory. The inevitable battle showed there was 
no question which was the stronger of the two. 
Ultimately Romeo was vanquished. The rogue 
swan took off with Juliet who did not seem to 
object. The Swan Lake Swat Team, called to the 

20 Years
in Swan Lake Village

by Sal Rocha

MEMORIES

...instead of chasing him,
let him come to us

with Romeo as bait.
If we could not win in the water,

but what about the land?
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Robson in Washington and ranges of hills in the 
background. There are not many birds around, 
but I do have a bird’s eye view of humanity. 

Do I miss Swan Lake? Absolutely. However, 
life goes on. It was with heavy hearts that I and 
my wife Effie said good-bye. c
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Remembering
George Bennett, 12 Augusta Drive Way 
Linda Cresswell, 19 Belle Terre Way
Joe Gubby, 85 The Boardwalk Way
Kim Hutchison, 54 Kingfisher Cove Way
Roberta Sliter, 55 The Boardwalk Way

rescue, chased the rogue in a boat, but he just 
flew further along. Firing flares amused him 
and snagging him with a fishing line was not 
successful. I wondered if this might mark the 
end of my veterinary career. Then, in a flash of 
animal psychology, it came to me. If we could 
not win in the water, what about the land? 
Instead of chasing him, let him come to us, with 
Romeo as bait. We plotted to catch the rogue 
in a large fishing net. Two of us prevented him 
from getting out of the water. Half of Swan Lake 
became involved in the exercise. Some kept 
strangers from unwittingly interfering with our 
plan. Romeo, up against the fence, was gently 
brought into the view of the rogue swan. When 
the rogue saw Romeo, he headed for him, 
failing to see the net in his way. The plan worked 
and the captured swan was caged and taken to 
Milton to face Farmer Dan.

Another noteworthy occurrence was the 
condominium corporation’s decision to ban 
bird feeders. A group of residents, who felt 
very strongly about this, presented a petition 
to vote on the rule change. Unfortunately, bird 
feeders are still banned, but it was a good fight.

Now I live on the 42nd floor of a condo tower 
in B.C. with a clear view of snow-covered Mount 

Exploring Canada
by George H. Bennett

O come with me the hills to roam,
To seek adventures far from home
From prairie lands to the oceans’ shore.
Do things we never did before.

We’ll set our feet on mountain peaks.
Pan for gold in lonely creeks.
Explore huge caves, both deep and dark.
Hike long trails in a national park.

Fly hang gliders, high and free.
Ride great rivers down to the sea.
Dine with Inuit. Watch glaciers calve.
Mix with folk debonair and suave.

Join the revelers at Quebec’s Carnaval
And cross the country by passenger rail.
Sail with the salmon fishing fleet.
Find formal gardens bright and neat.

But we must hurry, for time is short
And all our plans could come to naught.
If we just let time slip away,
Too soon we grow both old and grey.



Celebrating the Holiday Season
With the village decked out with festive holiday decorations, Swan Lake residents 
once again celebrated the season with many events, dinners and luncheons, concerts 
and activities. These events are only possible through the many hours and dozens of 
volunteers who make them happen. Thank you for all that you do.

Sing-a-long
Concert

Toy Drive



Euchre Lunch

PROBUS
Lunch

5A Dinner/Jazz Concert
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Swan Lake
Tennis Club
by Art McDonald

There are three main levels in tennis. You’ve got 
the pros trying to make a living or a fortune, 
the fanatically aggressive amateurs who can’t 
bear to lose, and the Swan Lake tennis players. 
Undoubtedly, the last have the lowest blood 
pressure, and probably, the most fun. This may 
be because they play mixed doubles, there are 
no tournaments, partners change all the time, 
and nobody keeps track of who wins and who 
loses. This lets you concentrate on trying to 
make that perfect passing shot or, even sweeter, 
that devilish drop shot that your opponent can 
only hope to get back in his or her dreams. If 
you make it once in the day, it’s the only shot 
you’ll remember. Besides which, tennis helps 
one to keep their weight in check. 

There are exceptions to the last comment. 

They are known as the opening pot-luck 
luncheon, the Breakfast at Wimbledon event, 
and the closing pot-luck luncheon. The 
excellence of the fare at these gatherings can 
obliterate your losses whether on the court 
or on the scales. The first two have been 
mentioned in earlier articles. The last luncheon 
in October lived up to the tradition in fine style. 
The twenty or so attendees brought everything 
from roast duck to casseroles, salads, meat 
balls, Chinese dumplings and too many other 
delectable dishes to acknowledge. 

We had good turnouts for the most part 
during the year, with the usual holidays, 
cottages and bad weather interfering occa-
sionally. The members did an exceptional job 
of volunteering whenever required, including 
Bob and Wendy Scott leading the Tuesday 
lessons and all those who made the special 
events special, (too many to name individually 
without leaving some out). All in all, a great 
year of fun and friendship. 

Sorry, I have to sign off now. Writing this 
article has made me truly hungry. c

My Haven Drivers
by George H. Bennett by Bill Armstrong

From urban strife I oft retreat
To a hidden glade, where I can meet
A fox emerging from his lair.
See falcons circling high in the air

Watch squirrels glean nuts around the glade
While raccoons tread trails the ground-hogs made.
Chipmunks are darting here and there.
Young rabbits are well nigh everywhere.

As young fallow deer come here to play.
Song birds are singing their roundelay.
A skunk passes by with his tail held high.
I watch the aerial dance of a dragonfly.

Between the trees not far away,
Wild flowers cluster in bright array.
Butterflies and bees flit from bloom to bloom
Drawn here by the colour and pungent perfume.

Sometimes I simply stand and stare
For natures magic is everywhere
Like a kingdom known to me alone
Where time is not and strife unknown.

As people who walk in the Swan Lake Village 
know, there are two types of roads. Those 
that have sidewalks and those that don’t. 
Of the people who walk in Swan Lake 
Village, there are two types—those who use 
the sidewalks and those who don’t. Of those 
who don’t use the sidewalk, either by choice 
or necessity, there are two types of people— 
those who walk on the right side of the road 
facing the  traffic, which is the left side and 
those who walk on the wrong side of the 
road, which is the right side. I know that 
sounds confusing but you know what I mean. 
Of the people driving in the village there 
are two types—those that slow down and 
give walkers a wide berth and those who 
just continue to drive fast and ignore 
the walkers.
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Home for the Holidays was the 
Movie Committee’s presen-
tation shown at the end of 
November and it was wonder-
ful.  André Rieu, as many of 
you know, lives in Maastricht, 
The Netherlands, in a gorgeous 
medieval castle. The concert 
was presented from a massive 
winter wonderland stage on the 
grounds of his home, and in a 
cathedral in Maastricht.

André Rieu started playing the violin at the age of 
five. He was a child in an extremely musical family. His 
father was the conductor of the Maastricht Symphony 
Orchestra. André formed his Johann Strauss Orches-
tra as an adult.  He has 120 people on his payroll and 
tours all over the world with his 60-piece orchestra, 
singers, doctors, child-care workers. His concerts are 
unashamedly flamboyant with his orchestra clad in 
ball gowns and tuxedos.

Johann Strauss is André’s idol and he states that 
Johann had five orchestras but he himself has only 
one. His music truly touches the heart. He com-
bines money, success, hard work and fun. After the 
movie, one Swan Laker said that she had been to 
André’s concert many years ago in Toronto. Barb 
Butterfield had arranged a trip from Swan 
Lake, consisting of two full buses. The weather 
was bad and held up one of the bus loads, but 
she would never forget the wonderful André 
Rieu concert. A truly marvelous evening and a truly 
marvelous movie night. c

If you like Elton John’s music, 
you will love this movie! Taron 
Egerton plays Elton John, a 
fantastic portrayal. If his music 
inspires you, his life will 
surprise you. The movie begins 
with Elton as a child who 
shows some musical talent. His 
parents have him take piano 
lessons. They separate and he 
acquires a stepfather. Since his 
biological father shows little 

interest and his mother is indifferent, his grandmother 
becomes his anchor.

Elton goes through many auditions and finally 
scores in a small venue and becomes famous enough 
to be rewarded by a concert in the U.S.A. He is 
adored by the Americans but after a near death 
incident, due to his lifestyle, he returns to England 
his true roots. His life is hard. He goes through 
periods of drug abuse, alcoholism and depression. 
Finally he decides to take therapy. He has now been 
clean for many years. 

In a recent TV interview, he appeared with his 
partner David Furness and their two sons and stated 
that he is now truly content.

You must see this movie if you love Elton’s music. 
The costumes are bizarre as are his acrobatics during 
his iconic performances. c

Movies are presented at The Swan Club at 7:00 pm on the last Monday of each month 
(except July, August, December). Popcorn and refreshments. $2.00 donation. Please join us!

MOVIE NIGHT
by Vida Bridgeman

Travels with
Lakeview
Take Lakeview on your travels 
and send your photos to: 
editorlakeview@gmail.com.

Copies of Lakeview are also
available on the Swan Lake
website so you can stay in
touch while you’re away.

Katherine Green catches up 
on Swan Lake’s news at the 
Oslo Norway Railway Station.

Huong and Ed Dakin didn’t leave home without 
their recent issue.
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James Lockyer, criminal lawyer 
and prominent social justice 
activist, was the guest speak-
er at our November meeting. 
He spoke passionately about 
wrongful conviction. His initial 
interest in this field had been 
piqued by a newspaper article 
coincidentally featuring the 
month and the year of his birth 

and describing a criminal occurrence which had 
taken place not far from where he lived. Interest 
and curiosity led him to further exploration of 
Canadian rules of justice.  

Since then, Mr. Lockyer has focused on 
implementing a fairer, more expeditious system 
of determining criminal conviction. As a 
founding director of the Association in Defence 
of the Wrongly Convicted—renamed Innocence 
Canada Foundation—he has been a strong 
advocate for the unjustly convicted.

He spoke with great feeling about the 
importance of determining correct evidence 
regarding discovery, detection, pathology and 
witness statement. He cited cases in which 
information was offered falsely or even altered 
(as in the case of an IRA bomber) in order 
to hasten the conviction process. He talked 
about the many cases involving coroner Charles 
Smith which had been necessarily revisited and 
re-examined.

Mr. Lockyer is particularly determined to 
right, what evidence has determined to be, the 
wrongful conviction of a retired judge who has 
been accused of causing the death of his wife. 
It is hoped that the court process will result in 
his release soon. He is the recipient of numerous 
awards for humanitarianism and justice and was 
appointed in 2019 to the Order of Canada. c

PROBUS
by Diane Sweeney

January 2020 Speaker

November Speaker

2020 started off with 
Constable Debora Wood, or 
Bussie as she likes to be 
called, talking about fraud 
scams. From 2011 to 2031, 
the number of seniors in York 
Region is expected to grow to 
21% of total residents. Seniors 
are living longer and we are 
the oldest group in years.

York Region is home to over 65 languages, 
with roughly half of seniors reporting that 
English is most often spoken at home.

Criminals are targeting the aging Baby 
Boomers, gathering info from multiple sources 
such as Facebook and other social media 
accounts. Canadian anti-fraud centre shows 
that the con artists are going after the 60 to 69 
year olds the most. However, if you are older, 
do not let your guard down. Be wise.

Numerous attempts from lottery, CRA, 
telemarketers, salespeople and calls from 
people impersonating police or Microsoft 
employees are but a few examples. Calls or 
emails from grandchildren, investment or 
romances should be investigated. Ask ques-
tions and tell others about your concerns. 

Do not be afraid to question the person or 
verify that the call is legitimate: don’t be guilty 
of believing!

York Region offers Seniors Academy, hosted 
each spring and fall, and teaches the 
importance of crime prevention and personal 
safety. Seniors Day is done in June and is a free 
event so one can listen to different community 
partners. Watch for these events in the local 
paper or contact our speaker, Bussie at: 
York Region Police, Senior Safety Team at 
1-866-876-5423 ext. 6697 or by email at 
seniorssafety@yrp.ca

Bussie had much to share and not enough 
time so we look forward to having her return. 
We can always learn more. Question what your 
gut says . . . “Is this for real?” c

James Lockyer

Debora Wood



Many years ago, school age 
children had autograph books 
and at the end of each school 
year, classmates would write 
some cute little verse to
remember them. On the last 
page of every book, someone 

would pen, “By hook or by crook, I am the last 
in your book.”

Well, you have now arrived at the last article 
in this issue, which allows me to introduce you 
to three new advertisers. Each one offers a 
valuable service. 

Firstly though, there are a few residents I wish 
to acknowledge for endorsing some of our 
existing advertisers. Midge and Bill Killough, of 
The Boardwalk Way, dropped me a brief note to 
tell me how pleased they were with Troy 
Favot of Pro Touch Painting. They were 
delighted with the entire project. Teri Laflamme, 
of Kingfisher Cove Way, lamented that 
“furnace problems only present themselves as 
the weather turns wintry.” She had the good 
fortune to call Jason of Jason Heating and Air 
Conditioning and was very relieved and gratified
with the quick response and “excellent” service. 
Lorraine Allen, of Augusta Drive Way, highly 
recommends Dan, owner of Dan The Drawer Man. 
She reports that after Dan measured the 
cupboards and drawers, and gave her a rea-
sonable quote, within a few weeks everything 
was installed very efficiently and customized
to her satisfaction. Thanks for these positive 
shout-outs to our valued advertisers. 

Did you know that Main Street Limousine has 
been with Lakeview since the very first issue 
some 17 years ago? Thank you Mohsin and 
Christine for your loyalty to our magazine and 
for your long-standing service to the residents 
of Swan Lake. Congratulations are in order to 
Peppertree Klassics on Main Street, celebrat-
ing 25 years in business. Bravo and many more 
prosperous years!  

And now for some introductions.

Are you in the market for a new vehicle in 
2020? Well, here is a royal opportunity for you. 
One of our newest advertisers, Arthur Roberge, 
alias King Arthur, sales associate at Stouffville 
Toyota, has happily decided to run an ad in 
Lakeview. I first met Arthur in December 
and was impressed with his larger-than-life 
personality and gregarious manner. One of our 
residents had given Arthur a copy of Lakeview 
and he viewed it as a win-win opportunity for 
both parties. Have a look at King Arthur’s ad 
and give him a call to test drive the latest in 
Toyota’s line. 

You may recognize another of our new adver-
tisers. Her name is Thelma Palacious and she is 
a familiar face to many residents. Her biggest 
fan is Johanna Parker, who highly recommends 
her. Through her ad, Thelma wishes to 
announce that she is available for house-
keeping services which include cleaning, 
doing laundry, and even cooking if you so 
desire. Thelma has provided her services within 
the village for the past 12 years and according 
to Johanna, she is just like family. As some of 
her older clients have moved on to long-term 
care facilities, she is now open to taking on new 
clients. Certainly, an asset in the village! 

Recently I had the pleasure of meeting one of 
the co-owners of Stouffville Fine Furniture. 
It’s a family business owned and operated 
by Nick Papas and his mom, Ville Papas. 
Nick gave me a personal tour, pointing 
out the fine quality of the custom-made 
pieces, all Canadian manufactured with wood 
predominantly from Ontario and Quebec. 
Many residents, myself included, moved into 
our units with furniture inherited from our 
parents, for example, that antique dining 
room set. If you think it might be time for a 
change to modernize the look of your condo, 
take a drive a few kilometres north. You may 
find just the piece you want. It can also be 
customized to fit just right in your space. 

As always, have a look at the ads, old and new, 
and use them as a directory for the goods and 
services they provide to meet your daily needs.

Advertising News
by Maureen Bachetti
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Winter
by George H. Bennett

When leaves are gone and boughs are bare
A chilling coldness grips the air.
Snow comes down without a sound
Lying soft and even o’er the ground. 
It dresses trees in gowns so white 
For one and all a wondrous sight 

Sleighs pass by with bells a’jingling. 
The Yuletide Chimes are loudly ringing.
Friends and neighbors meet and greet 
Within the hall just down the street
The merry old-time songs to sing.
For many are the gifts we bring.
 
Till midnight chimes, we dance and dine
And share a glass of homemade wine. 
For wild winter winds are on their way 
When we shall stay at home all day, 
Ensconced inside to tend our chores 
While winter’s tempest raves and roars.




