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Nina and Brian Slater were married on June 27, 1970 
in St. George’s United Church in North Toronto.  Even 
back then there was a Swan Lake connection as Mary 
Carr was the soloist at the wedding.

Herman and Claudette Tai were married on Sep-
tember 12, 1965, at Blessed Sacrament Church, in 
Montego Bay, Jamaica. They came to Canada in 1977 
with their three children, then five, seven and nine. 
They are both retired and enjoy living in the village.

Happy 50th Anniversary Happy 55th Anniversary
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Sheniz Janmohamed

Elsie Watson

This image is a mandala entitled 
“jewel sufi,” part of a collection 
created by Sheniz Janmohamed, 
a resident in our village. Sheniz 
was inspired to create a series 
of mandalas with natural materials found in 
and around Swan Lake, each one expressing 
a different sentiment. 

An author, artist educator and poet, among 
many other accomplishments, she believes in 
fostering community through collaboration, 
compassion and creativity. Sheniz has published 
two books of poetry and is currently working on 
a third. She has performed nationally and interna-
tionally for over 10 years and visited hundreds of 
schools and libraries to teach and perform. 

Read more about Sheniz in Gail Arena’s 
interview with her on page 22.

I consider myself an addicted, 
amateur photographer. Conse-
quently, I frequently view the 
world through the lens of a 
camera. I am an eclectic pho-
tographer in that I capture the 
moments with family and friends, 
vacations and the natural world. 

I am equally interested in photographing the rain-
drops on a daisy as I am this spectacular sunset 
taken on a stroll around Swan Lake. Photography 
brings me great joy, reduces stress and gives me 
an outlet for my creativity. My photographs are 
preserved in photo books and decorate the walls 
of our home.

A Word About Writers
by Linda Atkinson

There are several published authors residing 
in this community. An archival display in The 
Swan Club has featured some of their books. 
The subject matter of these is diverse and 
compelling.

Would it not be of interest to learn more 
about these writers—not only about their 
books, but also about their sources of 
inspiration, their writing techniques and their 
other interests and lifetime achievements?

Ours is a community filled with hidden 
talent. Let us become better acquainted 
with the accomplished “wordsmiths” among 
us. Whether you are a published author 
or know one residing here, we would be 
pleased to hear from you.

Sheniz Janmohamed, is a gifted artist—not 
only as a published poet, but also in her cre-
ation of mandalas—one of which is depicted 
on our cover. We are delighted, in this issue, 
to introduce you to a relatively new resident 
of Swan Lake Village. 

Lakeview would like to include a series 
of articles about our writers in future 
issues. Please send your story or sugges-
tions about our village authors to:
editorlakeview@gmail.com
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It is now September. It has been quite the 
summer. There were some extremely hot days. 

There were some rainy days. There were some 
pleasant days. There were some COVID-19 
restrictions. There were also some creative and 
enthusiastic residents of the village. 

Once restrictions were eased, it didn’t take long 
for creativity and enthusiasm to show. The out-
door activities, with some modifications, started 
up. Residents took part in tennis, pickleball and 
golf. The outdoor pool at The Gardens opened for 
aquafit and swimming. 

Some activities, usually held indoors, moved outside. The 
line dancers are using the asphalt dance floor in The Swan Club 
parking lot. That’s creative use of space.

Activities are happening because of volunteers. Many activities 
required more than the usual number of volunteers due to COVID 
restrictions. That was not a problem in Swan Lake. There also 
had to be co-operation between the management office and 
the condominium corporations to make things happen. Thanks, 
everyone, for all your work. It is greatly appreciated. 

This issue of Lakeview features a wide variety of articles. Gail 
Arena interviewed her neighbour Sheniz Janmohamed and 
together they prepared an article about Sheniz’s art and writing. 
One of her mandalas is featured on the front cover.

For a bit of levity there is another story by A. Nonymous about 
serving tea. Reg Jordan writes about growing up quickly. 

There are a couple of stories about communicating by Richard 
Pearce and Jon Van Loon.

Fred Peters from Friends of Swan Lake has an update on the 
state of the lake and what that group and the city are doing to 
refresh it and the park. An article by Don Fowler informs us about 
the turtles of Swan Lake.

Teri Laflamme has created a crossword puzzle for this edition. 
Every clue is related to Swan Lake Village. This may be a first for 
Lakeview. See if you can solve it. The answers are included, just in 
case you need them. 

Vida Bridgeman has contributed another write-up about 
one of her favourite movies from the past. She is looking 
forward to writing about more current movies when they can be 
shown in The Swan Club.

Please don’t hesitate to contact Lakeview with your 
reactions or comments on what you read. Send an email to 
editorlakeview@gmail.com or you can contact the editorial 
team—Gary, Linda and Joan—or any member of the board. The 
same contacts can be used to submit articles, suggestions or 
offers of help.

Table of Contents From the Editor...

Gary
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Jean Bell and A Beautiful 
Day in This Neighbourhood
by Linda Atkinson
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On a recent sunny afternoon, I had the 
pleasure of visiting Jean Bell. Some 

time ago we met as participants in a fitness 
group, but circumstances took us in differ-
ent directions. Serendipity and Lakeview 
brought us together again. Upon learning 
of her contribution to early publications of 
Lakeview, I was eager to gain more infor-
mation and was pleased when Jean agreed 
to meet with me. During that encounter 
I not only learned historical facts about 
our magazine, but I also acquired further 
knowledge about a good neighbour. 

Jean and Alex Bell moved into Swan Lake 
Village in 1997, three years after purchasing 

the plot upon which their future home would sit. 
The new community was small but flourishing. A little publication 

entitled Lakeview, which focused on community news and views, was 
instrumental in acquainting residents with one another. Jean had read 
and saved each edition. It was a surprise when a representative of the 
printed periodical approached her with a request. The assumption was 
that her former occupation as secretary afforded Jean the skills neces-
sary to act as treasurer. Although she had no experience along these 
lines, she was persuaded to accept the position. 

Lakeview, printed in black and white except for front and back 
covers, was written, published and delivered to the neighbourhood 
by resident volunteers. Eventually, it was suggested that each of its 
recipients might be willing to donate, in aid of its survival and growth, 
a one-time contribution of $5.00. The voluntary “subscription fees” 
were duly placed in Jean’s mailbox.

Recently, while clearing out an area of her house, Jean finally dis-
posed of the many pages on which she had noted each transaction. 
Some payments were made in cash, and some by cheque.  Many were 
generous “over-payments” and a few contributions were made anony-
mously. For a period of three years Jean diligently accepted and tallied 
donations from residents and payments from advertisers; made bank 
deposits; and submitted financial reports.

Jean has rendered many voluntary services to Swan Lake Village—
serving as Lakeview’s first treasurer; greeting newcomers as a member 
of the welcoming committee; feeding the swans (along with her hus-
band Alex); assisting her neighbours in copious ways. At age ninety 
she is full of energy, spending hours at the sewing machine in her 
upstairs sewing room as well as knitting or crocheting a plethora of 
afghans, hats and sweaters for family and friends. However, attention 
to the needs of her husband, whose health is infirm, takes precedence 
over every other activity. Jean’s engaging smile, her entertaining story-
telling ability and her congenial hospitality made my sunny afternoon 
visit informative and most enjoyable. On behalf of our neighbourhood, 
thank you, Jean Bell. c
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It was Gordon Hemms’ 95th 
Birthday on July 7. 

Ann Turner, Sylvia Andrews 
and Gloria Altmann organized 
the neighbours to gather 
at his front door. At the 
appointed time Ann rang her 
school bell to summon him. We 
sang happy birthday before 
presenting a large birthday 
card and a ‘buttertart’ birthday 
cake with lit candle for him 

to blow out. He was very touched by the group of 
unexpected masked well-wishers.  

Happy 95th Birthday

Oh, the excitement of a first job working in a 
historic manor house without an elevator.  

Being a junior definitely had its ups and downs; 
mostly up and down stairs struggling to deliver 
heavy trays of tea to senior staff.  However, we 
kept calm and carried on until one afternoon we 
(ok, it was me) had a lightbulb moment. 

Like most old houses the manor had a dumb 
waiter, a large open sided box with a middle shelf 
and doors, mainly used by the County Archive staff 
to move heavy tomes and historic documents to 
their offices. One afternoon when hiking up the 
stairs I noticed that the dumb waiter’s doors were 
open and it was empty! Ding, ding—surely this was 
a sign that it could be used for tea duty?  

After doing a brief risk assessment, we all de-
cided a dummy run was in order and laughed out 
loud at our dumb joke, a “dummy run in a dumb 
waiter.” After all what could possibly go wrong? 
That day, we loaded empty cups onto trays and 
sent the dumb waiter down to the next floor. To us 
our plan was foolproof and, yay, the cups arrived 
intact and Operation Dumb Waiter was deemed a 
great success. The next afternoon feeling positive 
that this was going to revolutionize tea delivery, 
we sent the dumb waiter chugging its way down 
the shaft to the floor below.    

Holding our collective breaths, the top tray was 
lifted out. Except for some tea spilt in the sau-

cers all looked good. So, obviously we’d cracked 
it! Quickly pouring the tea back into the cups, the 
bottom tray was removed—and our happy world 
exploded into a million tea leaves! In our excite-
ment no one had noticed two archival research 
books at the back of the bottom shelf and to our 
utter horror, the spilt tea from above had drib-
bled down onto the books leaving a spreading 
puddle of tea.   

Staring at the ever-growing puddle was a truly 
stomach churning, wobbly leg moment. Half full 
cups of tea, now cold, were delivered in record 
time and dish towels found for mopping and wip-
ing the books. Our brains were numb with terror. 
Moving the books to the top shelf seemed a good 
idea, except now it exposed a large dry spot where 
the books had been and, hoping to make the dry 
spot less noticeable, we desperately scrubbed at it 
with the wet towels. Pushing the damp books into 
the furthest corner, leaving the doors wide open 
and sending the dumb waiter down to the base-
ment far, far away from the crime scene, we fled 
back to our attic office where we quivered in fear 
for our jobs.

However, shortly after the “incident” a rumour 
circulated that “something” had leaked into the 
dumb waiter shaft. Apparently the “something” 
had left a faint odour reminiscent of tea. Strange, 
but true. c

The Dumb Waiter
Teatime Tale #2
by A. Nonymous
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The Great Turtle Mystery

In the second half of spring 2020, many 
turtles disappeared from Swan Lake! The 

most popular place to see turtles enjoying 
the heat of the sun on rocks and logs was 
at Turtle Inlet at the western end of the 
lake. By late June, Turtle Inlet was devoid of 
turtles. Where did they go?   

Cindy and I have noticed how much people 
like the turtles and pictures of them.  Although 
not quite as colourful as the birds in the park, 
they are beautiful. People always delight in 
seeing and showing the turtles to their children 
and grandchildren.     

Being coldblooded, turtles need to warm up 
in the sun before hunting for food underwater. 
The shallow, warmer waters of the inlet at 
the west end of Swan Lake provide logs and 
rocks for sunbathing, and normally the lake is 
full of turtles. Many of them continue to visit 
the logs and rocks in the inlet throughout the 
summer and fall. 

I tried to estimate the number of turtles 
in the lake this spring and was amazed by 
how many there were in the inlet.  They were 
crowded onto every rock, log, and tree root 
above water and in sunlight. I counted 
approximately 70 visible turtles and I assume 
for each one I saw, there were one or two 
more on the shores of the lake 
outside the inlet.  

Look at the “before” picture (May 
2020) and the “after” picture (July 
2020) of the log and rocks at the most 
popular turtle sunbathing spot in the 
inlet. The number of turtles dropped 
sharply to zero by the end of spring. 
The large decline in number at the 

inlet was greater than that in the rest 
of the lake but it became very appar-
ent that almost all the larger painted 
and slider turtles were gone, as well 
as many of the medium-sized ones.  

I do not believe that there are 
predators other than humans that 
could account for the disappearance 
of so many turtles. The only theory 
that could explain the mysterious 
disappearance of turtles is that 

poachers are trapping them for sale in Asia. 
The National Geographic Magazine has 
published a few articles on how this poach-
ing is threatening North American freshwater 
turtle species.  

Of the four types 
of turtles in the 
lake, the most com-
mon and smallest is 
the midland painted 
turtle. The red-eared 
and yellow-bellied 
sliders are much 
larger in size but are not native to this 
area. Snapping turtles are huge and, 
based on recent sightings, are most likely 
unaffected by the poaching.

The midland painted turtles and the snap-
ping turtles are protected in Ontario. Trap-
ping and selling them is illegal.  Some Swan 
Lake villagers who walk in the park have 
encountered a concerned citizen who has 
been watching out for turtle poachers over 
the years and can confirm that this criminal 
activity is ongoing in the park.

Perhaps the great turtle mystery is no 
longer a mystery. c

by Don Fowler
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Guess what! I have travel plans. I am so happy!
 I can scarcely remember the last time I made 

travel arrangements. My husband and I had hoped 
to spend our retirement completing a “bucket 
list” of places to go. Sadly, his ill health greatly 
impacted those dreams. My zest for travel dimin-
ished. Then, with his demise, it disappeared. 

But now, here I am contemplating a trip to Malta. 
My daughter, with her husband and two sons, were 
initially drawn there by family connections. How- 
ever, the sheer beauty of this little European 
jewel has beckoned them back multiple times. 
Thus, when two of my favourite people, (both 
fortuitously related to me by marriage), presented 
a plan for the three of us to travel there, I found the 
idea most compelling. How could I possibly resist 
embarking on such a trip when offered the com-
panionship of Lily, born and raised in Malta, and 
Yolande, a seasoned traveller? We shall share the 
opportunity to see, in person, Gozo Island, 
Comino, the Blue Lagoon, the Caves, all the histori-
cal sites recorded on DVDs lovingly produced by 
my daughter.

I will now apply my-
self to a lengthy list of 
preparations.

I must renew my pass-
port, first scheduling a 
haircut before that dread-
ed photo is taken. My 
hair, always a challenge, 
will present an even 
greater one in Malta’s 
humid climate.

I hope that obtain-
ing health insurance will be no 
problem. I have heard that any change in medica-
tion can cause issues. Just when was it that Doctor 
P. last adjusted my blood pressure prescription? 

I shall have to suppress my aversion to shop-
ping. It may be difficult to find summer attire in 
February. Everything must be wrinkle-free. I have 
not donned shorts or purchased a bathing suit in 
years. Will capris feel too hot in Malta? Sleeveless 
tops are no longer part of my wardrobe because 
of admittedly flabby triceps. What about shoes? 
Open-toed sandals reveal corns and bunions, but 
Skechers, though comfortable and sensible, may 
not be appropriate for every travel scenario.

Lightweight, carry-on pieces of luggage are far 
more utilitarian and attractive than my old suit-
cases. My shopping list is growing. I must consult 
the internet to find which articles are currently 
restricted on flights. Hair spray had better not be 
one of them.

There are no direct flights from here to Malta 
so we will have to change planes. I have recurring 
dreams of becoming lost in airports where I can-
not speak or understand the language of those 
around me.

How soon should we make reservations at 
a hotel? Lily will stay with family, but Yolande 
has pointed out that it would be economically 
advantageous for the two of us to share a room. 
I will surely not be able to sleep a wink for fear of 
disturbing her with my snoring.

Not that snoring has been an issue since I started 
making these plans. One must sleep before 
snoring encroaches. I cannot remember the last 
night I slept well. My list of concerns and misgiv-
ings will soon be longer than my “to-do” list. Will 
I get seasick on boat tours? Will I manage to keep 

up with everybody on walking tours? Will 
I be able to keep track of my pass-
port, my credit cards, my spectacles?

Where is the intoxicating, 
titillating thrill of anticipation that I 
once felt when planning a trip? Stress 
and anxiety have completely oblit-
erated feelings of exhilaration. Is it 
because I have not travelled overseas 
in such a long time? Is it because I 
have completely forgotten the art of 
packing? Is it because my aging body 
is staging a rebellion? Or is it because 
I am so perfectly comfortable and 

content in my own home, in my own community, 
in my own country?

I am sure that Lily and Yolande will offer 
reassurance and advice when we get together to 
consolidate our plans. They are such supportive 
and empathetic friends.

We three have met and . . . guess what!
I have NO travel plans! I am so happy.

NB: Plans were cancelled one month before
COVID 19 was declared a pandemic. c

Travel Plans
by Linda Atkinson
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Some of our most memorable experiences 
can often be short and unexpected as this 

one was for me.
 Chilly mornings and light 

frost had become the rule 
rather than the exception 
those late October mornings. 
Redwing blackbirds, their 
brilliant red and yellow wing 
patches now faded and 
hardly visible, had begun their annual migration 
south. Days were dull and little else of bright 
colour other than a few falling leaves could be 
seen beside the walkways of Swan Lake, 
except for a bright red bike propped carelessly 

on the corner railing of a bench. Bundled in 
an old patchwork parka, hunched over on the 
bench was its owner, a short, 
stout, elderly man of appar-
ent Asian extraction. With the 
flick of a finger and a smile, 
he beckoned me to come 
and sit on the bench and 
I immediately complied. 
Another demonstration of Markham’s cultural 
richness was about to unfold.

After finding out that he was 76 years old, I 
praised him for still having the ability to ride a 
bike pointing out that a stroke had demolished 

this ability in me. It became obvious that com-
munication was to be a complication, but this 

would be one of the appeal-
ing challenges of the unfold-
ing, delightful intercourse. He 
managed to explain that he 
had immigrated to Markham 
in 2007 and although he could 
read and write English, con-
versation was difficult. “Speak 

Chinese?” he inquired. Unfortunately the little 
Cantonese I had learned had also been blown 
away during my stroke. High intelligence could 
not be disguised by language dilemmas. Through 
hand signals and single words and abbreviated 
phrases, I found out that he was an engineer, a 
specialist in building fatigue. 

“University?” I inquired. 
“SCIJT,” he replied. 
There was no way I would have known that 

this stood for South China University of Tech-
nology, except that, coincidentally, I had taught 
there in 1990. In a loud fit of excited but halting 
verbal diarrhea, I told him I had gone there to 
give lectures during a World Bank mission in 
Canton in 1990. How much of this he actually 
perceived I will never know, but the smile on his 
face never disappeared. Knowing the high 
reputation of this institution, I realized just what 
a font of important knowledge existed in his 
unassuming head. Our conversation touched 
on interests such as favourite authors, long 

Canadian winters and my dog 
Synammon, who was inces-
santly licking his shoes. What 
numbers of these hidden 
“jewels” must Markham possess? 
How fortunate to meet others 
who don’t mind struggling 

with a foreign tongue, to have a halting but an 
entertaining conversation. “I will bring a map and 
a pad and paper tomorrow,” I explained as we 
parted, but sadly the red bicycle and its endear-
ing owner were never encountered again. c

The Bright Red Bicycle
by Jon Van Loon

It became obvious that 
communication was to be a 

complication, but this would be 
one of the appealing challenges 

of the unfolding, 
delightful intercourse.

Through hand signals and 
single words and 

abbreviated phrases, I found 
out that he was an engineer, 

a specialist in building fatigue.
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Our gestures and our sharing 
made up for the lack 
of a common tongue.

Travelling as a 
young man in 

foreign countries can be a 
lonely experience. These countries have 
different histories than his own, different 
customs, different food with inexplicable menus 
and different languages.  

Their histories have sensitivities to events 
that might alienate the youthful and maybe cal-
low traveler: “I didn’t realize that Britain suf-
fered as much as you say 
it did in WW II” doesn’t 
endear the listener to him. 
Customs, such as, the fact that 
businesses and galleries often 
close from 2:00 pm to 4:00 pm, can leave the 
traveler stranded on the stairs of a magnificent 
gallery where the universality of art might help 
to alleviate loneliness. Unknown cities with laby-
rinthine streets indicated in the Greek alphabet 
might give pause and conversation if someone 
were there whom he could understand.  

But travelling does have its joys. The places 
are often exotic, and at least to the young 
traveler, delightful: Gaudi’s Sagrada Familia is 
an exhibition of an unusual and respected 
imagination, but no English speaker is there. It 
becomes apparent that if he is to enjoy being in 
foreign lands, he must have company.

Not having someone to converse with in one’s 
own language can be, on the other hand, a 
benefit that opens up the universality of the 
need to communicate and the joy of being able 
to cross the line between loneliness and having 
things in common.  

When I was in Yugoslavia and in a compartment 
on a steam driven locomotive with six other 
young men, the suspicious stares of the Russian 
soldiers and my equally hostile examination of 
these members of my avowed enemy changed 
into a kind of relief when we wordlessly shared 
cigarettes. One at a time, these went around the 
cabin. They were rough Russian cigarettes, and 
they elicited much laughter from the Ruskies 
when I hacked and coughed. What did I share 
with them? I had purchased a jar of honey in 
Greece for a friend in England, and it too, made 
the rounds of the compartment until it was 

licked clean. Our differences in language were 
unimportant. Our gestures and our sharing made 
up for the lack of a common tongue. I was truly 
sorry when this interlude in loneliness ended at 
their disembarkation.

In France, after visiting Chartres for the day, I 
wanted to return to Paris. I couldn’t find the station. 
I asked an official looking man, “Ou est le gare?” 

 “Le gare? Quel gare? Ah, la guerre,” he bright-
ened up. “Bang, bang, bang,” and he was on one 

knee with an imaginary gun, 
an imaginary enemy in his 
sights.  

“Non, le gare: chuffa, 
chuffa, chuffa,” I pantomimed, 

imitating an engine pulling out of a station. 
“Oh, la gare, la gare.” 
I realized my mistake: station was feminine 

not masculine. We laughed at our attempts to 
communicate and through them felt a friendliness 
that for those brief but important moments brought 
us together. We waved goodbye as we parted.

Whether it was communicating through 
pantomime to a passerby (whom I later found 
was a member of the secret police) that I needed 
a place to stay and having him indicate that he 
couldn’t take my suitcase because of a heart 
problem; or sharing the experience with an 
elderly lady of wringing her laundry out on those 
below from her apartment window; or after 
descending a hillside to the Aegean Sea on a 
donkey with the owner of a vineyard, having 
at his wife’s restaurant that evening the fish 
I hadn’t caught with the rod he had loaned me; 
it was the companionship of shared human 
experience when no language other than gesture 
was available that opened me up, comforted me 
and allowed me to feel less alone.

 One makes more of an effort when words 
don’t come readily; when bringing three fingers 
to one’s mouth to say that the meal is excellent; 
or blowing on them that the day is cold. 

Travelling in a strange and foreign land can 
be daunting but the inability, not the ability, to 
converse with language delays parting and 
provides comfort. It opens up, not closes down 
and encourages one that those around the 
traveler are similar to him. c

In Other Words
by Richard Pearce
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The Bubble of Swan Lake Village
by Joan Embury

Never be surprised by what you might bump into on the 
streets of Swan Lake Village—raccoons, skunks, foxes, and 
lately, even our own bubble! 

Villagers are certainly a creative and resilient bunch. Far 
be it from us to miss an opportunity to have a bit of fun and 
share some laughter, even while social distancing. Recently 
a bubble (aka Vikki Cox) was spotted meandering through 
the streets, bringing smiles to lighten the mood during 
COVID restrictions.  

While getting into the Bubble is no small feat, getting out 
can also present some challenges as one resident, eager to 
share in the experience, soon found out.

Thank you Vikki, for sharing your bubble.

Walking in The Village
by Nancy Young-Elliott

You never know what you’ll see on the streets of 
Swan Lake. When I was walking (pushing) my friend, 
Jo Anne recently, we met Vikki Cox doing her “social 
distancing” in a “bubble.” 

As we were unable to do any of our regular exercises/ 
activities, Jo Anne and I had taken to daily walking. 
All was good, until she sustained “stress fractures” in 
her foot. The doctor said it was from too much walk-
ing. Sometimes you just can’t win!

Happenings...

And now what? George Visitin faced a challenge.

Nancy Young-Elliott, Jo Anne McMath, Vicki Cox

Flower
Arrangements
by Brenda Lee Wong
I do not have a green thumb. In fact, I pretty 
much kill everything I plant. We moved 
to Swan Lake Village in 2018. Last year we 
hired Kate’s Garden to replant the front 
yard. I had no idea what they planted! You 
can imagine my surprise when I see flowers 
blooming at different times of the month. 
Every morning I cut flowers from my gar-
den, arrange them and take pictures of the 
arrangements. It has become my favourite 
pastime—a new hobby really. Neighbours 
encouraged me to share some photos. Hope 
you like them. c
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It was a long dark drive up to Tobermory. The boys 
had left the city just after midnight. The four-hour 

drive would get them there in time to get in line for 
the first ferry and have breakfast before sailing to 
Manitoulin Island to try their luck at fishing.

Their plan worked and, after putting the car in 
line for the Chi-Cheemaun, they headed for the diner 
on the far side of the parking lot. “The best thing 
before sailing is to have a big breakfast,” Terry said. 
“That way your stomach 
will be working on digest-
ing the food and you won’t 
get seasick,” he reasoned.

Greg and Steve thought 
that was a good idea. They 
all had pancakes, bacon, 
home fries, toast, orange 
juice and coffee. That would 
give them a good start. 
For the rest of their trip 
they would be preparing their own meals with the 
provisions they brought, supplemented with the 
fish that would be caught.

The crew loaded the car onto the ferry and the 
boys walked up the gangplank and found a com-
fortable place in the lounge. The trip would take 
almost two hours. After being up for most of the 
night, it wasn’t long before eyes closed and sounds 
of snoring could be heard in the lounge.

Steve woke up first. He nudged Greg and said, 
“Terry’s gone. I guess he couldn’t sleep. Maybe he’s 
out on the deck.”

It wasn’t long before they found Terry leaning 
over the side looking a little green. His big breakfast 
would have to be cleaned off the side of the ship.

The rest of the crossing was uneventful. A crew 
member delivered the car and they drove to the 
campground. It was on a lake and they had reserved 
a rental boat. After setting up camp, they gathered 
up their fishing gear and walked to the marina 
looking forward to trying their luck.

The sun was shining and there was a bit of a 
breeze, just enough to keep the bugs away. The 
temperature was very comfortable. Their idea of 
fishing was to attach the bait and a float, cast it 
away from the boat and watch for the bobber to 
do something. Each of the boys had their own seat, 
one that stretched across the width of the boat. 
With a life jacket for a pillow, it was quite relaxing to 

lie down. Soon, they had all assumed this position. 
They may have even closed their eyes. What a great 
way to enjoy fishing on a great day. Who cared if 
there weren’t any bites?

All three jolted upright at the same time. The 
boat had been drifting as the boys “relaxed” and 
the aluminum boat had banged against a rock on 
the shore.

The boys spent the next two days fishing in 
the morning and explor-
ing Manitoulin Island in the 
afternoon. It is the larg-
est freshwater island in the 
world in the fifth largest 
freshwater lake. Lake Huron 
was known as la mer douce 
by early French explorers.

After three days it was 
time to head for the ferry 
terminal. They had enjoyed 

themselves, even if they were a little hungry since 
the supplemental fish were not plentiful. They 
packed up the tent and loaded all their gear into 
the car. They got to the terminal just in time and 
the car was loaded. They decided to have their big 
meal at the other end of the trip this time.

Back in Tobermory, they waited patiently for the 
crew to unload the vehicles. Other cars came off 
one after another for quite a while. Then there was 
a long pause. Finally, Terry’s car appeared—pushed 
by four crew members. The car wouldn’t start.

“Don’t worry. I’m a CAA member. I’ll call them,” 
said Terry.

Steve pointed out, “There’s a payphone in the 
diner. You can call from there and we can have 
something to eat while we wait.”

Greg and Steve sat in a booth by the window while 
Terry made his phone calls. He called Toronto to get 
a local contact for the CAA. It took a while, but he 
finally got the number. He put in another dime and 
dialled. He hung up almost immediately, but instead 
of coming to the table, he left the diner and walked 
across the parking lot. Greg and Steve noticed Terry 
meet another guy halfway. The garage was just on 
the other side of the parking lot.

The car started with a boost and Terry returned 
to the diner. They all had a big meal before their 
drive home and the side of the car did not have 
to be cleaned. c

La Mer Douce
A Fish Tale
by Gary Deckert
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The Great Swan Lake Crossword
How much do you know about our village and its surroundings? Here’s a fun way to test your 
knowledge. And perhaps learn something new!

Teri Laflamme has put her creative talents to work for us once again and created this unique 
crossword relating to all things “Swan Lake”. Thank you Teri.

Enjoy, and no cheating—you’ll find the answers on page 18.

created by Teri Laflamme
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I have a story to tell
by Robert MacLean

I used to skim the obituary notices—just the 
names. Fortunately, mine has always been 

absent. Recently though, I came to realize that 
names of the women didn’t mean a lot, since 
marriage usually brought a name change in days 
gone by. When I started glanc-
ing at the notices themselves, 
I was “rewarded” on several 
occasions to discover the pass-
ing of a friend or acquaintance 
which otherwise would have 
been unknown to me.

When I saw the notice of 
91-year-old Denise Lefebvre from Point Claire, 
P.Q., whose maiden name was Unser, I read on.

I decided to offer my condolences. In this 
article I’ve expanded a bit on the actual “In 
Memoriam” notice I forwarded to Denise’s relatives.

Dear Family.
I’m sorry to read of Denise’s passing. It may seem 
strange to get a note from someone who did 
not even know her. I never met her, but when I 
happened to read her obituary in the Toronto 
Star, I knew I wanted to tell my story, because 
there is nobody else alive that I can tell it to. I’m 
now 78, and I knew her husband, Gerry (Gerald) 
in my youth. Now that I think about it, Gerry is 
my youngest sister’s godfather. We were the 
only Catholic family living in the small town of 
Flesherton, Ontario. My parents owned the Park 
House Hotel there. Gerry was, in my mind, (I was 
impressionable, between seven and ten years 
old) some kind of traveling salesman. We had 
many of these staying at our hotel. Gerry sold  
cloth materials called “dry goods.” 

In those days without television, most guests 
would hang out in our large lobby before and 
after dinner to discuss the world’s events, 
smoke, play crib, and listen to our big Stromberg 
Carlson radio. After all, there was nothing in their 
room, except a nightstand, a basin and a water 
pitcher, a glass, and a bed. The shared washroom 

was down the hall. These regular guests often 
seemed to meld into our family, even to the point 
of sometimes pitching in with clearing tables and 
doing dishes. Somehow it always seemed that 
Gerry would arrive, (did he schedule it?), just 

before a Catholic Holy Day of 
Obligation. My father was work-
ing in Toronto, returning home 
only on weekends. Gerry would 
take my sister and me to mass 
in the morning in Markdale. We 
enjoyed this as it got us out of 
a half day of school, and if we 

could divert him enough, a whole day. He had a 
great personality and chatted to us kids as equals. 
But sometimes on the way home from church we 
would not be able to talk to him because he was 
carrying communion back for our mom. 

My youngest sister was born October 2, 1952, 
and since we had no relatives nearby, (Mom was 
from Saskatchewan, and Dad from Nova Scotia) 
and Gerry was available and Catholic, he became 
the obvious choice to be named as her godfather. 
I think her godmother was an Aunt Eva. 

How I remember these details, I don’t know. 
I just always looked up to Gerry, and vividly 
recall him talking about his wedding plans to 
a girl named Unser from the Unser Bakery and 
Catering business in Toronto. 

In later life, when we moved to Willowdale 
in 1953, I remember the bakeries. There were 
Women’s, Hunt’s, and Unser’s. Of course, my 
choice was always the Unser store, hoping to 
hear news of Gerry. However, in looking up Unser 
on Google for Unser Bakery and Catering in 
Toronto I get zero information today. So, this email 
is about the fact that I’ve seen Denise’s obituary, 
and it brought back many fond memories of 
Gerry after all these years. 

Thank You, 
Robert MacLean

My Reward
I did receive a very nice warm call from one of 
Denise’s daughters. She thanked me for 
describing a part of her father’s life they had 
never known about. c

In those days without
television, most guests would 
hang out in our large lobby 
before and after dinner to 

discuss the world’s events, smoke, 
play crib, and listen to our

big Stromberg Carlson radio.

Denise Unser Lefebvre, b. 1930, d. June 5, 2020, 
Point Claire, PQ. 
Gerald H. Lefebvre, b. 1925, d. June, 2019. 
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Website

Stay Informed
The Swan Lake website is a good 
way to stay informed about 
what’s happening in our village 
and keeping updated on changing 
regulations. Check it often.
www.swanlakevillage.ca

We have faced an extraordinary 
challenge this year but remarkably 
we are “just fine.”

As the VAC chair, I get to view 
the village and its people as a 
whole. What I see is excellent. The 
majority of our residents are con-
fident and strong. We are doing 

well because we keep busy mentally and physically. 
Most people have an activity that keeps them posi-
tive and able to interact with neighbours. We are 
reasonably well organized, and we work together 
for the betterment of our village. We aren’t perfect 
but we keep trying.

It was a pleasure this spring to see so many 
people walking and waving and smiling.

Over my years of being involved with the 
operations of the village I have received my share 
of positive and negative letters.

This year, everyone is positive and willing to con-
tribute to our excellent spirit. Spring and summer 
are always our construction seasons and this year 
is no exception. We have homes being painted, 
new decks being built, driveways and roads being 
paved. Landscaping projects are underway, and 
flowers are blooming everywhere. Does this sound 
like we aren’t coping?

We are adjusting. We have only one outdoor 
swimming pool operating with the help of volun-
teers. Residents are meeting new residents. Our 
golf, tennis and pickleball organizations are up 
and running with smiles on the faces of the partici-
pants. Even Lakeview was on schedule.

This is all the result of an extraordinary creative 
group of people who live in Swan Lake. c

Swan Lake Village
We’ll be just fine
by Doug Ackhurst

The Virus of 2020
by Bill Armstrong

I wandered lonely as a cloud,
That floats on high in a deep blue sky.
But I avoided any crowd,
Meet with three and I may die.

This is because of that horrid virus,
Which looks as if it is here to stay,
Its taken pride of place among us,
Top of our thoughts throughout the day.

We know that we should stay at home.
Only go out if we really must.
At the mall no longer can roam.
Leave the car in the driveway, just let it rust.

The Terrace Café is closed for a while,
The Jammers no longer can sing a song,
The bridge cards lie in an unused pile.
Nothing seems right and everything wrong.

The Swan Lake Club is all locked up
Empty tables and empty chairs,
No more parties where we can sup
Not a single foot will climb those stairs.

No more access to gym or pool,
The walkers stay to their side of the road,
We pace alone and stick to the rule.
To wave and shout, the new a-la-mode.

We are told that we all must act as one.
To stop any chance that the virus will spread.
Stay inside at home, be all alone,
Hope that you’re cool when they check your head.

But now we come to the sorry bit
There is no way of stopping it
How long will it last, when will it end
Just use the phone to call a friend.

At last a change, we start to meet
In the pool to cope with summer’s heat,
Groups of five can sit together outside
Get out of the house, or go for a ride.
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SUMMER ACTIVITIES
While we are continuing to comply with social distancing rules in the village, thanks to the 
efforts of activity leaders and many, many volunteers who stepped up to help keep us active and 
connected through the summer season, residents have been able to get out and enjoy some of 
their favourite activities. 

Summertime at the Pool

Aquafit 1

by Cindy Fowler

by Betsy Armstrong

COVID–19 has changed our lives but has not stopped 
us from finding ways to enjoy the summer.  Thanks 
to VAC, Robert Authurs and York Region Health, 
The Gardens pool opened on July 1, 2020. This was 
the only one that met York Region’s pool require-
ments. Pat Wade and David Blackwell worked to 
maintain the sign-up boards and made them clear 
and understandable to all.  Sonny Bessant was a 
great help when we had challenges with the heater.

The opening of the pool required a lot of prepa-
ration. Social distancing marks and sign-up boards 
were added. Supervisors were needed when the 
pool was open and schedules for them had to be 
arranged. They were trained to sanitize railings, 
pens, locks, keys, binders, showers, handles, the 
emergency telephone and the outdoor bathroom. 
Every resident who came to swim also had to be 

logged in for tracking measures if needed. 
When we opened, there were three morning 

exercise and aquafit programs from 7:00 am to 
11:00 am. Social swimming occurred between 2:00 
and 5:00 pm. Within the first month the hours were 
expanded to accommodate lane swimmers and 
another social swim time was added. 

None of this would be possible without the 
support of the volunteers: Jacqui Stein, Betsy 
Armstrong, Muriel Ackhurst, Ruth Bessant, Cheryl 
Flint, Jane Moonie, Gail Rehfeld, Nancy Elliot, Gwen 
Waterson, Diane Sweeney, Ellen Liverant, Richard 
Pearce, Phyllis Evans, Kelly Lips, Terry Lips, Val 
Taylor, Jim Lyle, Michael Felip, Pat Wade, Joan Petit, 
Marnie Carr, Paul Howard and 
Wayne McCulloch.

It has been a fun summer 
hearing stories, sharing ideas 
and recipes, laughing and 
exercising.  Thanks to those 
who made things easy by 
following all the rules made 
necessary by the pandemic.

We are a group of women 
who meet in the water at 
The Gardens each morn-
ing, Monday to Friday, at 
10:00 am to do jumping 
jacks, rocking-horses, and 
‘frogs’.

We start with a five-
minute warm-up and a series of stretches. All 
of the muscle groups get a workout through-
out the hour and we end with ten minutes of 
noodle work, exercising the abs (you know... 
the stomach muscles).

Our roster has been full because we are 
limited to having no more than nine, plus a 
supervisor, in the pool.
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Mixed Golf
League 2020
by Art McDonald

Miracles do happen. From a golf perspective the 
first one is the fact that half our tournament season 
is gone and, despite COVID-19 and weather that 
was better suited for camels crossing the Sahara, 
we haven’t had to cancel one yet. Three tourna-
ments of perspiration went off without a hiccup or 
a casualty. As an added benefit, the dry conditions 
made the fairways more like bowling alleys. Hit the 
ball and it rolled so far you needed binoculars to 
track it (not always a good thing on a short hole or 
when putting). 

To get the season rolling on May 25, we had, 
appropriately, a “rolling score” tournament. This 
involved the team score being one player’s score 
on each hole. The player whose score counted 
rotated every hole starting with the first player 
named on the team list. When the numbers told 
their tale, George Visintin, Duke Stregger, Jeanne 
Stregger and Paul Leonard were our first champions 
for 2020. The other teams were right on their heels. 

The other miracle occurred at the second tour-
nament on June 15. The format was easy—who hit 

The Swan Lake Ladies’ Golf has  enjoyed very 
pleasant weather and great conditions at Spring 
Creek Golf Club in Claremont. A core group of 
20 friendly gals golf while social distancing. This 
has allowed us to get out into the fresh air during 
this challenging COVID-19 pandemic and play a 
stimulating nine holes, enjoying the fellowship of 
our village community.

Lynda and Maureen arrange new foursomes 
each week. A designated skipper keeps the ladies 
moving along with gentle reminders to help 
speed up play. Any interested ladies are most 
welcome to join. You don’t need a partner. 
Contact Lynda Skeoch at 905 294 6582 or 
Maureen Bachetti at 416 722 3791 whether you 
are new to Swan Lake or have lived here for awhile 
and wish to have some fun. Join us!

the most fairways and who had the fewest putts in 
the round. The unbelievable part was my winning 
both parts. A number of comments that sounded 
like “fix” were muttered just within hearing range. 
Only my impeccable reputation (I won’t say what 
for) and the universal golfers’ belief in the old saw 
that even a blind squirrel can find a nut once in 
a while prevented a rebellion. Also, the fact that 
there may be no banquet this year due to COVID 
restrictions, meaning no prizes can be given out to 
tournament winners, may have contributed to the 
relative indifference that met this result. 

On the torrid Monday of July 20, sixteen Swan 
Lakers with endless courage and little sense 
challenged the elements to a golf match. The Swan 
Lakers won as everybody finished the round. The 
format was a newly developed “top to bottom” 
scoring, the details of which are known to the par-
ticipants and probably boring if you weren’t there. 
When the sweat had been sweated and the strokes 
had been stroked, the team of Audrey Phinney, Steve 
Phinney, Pat Gill and George Visintin raised their 
clubs in victory. It went down to the wire, though, 
as Steve Greening’s team of Pauline Morgan, Gary 
Morgan and Quinto Bachetti were only one stroke 
behind. It sounded like everybody had fun. 

If you are interested in joining the next chapter of 
this year’s Mixed Golf League saga, just email me at 
sharart41@gmail.com and you’re on the list. 

Ladies’ Golf
Season 2020
by Joan Masson and 
Joan Wilson
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Swan Lake
Tennis Club

Pickleball

by Art McDonald

by Sue Brown

The start of the tennis year in Swan Lake resembled 
a tax collector at a procrastinators’ convention—
lots of red tape but nobody showed up. Actually, 
the red tape was essential if we wanted to play 
any tennis at all in the COVID-19 era. A reservation 
system had to be set up for contact tracing, the 
courts secured, protocols established for safe 
play, etc. Then, when all this was in place, Mother 
Nature decided to have a hot flash and it would 
have been more appropriate for the cooked 
players to slather on barbecue sauce than sun-
screen. As a result, only those most desperate for 
some physical action (who also had a loose screw 
or two) came to contribute some sweat. 

At first, only singles play was permitted due to 
provincial restrictions. Very few Swan Lake tennis 
players are keen on singles as it is a more strenuous 
game than doubles. However, for those who chose 
to endure the elements, it was a good warmup 
(literally) for doubles as well as good exercise in 

The pickleball club at Swan Lake is up and run-
ning at The Greens. We have close to 50 players of 
which approximately 15 are new to the game.

I would like to thank Brenda Eggett and Ken 
Marlton for their help with the games and making 

challenging conditions. In early July the courts 
were opened to doubles and the attendance more 
than doubled from approximately four players a 
week to eight or twelve. I think the cottages held 
more attraction during this period. 

In an unusual twist, The Beaches court couldn’t 
be opened when the two at The Gardens were. 
Unlike The Gardens, that court is missing a fence 
on one side. Normally there is a type of curtain on 
the clubhouse side. However, the COVID-19 safety 
protocols required that access to the courts be 
controlled so that records could be kept of 
players for contact tracing if someone came 
down with the virus. Locks were put on the gates 
at The Gardens and, with the reservation system, 
there was no problem. With no fence, this was 
impossible at The Beaches. The net was put up 
there anticipating the court could open later, but 
such was not the case at the time of writing and 
the net was taken down again. 

The management office and VAC officers 
deserve awards for patience for putting up with 
the endless COVID related requests made so that 
the courts could be opened in early May. Hope-
fully things will end and more residents will want 
to thwack the ball before winter, but it’s not 
looking likely. For most sports, it looks like 2020 
will be known as the lost year. 

sure safety measures are followed. Fred Empacher 
gave free lessons on four Wednesday evenings.

A fun tournament is held at the end of the sea-
son and a champion is crowned. That name goes 
on a plaque at The Greens.

I encourage anyone who wants to learn a new 
activity to come and join the fastest growing sport. 
No experience necessary. You will have fun, make 
new friends and forget COVID-19 for a couple 
of hours.

For more information contact Sue Brown at 
416 816 6305. Happy pickling!
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Line Dancing

Thirsty Thursday

by Diane Sweeney

by Bob MacLean

Line dancing is back! After five months of no ac-
tivity, the response to dancing outside on The 
Swan Club parking lot was fabulous. Unfortunately, 
Mother Nature had her say and the first session 
was cancelled due to rain. 

Covid-19 be damned! Thirsty Thursday has been revived at 80 The Boardwalk Way with out-of-doors 
meetings. The first week 25 residents scarfed down hot fresh corn cooked in a camping cooler. Just add 
butter, salt and pepper. 

This class is for everyone. There will be a re-
view of the basic steps. It is fun, great exercise, 
and a good way to meet neighbours. There are a 
variety of dances that I plan to cover: waltz, fox-
trot, rumba, swing and yes, a bit of country! This 
is a time to come out, experience some fresh air, 
laugh and learn. Dance like nobody is looking! 
Dance away to your heart’s content. Hope to see 
you on the “dance floor” wearing a mask. We will 
be social distancing. Put on your sneakers as the 
“floor” is hard!
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Letters
to the Editor

I noted the warning in Lakeview of an aggres-
sive raccoon and therefore feel duty bound, in 
this time of COVID-19, to instruct any resident 
out for a walk in the cool of the evening to 
social distance from the pretty little family of 
skunks I encountered last night.

Remaining sweet,
Margery Brown 

If you need help to get to a nearby appoint-
ment, or to pick up a few groceries, there 
are willing volunteer drivers in the village.

A list of volunteers is available on The 
Swan Lake website. Look under Resident 
Info and click on Caring Community. This 
list will be updated regularly.

Answers to Crossword from page 11

Remembering

Caring Community
Did you know that drivers
are available to help you?

Harvey Patterson, formerly of 
13 Christina Falls Way

by Joan Masson
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Athletics. Hockey. Like all kids then I learned 
to skate on my own, on an outdoor rink. Playing 
until my toes turned numb from the cold.

Author’s note: In my final (and only) season 
playing organized hockey I recall my scoring 
record was ... one. One! An assist. My future did 
not include turning pro.  

Dancing. OMG! The Jive. The Jive! How we 
teens yearned to learn that dance. 

 Author’s note: It was finally the trumpeter 
in our band who taught me to jive. Yes he did! 
Embarrassing but true.  

 But really the world was our oyster. What-
ever that means.

Ta Ta Boom. The world changed. 1957. 
Sputnik! The Russians were beating us!  Sud-
denly, course loads increased; teachers and 
professors woke up and challenged students; 
life was suddenly not all Mama Burgers and 
proms.  

Goals became important. No more dream-
ing about multilingualism. It was now: Get that 
grade, Pass that mid-term, Get serious!

And even so for me. Suddenly in grade twelve. 
Graduation ahead!

Author’s Note:  I wasn’t the Student Council 
President; I wasn’t quarterback of the football 
team. As usual, I almost made it: Editor of the 
yearbook, Returning Officer for the student 
council elections. 

Growing Up - A True Story
(Well, maybe except for a few details)
by an Elderly Gentleman

Author’s note: This is an excerpt from my 
forthcoming book “Crowning Achievements: I  
Almost Made It.”  Due to be published in the 
latter half of this decade...or maybe the next. 

Ah growing up! What can I say about the 
good life, eh? The fifties—sock hops, Elvis, The 
Four Lads, A&W Root Beer, paperboys. Why 
even the milk was delivered to your door!  

Easy life and I was there.
It was hard to develop any goals when all 

was apple pie served by your stay-at-home 
mom while Father Knows Best played on 

Sunday night TV.  Life was good and effort 
wasn’t required.  

My life plan was to slouch off to university 
and then do something.

Of course, some challenges faced us... 
like sex.  

Author’s note: The chapter entitled Sex is but 
one line: “Intentionally left blank in hopes that 
my grandchildren will read this book someday.”

I should note for truthiness’ sake that my 
Crowning Achievement of a Goal in this area 
was considerably delayed compared to my 
peers. Or at least it seemed so, given the 
stories told over fries and gravy.

There were other challenges. 
Getting a drivers’ 

l i cence—achieved 
by sneaking drives 
with Dad’s 1956 
Meteor.
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Facing adulthood. Thinking about next year. 
I might have to leave home. Whoa!

As it turns out, I left home even earlier.
The train from Calgary to Toronto took forever.  

Author’s Note: One highlight was arriving 
in the station at Medicine Hat with a new best 
buddy to find, incredibly, a friend lounging against 
the station wall, hanging out. Really. “Stevie”, we 
called. “We need booze.” He jumps into his 
convertible, roars off, and returns in a few minutes 
with a big brown bag. The train was moving, slowly 
gaining speed. Steve throws the bag. My bud 
catches it like the football player he really wanted 
to be. And, like that, we had a way to lighten the 
long ride over the Canadian Shield.

From Toronto, a bus ride took us to a set of 
barracks adjacent to a large hangar. The group of 
us, perhaps a few hundred in total from all parts 
of Canada, all young, all male, were divided into 
small squads of five to ten aspirants.  

These became for the next couple of weeks 
our team, our best of friends and—our men.  
Each of us had the same goal. To demonstrate 
that we had what it takes. We were to be tested 
on a number of topics such as public speaking, 
thinking on our feet, calculating and estimating 
in our heads, staying grounded under pressure, 
and leadership. Command.

How do you test for leadership? By 
observing that person leading. Each of us, in 
turn, was given command of our squad and 
a task to complete. The task combined the 
physical and intellectual, but more impor- 
tantly required the adept use of the team in a 

Rural Autumn
by Art McDonald

Headless wheat spears stabbing leaves
Furry fatlings ’neath burrow eaves
Weary labour to close up tight
Morning darkness and evening night

Forcing pitchfork to toss more hay
Pleading to bank for one more day
Willing tires not to blow
Praying nature holds off snow

Collapse in comfort of cloud-soft chair
Succulent scent of roast rides air
Family murmurs background thought 
Of day well lived and time well fought

resourceful, imaginative way. These tests were 
real. In that hangar we faced physical challenges 
that could only be met by sound, creative 
leadership. 

In my case, I had to get some supplies to 
some supposed prisoners-of-war across a 
minefield and past a tall barbed-wire fence, 
provided with tools singularly ill-designed 
for the venture (to mangle Churchill). My oh-
so-clever plan involved a large team member 
carrying on his shoulders a smaller member 
who had a makeshift pole made from two 
shorter poles and a rope to convey the sup-
plies across the prohibited area and over a real 
fence. Great fun! 

Author’s note: I remember at the time that 
this Rube Goldberg man/machine made me 
think of Don Quixote and windmills.  

This is a quick picture of how officers were 
selected for the Royal Canadian Air Force. It 
was a good system and it worked for me. I grew 
up in only two weeks. 

 By Reg Jordan
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We are a group of five guards, with a few others 
who fill in from time to time, doing our best to 

maintain a safe, secure environment for all of you, the 
wonderful residents of Swan Lake.

Four of us have been with Swan Lake for quite some 
time now. The other two are reasonably new to the site 
but are fitting in well. 

Alyssia is our trusty overnight guard seven days per 
week (she likes it that way). She has been with us for 
three and a half years. Our night shift begins by ensur-
ing all pools and clubhouses are locked and secured for 
the night and reporting any issues that may be found 
on the rounds. 

Our afternoon shift from Monday to Friday is shared 
between Michael, who has been with us for three years, 
and Khalid, who has been here for seven months. The 
weekend afternoon shift is shared between Michael 
and Sid. The afternoon shift is responsible for checking 
the clubs and doing the afternoon pool chemical tests 
as well as checking for any potential hazards encoun-
tered on their patrol of the community and reporting it 
to management. 

The morning shift during the week is attended by 
yours truly, Elaine. I have been here for eight years. The 
weekend morning shift is well taken care of by Shane 
who has been with us for three years. 

These are the people that admit your guests, keep 
track of guests and workers in the village, monitor 
the alarms, check the clubhouses, report problems or 
hazards to management, issue guest parking passes 
and do some of the pool water testing.

This is only a small snapshot of the many tasks 
undertaken by our team. We enjoy meeting all of you 
and taking care of this community. Our job is made 
much easier by Swan Lake residents working together 
as a well-oiled machine where everyone does their part 
to keep things running smoothly. 

You can contact us at the gatehouse using our phone 
number, email address or just pop by and talk directly 
to us any time.

905-472-6878 
Swanlakegatehouse@gmail.com c 

Greetings from the
Swan Lake Security Team
by Elaine Gooderham

Alyssia

Khalid

Shane

Sid

Elaine

Michael
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IIt was such a delight to discover that my 
new next door neighbours at 4 Louisbourg 

Way, were Sheniz and her mother Nigar. I met 
Sheniz when she was the Arts Administrator at 
the Markham Arts Council. We often attended 
the same events at the Varley Art Gallery. It was 
usually spine riveting to listen to Sheniz recite 
her poetry. Her striking personality and melodic 
voice filled with conviction, would resonate 
through an attentive audience. I hope this inter-
view will introduce Sheniz to you and to her new 
community of Swan Lake. 

Sheniz, can you tell Lakeview readers a little bit 
about yourself?

I was born in Toronto and moved to Markham 
when I was seven, attending Unionville Public 
School and Markville Secondary School. Grow-
ing up in Unionville allowed me to have a won-
derful childhood, where I’d spend my summers 
enjoying Toogood Pond.   My parents were born 
and raised in Kenya, as were my grandparents. 
My cultural history and ancestry have deeply 
influenced my writing and creative practice.

My mom and I moved to Swan Lake exactly 
one year ago. We both felt it reminded us of 
“home.”   I find Swan Lake to be a caring com-
munity. Being surrounded by nature allows me 
to be grounded so that I can create. I am in my 

thirties, and living here has been a rich, intergen-
erational experience. I’m especially grateful to 
live next door to you, Gail.

Tell me a bit about your career path since the 
Markham Arts Council experience.

I have always been fascinated by the big 
questions, and these questions led me to 
pursue an undergraduate degree in English 
and Comparative Religion at the University 
of Toronto. As the years went by, I began to 
perform poetry more and my love for writing 
deepened. After graduation, I was lucky enough 
to be part of the first cohort of the Master of 
Fine Arts in Creative Writing program at the 
University of Guelph-Humber.

My career has evolved into three comple-
mentary paths—one in writing and performing, 
one in arts education, and one in land art. Land 
art is a form of art which uses natural, organic 
materials to create installations that are often 
impermanent.  

My land art practice developed because I had 
writer’s block. I would go for nature walks to 
clear my mind, and started gathering discarded 
pieces of nature—a twig, a fallen berry, a petal, 
a weed, etc.  Then I would arrange these gather-
ings to form different shapes and patterns. I was 
free flowing and present to the task at hand.  

continued on next page...

Surrendering
to the Moment:
Creating during
COVID-19 
An interview with Sheniz Janmohamed
by Gail Arena



Before I knew it, I had created an original piece 
of art! I’d document these creations with a 
photo and then leave them to the elements. 

While this practice began as a personal one, 
it evolved to accepting commissions and doing 
workshops. Since I began creating these pieces, 
I was commissioned to install two large 
pieces at the Indian Summer Festival (Vancouver, 
2018) and also led a series of 12 workshops at 
the Art Gallery of Mississauga last summer. 

As an Arts Educator, I’m lucky enough to 
witness the joy of others creating and discover-
ing their voices. Through this work, I was able 
to establish the first-ever South Asian Women’s 
Writing Circle in York Region, which had over 40 
applicants even though we only had 20 spots. 
I’ve also had the gift of leading writing circles 
at Ryerson University, teaching at the Varley Art 
Gallery and working with two mentees on their 
first collections of poetry.

Yes, you are an author. Tell me more about this 
passion.

When I attended high school, I didn’t belong. The 
page was my safe space. At the beginning of my 
writing journey, my words reflected my search 
for life’s purpose, but now I’m more interested 
in getting closer to truth of the present moment 
and capturing it without distortion. 

I have published two collections of poems. 
Bleeding Light (2010), my first book, follows 

a woman’s journey from darkness to light. 
Firesmoke (2014), traces the life and death 
of a sacred fire. Both books were published 
by Mawenzi House, a Canadian publisher that 
focuses on voices from the margins. I’m currently 
working on my third collection, which will 
explore the concept of a paradise garden. 

This issue is graced by some of your mandalas. I 
am always in awe when you share one with me. 
I was confused at first when you offered to help 
weed my garden until I realized you wanted to 
collect fresh materials for your creations.  Sheniz, 
I am quite happy to share my garden with you. 

Tell us the origin of the mandala and why you 
practice this form of art on a daily basis?

A mandala translates as “circle” from Sanskrit.  
Nature mandalas are created by sourcing found 
materials in nature and allowing patterns to 
develop through the act of making, rather than 
planning. Mandalas are destroyed/taken apart 
after being created, as a reminder of the imper-
manence of all things. While mandalas in the 
Buddhist tradition have specific rituals and plans 
to abide by, nature mandalas do not. This is a 
secular practice rooted in intuitive creation and 
improvisation based on the materials that are 
provided by nature or within one’s home. 

When the pandemic began, I felt hopeless. I 
couldn’t write much, so I made a commitment 
to myself to make a mandala each day. That 
slowly began to shift and morph into “compan-
ions,” which I’ve made out of found materials. 



The beautiful thing about this practice is that 
everyone can try their hand at it. It’s meditative 
and keeps you in the present moment.

I encourage everyone to collect materials on 
your next neighbourhood walk, and make one of 
your own. We all have it in us.

“For many of us 
nature has become a closer companion

—a sanctuary of relief, 
relfection and relationship.”

“Their dance does not die

when the leaves shrivel up. 

Their  song is not silenced 

when the flowers fade. 

They return. They return
to us all.”

“To be alone is to bea companion to oneself ”

“...nothing more is

known than what we

can do right now.
Right here.”

“People ask mehow I’ve conjured up thesecompanions, when thetruth is, I feel they’veconjured me up.”

Sheniz, what a pleasure it has been. COVID-19 restrictions have given us the opportunity to connect 
in a way we would not, given our busy schedules, and yet we have been able to practice all the  
imposed rules of distancing, masks etc. Now to reconnect with your mother when she returns from 
her extended trip to Kenya.

I strongly encourage Swan Lakers to get to know your neighbours beyond “hello, good morning.”  
We all have so much to offer each other in these difficult times.

In collaboration,
Gail Arena and Sheniz Janmohamed
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quality. The dark green water and algae blooms 
on the surface are due to an excessive amount 
of phosphorus in the water. As part of a planned 
$200,000 program, sediments at the bottom of 
the lake will be tested in the fall of 2020 to help 
calculate the amount of the Phoslock required to 
eliminate the current phosphorus in the lake by 
an application in early spring 2021.

Friends of Swan Lake Park is encouraging staff 
to find ways to improve oxygen levels in the lake 
in support of both a robust aquatic life and a 
balanced fish management program.

In February 2021, Council is expected to 
approve a long-term phosphorus management 
plan. Decisions on oxygen levels and fish 
management will likely require more time.

Reducing Phosphorus Contribution
by Canada Geese
Most of the excess phosphorus entering Swan 
Lake is attributed to Canada geese with only 
30% to 50% the result of runoff from adjacent 
areas and stormwater. Staff has concluded that 
there is little that can be done to reduce storm-
water and park runoff, so the focus is on what, 
if anything, can be done to reduce the contribu-
tion by Canada geese.

by Fred Peters

Good news! Markham Council and city staff have 
initiated a program to address the comprehensive 
needs of both Swan Lake and Swan Lake Park.

You may have noticed a number of changes in 
the park over the summer including the plant-
ing of 32 new trees near the windmill and the 
installation of “toxic algae” warnings around the 
lake. We hope to get the fountain back once the 
water quality has improved.

Plans call for a dedicated pathway along the 
Amica shoreline which will provide for a safe 
passageway around the lake. Damaged areas 
near the roundabout are in need of repair and 
we have asked the staff to look for ways to im-
prove the safety and accessibility at the round-
about in concert with the expected repair work.

A “Refresh” for Swan Lake Park
On June 23, 2020, Markham Council asked 
staff to report on a long term water quality 
program for Swan Lake. Following the meet-
ing, city staff initiated detailed discussions and 
planning for a “Refresh” program to address key 
issues in Swan Lake and Swan Lake Park.

Markham has engaged the Toronto and 
Region Conservation Authority (TRCA) to assist 
in a review that will address issues concerning 
invasive species in the park and possibly shore-
line redesign that, while limiting Canada geese 
access, will reopen overgrown viewing areas.

The enhancement efforts are expected to take 
several years to complete.

  
Water Quality Improvement Program
The core challenge to restoring Swan Lake and 
Swan Lake Park is to improve and stabilize water 

A “Refresh” Program for Swan Lake Park
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For the past five years Markham has engaged a 
service for scaring away geese (called “hazing”) 
in the spring, summer and fall, plus a springtime 
egg oiling program. Following consultation with 
a goose management expert at the TRCA in 
August, Markham staff proposed an enhanced 
program, including a plan to relocate geese from 
Swan Lake Park.

Spring and Early Summer Program
In early spring flocks of migrating geese stop at 
Swan Lake on their way to their northern nest-
ing areas. They tend to stay for only short rest 
periods before heading north so the numbers 
and the impact are not as great. Some of the 
techniques planned for the fall program could be 
applied in the spring as well but are not seen as 
cost effective.

Geese that come to spend their summers at 
Swan Lake account for 25% of the phosphorus 
problem and have the largest impact on the 
community’s ability to enjoy the park.

The program to oil the eggs will continue and 
an effort will be made to round up and relocate 
any adult birds that come here to molt. This can 
only be done during the period when they are 
flightless—usually in June. Unfortunately, it is not 
safe to transport the young goslings, therefore 
those that successfully nest will not be relocated.

The TRCA has had success relocating geese 
from other local municipalities to sanctuaries in 
Southern Ontario and recommends the $10,000 
annual program for Swan Lake Park.

Canada Geese in Swan Lake, November 2017
Photo courtesy of Don Fowler

Fall Migration Program
In late October and through November large 
flocks stop over at Swan Lake on their route 
south. They are returning with their young, so 
they come in greater numbers. If the weather 
is good and food is plentiful, they will stay for 
extended periods. Daily counts of over 1,000 
are common. Almost 70% of the geese phos-
phorus problem is related to the fall migration. 
It is also the most challenging one to address.

 A harassment program has been used for a 
while, and the intensity will be increased under 
a more frequent schedule. The primary draw-
back—these approaches are very labour 
intensive. They work as long as there is some-
one on the shoreline. Once they leave, many 
of the geese return. Concerned that the 
proposed daily hazing program may not be 
effective, Friends of Swan Lake Park proposed 
a two-year trial of “Perpetual Harassment” by 
adding floating strobe lights on the water to 
reinforce the hazing efforts. The strobe lights, 
which cost $5,000, are active all night provid-
ing a constant disruption.

Trial Approved for Fall of 2020
On August 14, the Markham Subcommittee of 
Council agreed to recommend to Council, for 
approval in September, the proposed Perpetual 
Hazing trial program for 2020 which will have 
a one-time cost of approximately $15,000, 
plus approval for increasing the annual goose 
management program from $14,000 to $21,000  
primarily due to the addition the annual 
relocation program.

Friends of Swan Lake has agreed to support 
the fall hazing program and to make a more 
concerted effort to tally the visiting geese. 

As we know, Swan Lake is an attractive place. 
The goal is to reduce the impact of migrating 
geese by 25%. There is no obvious way to 
totally stop geese from coming to enjoy our lake.

Volunteers Needed!
We are looking for volunteers to support the 
geese counting effort this fall. If you are interested 
in helping, please email:
friends@friendsofswanlakepark.ca.
There is more information on goose management 
on our website at www.friendsofswanlakepark.ca.
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Watching a space shuttle in its 
last moments before becoming 
airborne, tension is present in the 
faces, hearts and psyches of 
viewers. 10-9-8-7. . .1 and Lift off!

Melinda Gates, philanthropist, 
feminist and wife of Bill Gates, has 
written a powerful, insightful book. 

Confronting societal issues (particularly in third 
world countries) such as family planning, educational 
opportunity for girls, arranged marriage, adverse 
working conditions, and many other matters which 
keep women repressed and feeling subservient to 
men, Melinda listens, studies and shares her knowl-
edge. Then . . . the moments of lift! Melinda strongly 
believes that if we empower women, we empower all 
of humanity to gain a better life. She discusses in her 
book how “The Bill and Melinda Gates Foundation” 
seeks to understand and to change from within, the 
cultures of the people they serve. 

Our reading group concluded that this book made 
us more cognizant of real issues that concern our 
sisters around the world. I personally became 
inspired to seek ways to aid in the resolution of these 
problems. We must no longer sit comfortably in our 
privileged first world surroundings prepared to offer 
only pity and helplessness.

The book was informative, well-written and 
challenging. It made me ponder again a favourite 
saying. “From whom much has been given, much 
will be expected.” 

BOOK REVIEW
The Moment of Lift: 
How Empowering Women 
Changes the World
by Melinda Gates
Reviewed by Jean Howard

This film, originally shown 
at the Toronto Film Festi-
val on September 23, 1994, 
received seven Oscar nomina-
tions. Based on a novella by 
Stephen King, it is thought 
to be loosely based on Leo 
Tolstoy’s 1872 short story “God 
Sees the Truth, But Waits.”

Andy Dufresne, (Tim Rob-
bins), is wrongfully impris-
oned for murder. Enduring 20 

years of imprisonment, he adapts to his torturous 
life, always retaining hope. Prison life is harrowing, 
but a friendship gradually develops between Andy 
and “Red” Redding, (Morgan Freeman), who has 
been incarcerated for smuggling. The small, daily, 
minor triumphs orchestrated by the two friends are 
wonderfully inspiring.

After many twists, turns and surprises, Andy 
masterminds an escape from prison. His plans 
include winning the trust of a nefarious warden, 
laundering money, and creating a sham persona 
for himself.  He tells his friend that he had to go to 
prison to learn to be a crook!

In the lead roles both Robbins and Freeman are 
truly outstanding, layering their performances with 
snippets of individuality. The final moments of the 
movie are spectacular and rewarding. Watch this 
outstanding classic if you have the opportunity.

The Swan Lake Movie Committee is looking 
forward to our new season as soon as we gain 
permission. WE HOPE TO SEE YOU AT THE MOVIES 
(soon!)

MOVIE FAVOURITE
by Vida Bridgeman

The Shawshank Redemption

by Thom Pritchard

Marjolyn and I have a lovely new dog. Dora is absolutely 
wonderful and loves to participate in all activities. When 
the distances are just a bit too far she now hitches a ride in 
her new doggie trailer.

She has been well trained. Who’s cuter, Dora or Thom?

Happenings...
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What extraordinary times. Every day we share 
new challenges.  We hope that finding your copy 
of Lakeview in your mailbox makes it a special 
day and that you enjoy all the information and 
stories about Swan Lake. 

Quite a lot has been happening in the advertising 
section and I regret to say that we have lost two of 
our longstanding advertisers, Main Street Limou-
sine and Cygnet Hair Salon. They have been with 
us for 17 years and we want to thank them both 
for the service and friendship we have shared.

Main Street Limousine is still providing its services 
for corporate, weddings and social events, along 
with their airport services. Call 905 472 0404. 

Cygnet Hair Salon has provided wonderful 
service to many ladies and some men as well. 
The plan is to close the store in October. Marie 
says she has enjoyed all the years with us and 
it is time to retire. We certainly wish her all the 
best for the future.

There is also Good News. We do have new 
advertisers and hope you will enjoy using them.

The Village Grocer, a well-known name in Swan 
Lake, is now advertising in Lakeview. Groceries 
are being delivered in Swan Lake during the 
virus, a service offered in normal times as well. 
This family business in Unionville was founded 

34 years ago by Evan and Cathy MacDonald as 
a butcher shop. It has grown and developed into 
a spectacularly successful one-of-a-kind grocery 
store with many unique and popular products, 
literally, too many to mention. The only Swan 
Lakers who are not familiar with The Village 
Grocer must be recent owners from outside 
Markham. Swan Lake residents are invited “to 
drop by and become a part of the family!”  Don’t 
forget the wonderful plants and flowers.

Markham Tile & Stone is a family business owned 
and operated for 28 years by brothers Sam and 
John Moncada. They have lived in Markham 
all their lives. Their service and products have 
happy customers among owners in Swan Lake 
Village who will vouch for their honest and 
desire-to-please customer service.  Give them a 
call if you have any remodelling plans.   

Simple Freedom Design aims to help you stay in 
your home longer. This company offers a very spe- 
cialised service by making cupboards and shelves 
easily accessible without too much stretching, 
lessening the risk of falling. You may wonder 
what the phrase “we bring the shelves to you” 
means. This is brought about by using a button 
to electronically bring the shelf down to you. Call 
them to ask questions. Find out exactly what they 
offer and how it can help you. They await your 
calls! You can also gain a better understanding by 
going online to www.simplefreedom.design.

Advertising News
by Pat Gill and Audrey Buckeridge

ADVERTISING CONTACT INFORMATION
New advertisers, set-up, changes, queries, leads and satisfied 
customer information.
Audrey Buckeridge – abuckeridge@sympatico.ca – 905-471-1939 OR
Pat Gill – pat@gillplan.com – 647-400-8687

Treasurer:  Pat Gill – pat@gillplan.com – 647-400-8687 
Finance, invoicing, payment
Payments: Via Interac - Payee: lakeviewmagazin9@gmail.com OR 
send a cheque payable to Lakeview Magazine, PO Box 28, 
22 Celebrity Greens Way Markham, ON  L6E 1B5,
Magazine Production:  Nancy Susko, Key Cursor Inc. 
nancy@keycursor.com – 905-947-1777

Annual Advertising Rates
for 5 issues

Size of Ad Black & White Colour

Inside Back Cover (7.75”w x 10”h)  $3,500

Full Page (7.75”w x 10”h) $1,500 $2,850

1/2 Page (7.75”w x 4.875”h) $1,080 $1,650

1/4 Page  (3.625”w x 4.875”h) $610 $900

Business Card (3.625”w x 2.25”h) $400 $600



Nocturne
by Linda Atkinson

The sun departs in glorious splendor,
bestowing muted shades of light.

In afterglow, wafts eventide
to softly whisper its goodnight.




