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Happy 70th Anniversary

On April 25, 1970, Gayle and Steve Upshall were 
married in the chapel of Toronto Western 
Hospital due to emergency surgery for Gayle’s 
father a few days prior to the planned wedding.  
So, Gayle was both born and married there. A 
second service followed later at Northlea United 
Church in Leaside, with friends and family. Ken 
McKenzie of Swan Lake and his two daughters were 
part of the wedding party.  

Due to the pandemic, the 50th Celebration will be 
held at a later date.

Happy 50th Anniversary

A Kingfisher Story
by Linda Atkinson

While doing research for an article about 
the Palette Club featured in the April 

issue of Lakeview, a name cropped up often—
that of its much-esteemed founder. Imagine 
my pleasure when I heard from that person-
age himself.  A friend, Jean Bell, had sent him 
a copy of our magazine.  Jim kindly called to 
express his thanks to Lakeview for including an 
article so close to his heart. He then pointed 
out, much to my chagrin, the misspelling of his 
last name—Thomson. He was very understand-
ing, and he confessed that he quite enjoyed 
opportunities to associate his name with Tom 
Thomson.  When I inquired about a genealogical 
link, Jim responded that the passion for painting 
made them kindred spirits.

Jim remembers well the origin of his passion. 
At the age of five he proudly presented, as a 
gift to his grandmother, his first painting. 
According to him, there was no turning back.

In 1997 Jim and his wife Dorothy, the second 
couple to inhabit Swan Lake Village, moved into 
a home known as The Kingfisher model. Upon 
discovery that I, too, resided in a Kingfisher 
bungalow, Jim thoughtfully mailed to me, 
from his current home in Port Hope, a 
reproduction of his painting of belted king-
fishers.  In the painting’s background is a barn. 

I learned that Jim would sometimes lead the 
members of his newly organized Palette Club, 
armed with paint, palette, and canvas, to a spot 
overlooking the lake with a view of the barn 
beyond. There he gave instruction and encour-
agement to the small group of budding artists, 
and it is that barn which is depicted in Jim’s 
kingfisher painting. He pointed out that he liked 
the colour similarity between the barn roof and 
the female bird’s “belt.”

I want to thank Jim Thomson for enlightening 
me in such an entertaining way as to the correct 
spelling of his name, and for the delightful sampling 
of his work, which will have a place of honour in 
my Kingfisher home.

Clarice and Arthur
Henschel were married
in Vancouver on
June 1, 1950.

Many happy memories!
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As I sit here writing this at the beginning 
of June, the clubhouses are still closed 

and none of the Swan Lake summer activities 
have started. Slowly provincial restrictions are 
being lifted, and there may be some 
activity soon. For almost three months 
residents have been confined to their home 
and have had to adapt to new ways of shop-
ping and socializing. This issue has many 
stories about how residents coped and adapted. Many family 
celebrations had to be postponed or celebrated with physical 
distancing. I’m sure you will enjoy reading the COVID stories 
spread throughout the magazine. Also look for the orange 
bordered Happenings.

There are several interesting articles in this issue. Margery 
Brown has written a profile of Art Henschel. Not only is Art 
celebrating his 95th birthday, but he and Clarice are 
celebrating their 70th wedding anniversary. The Henschels 
have some celebrating to do.

There are a couple of travel articles. Jon Van Loon describes 
his train trip across China. Lillian Huang tells about her trip 
to Bhutan. I suppose June Duff’s story entitled “Next Stop” 
could also be called a travel story.

Fred Peters has written an update about Friends of Swan 
Lake to keep residents informed about what that organiza-
tion and the city are working on to improve the condition of 
the lake and the park.

Vida Bridgeman has written about one of her favourite 
movies since there have been no movie nights at The Swan 
Club. She has also written about her encounter with a 
raccoon while she was walking her dog. 

I hope that by the time the September issue comes out 
there will be some reports about Swan Lake activities. Stay 
safe and stay well.

Table of Contents From the Editor...

Gary

Covers:
Front cover: Don Fowler
Back cover:  Our back cover depicts a perfect summer escape 
from stress and worry—even that induced by COVID-19. Peace 
can still be found in the contemplation of nature’s beauty.
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Tibor and Elaine Hary
by Stuart Watson
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Tibor always emphasized 
how much he appreci-

ated the opportunity to 
come to Canada, to put 
down roots, get married 
and raise a family. He 
arrived in Toronto in 1959 
from Hungary at the height 
of the revolution, and his 
construction skills enabled 

him to get work in his new home. It was not long before he met Elaine, a 
Nova Scotian, at a downtown Toronto dance. They were married in 1963. 

Tibor worked with a millwork company for a number of years before 
setting up his own company, Rockwood Construction, now taken over 
successfully by his son, Pete. They also have three daughters, Jenn, Beth 
and Karen, all in well-established careers. Tibor gives great praise to 
Elaine for raising their family while his work took him across Canada on 
extended business trips. 

They moved to Swan Lake in 1998, as original owners, and although he 
had formally retired, Tibor’s need to keep active was apparent. From day 
one, he was there to help his neighbours, doing a variety of small jobs. 
Most of these were done for a simple, “thank you,” although many of us 
managed to stuff $20 into his pocket. 

In order to carry out all this work, he set up a workshop, much to 
Elaine’s chagrin, in his garage. It was not long before Tibor became the 
“go to” guy throughout the village, and that continued over the 22 years 
they resided here. He also did considerable work for the old 3A corpo-
ration and latterly for YRCC 1217, at a very reasonable cost. One such 
undertaking was the building and installation of the swan feeding station.

 Nothing daunted him, even climbing up on a wet roof, on his own 
initiative, to secure some shingles blown off during a storm. Tibor’s 
favourite response to a request for something to be done was, “No 
problem,” and he meant it! His mission in life was to help others and he 
certainly achieved that throughout his time here in Swan Lake.

While Tibor kept busy with construction related enterprises, Elaine 
made her mark by immersing herself in many community activities. In 
fact, Elaine helped organize many social functions and always provided 
some of the baking. Elaine made quick and lasting relationships with all 
her neighbours. 

Tibor and I developed a great friendship over the years, something I 
cherish very much. One group who really appreciated his camaraderie 
was the Men’s Bridge Group. His easy-going nature was much admired 
by his bridge friends.

Tibor and Elaine made the difficult decision to leave Swan Lake in mid-
March moving a little north to Stouffville Creek Retirement Residence. In 
recognition of their tremendous contribution to Swan Lake and in partic-
ular their friendship with close neighbours, a farewell reception was held 
on March 11. They were presented with a framed photo of Swan Lake, and 
Louise Stewart, who spoke glowingly about Elaine, gave her a beautiful 
bouquet of flowers. Two of their daughters attended the celebration to 
hear comments about their life in Swan Lake and to enjoy the time with 
their parents’ long-time neighbours.

 Tibor and Elaine made tremendous contributions to Swan Lake. We 
will miss them very much. c
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For the past few years, Elaine, our Head Security Guard. 
has decorated the gate house and Swan Lake Village 

entrance for the enjoyment of all and for all occasions: 
Christmas, Easter, Valentine’s Day, Halloween.

On May 25, the gate house was again decorated, not by 
her, but in honour of her 50th birthday. The “crew” was out 
the night before and early in the morning to surprise her 
when she arrived at work.

Many residents called, emailed or dropped by to wish her 
a Happy Birthday.  Some contributed their own decorations 
and one four legged friend got dressed up for the occasion.

Elaine, congratulations and Happy 50th Birthday!

I would like to thank everyone for the 
outpouring of birthday wishes and 

love on my 50th birthday, May 25. From 
start to finish the day was absolutely 
fun, incredible, full of joy and laugh-
ter for me. I couldn’t have asked for a 
better way to celebrate this milestone 
than with my extended family. 

I would especially like to thank the 
gatehouse decorating team of David 
Blinn and Brian Slater, who apparently 
dubbed themselves The BS Decorat-
ing Team. They did a wonderful job 
and it was a fantastic surprise to see 
as I drove in to work. 

Thank you to everyone who made 
my day so incredible, and there were 
many. You made this young chick’s day 
absolutely perfect. 

Love and appreciation to all of you. 

Elaine Gooderham 
Supervisor, Swan Lake Gatehouse

Brunch and tentatively to a barbecue in May 
and were looking forward to their annual gig of 
holding the pretzels at Oktoberfest.

The problem is this. Although the swans 
always social distance (one swan for every six-
foot table) and could wear masks and gloves, 
there would be no residents to make it worth 
their effort. For example, here is a picture of 
how they could celebrate Canada Day with 
gloves and a mask, but sadly no guests are in 
sight! 

Ron and I tried to home school them but 48 
students at once were just too many for us to 
handle. Their education is now on hold and they 
are all in isolation in our locker. At least they 
can commiserate together.

Let’s hope they can return to work soon.

NOTE: Did you know that the wingspan of a Mute Swan 
is more than six feet? We tried to teach them the metric 
system and we failed.

Celebrating Elaine

Swans in Quarantine

Thank You
by Brian Slater

by Gaye Murray

The Swan Club Swans are sad and lonely and 
out of work.

Prior to being quar-
antined they had 
been on a social whirl. 
They had participated 
at February’s Beat the 
Blues Happy Hour, 
and March’s Mardi 
Gras Happy Hour. 
They were already 
being fitted for their 
outfits for April’s Wel-

come to Spring Happy Hour when word came 
down that all club houses were closed and 
events cancelled until further notice.

The swans had been invited to the April 
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Little did my husband and I know as we headed 
out for the Costa del Sol, in Spain, that we 

would be caught up in a venture of a lifetime. We 
should have heeded the words of Dr. Seuss, “Oh 
the places you’ll go.” We went a lot of places until 
we suddenly came to a standstill, shutdown, lock 
up. Three weeks of sightseeing adventure and then 
not much movement for another ten days.

Outside our window was the 
gorgeously blue Mediterranean, 
not a cloud in the sky, with sun 
every day.  Hence the name Costa 
del Sol. One day I sat looking out 
at the Mediterranean. The Mediterranean Basin has 
been the cradle of world civilization for centuries. I 
thought of the many groups of people throughout 
history who staked their lives around this body of 
water.  Magnificent civilizations have scattered all 
around the basin, people like us.

Yes, the coronavirus found us in Spain, and we 
don’t even drink Corona beer! Thank God, we did 
not get infected, but it seemed like overnight Spain 
became a world hot spot for the infection. We 
were caught up in lock down, isolated, confined to 
our rooms, prevented from roaming the beautiful 
paseo along the Mediterranean immediately in 
front of our hotel.

Our whole world was becoming trapped in a 
worldwide pandemic. Reflections on life and death 
stirred our hearts. The fragility of life lay in the 
wake of this new normal, as we daily listened to 
news reports on the one and only English television 
station from Great Britain.

“We are fragile creatures, and it is from this 
weakness, not despite it, that we discover the 
possibility of true joy.”  (Desmond Tutu) 

Then I thought of the many migrants of recent 
years who have fled their demolished countries 
in search of a new home. Desperate people in 
desperate times lost their lives on this same 
body of water; some attempted crossing again, 

experiencing death, rejection 
and homelessness. Why were we 
so lucky?

The longer I live the more I 
appreciate our common denomi-

nator of just being human. The gift of our enclosure 
was the time for reading, reflecting, doing cross-
word puzzles, playing cards, solving jigsaw puzzles 
and even singing. Listening to each other’s stories 
paved the way for touching base with each other’s 
concerns, dreams and journeys and for finding out 
that we were quite similar.

It is easy to tell the tales of hardship, but 
fortunately ours was really just a bit of discomfort. 
At times it seemed that no one knew what was 
going on. The world was inundated with news of 
the spread of the virus and subsequent interrup-
tions of daily life, but did anyone know how much 
we wanted to go out of there? We were in contact, 
of course, with our tour agency and leaders, the 
airlines, the Government of Spain, and the 
Government of Canada’s Registration of Canadians 
Abroad service.  

One of the greatest lessons I learned is that I am 
not in charge or in control. There is Someone much 
wiser than I who has a 
plan. I relearned trust and 
surrender and accep-
tance, the food of many 
refresher courses on life 
and its mystery—courses 
for those in search of the 
meaning of life; for wis-
dom; and for the love of 
people and nature.

Life is indeed an 
adventure! Oh, the places 
you’ll go! c

Meditating on the Med
Med Sea, Red Sea, Dead Sea
by Jean Howard

“I’m sorry to say so but, sadly,
it’s true that Bang-ups and

Hang-ups can happen to you.” 
(Dr. Seuss)
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As a child, I lived in a small farming community. 
Although my little brothers found lots to do 

in the barnyard, nothing there was of interest to 
me. It was perhaps inevitable that I learned to 
read long before my grade one teacher intro-
duced me to “Dick and Jane.” To rescue me from 
the sheer boredom of “Oh look! See Jane run!” 
my parents found a neighbour who most oblig-
ingly gave me piano lessons. How I loved those 
lessons! Although they did not afford great 
expertise, they enabled me to play, quite easily, 
familiar hymns and songs that were current on 
the hit parade, eventually leading me to the 
prestigious position of Sunday School pianist 
and proving advantageous when I sought my 
first elementary school teaching position.

It seemed a very short time until my daughters 
were taking piano lessons. During the interval 
required for them to pass several conservatory 
exams, my fingers, which had become unaccus-
tomed to keyboard exercise, felt like sticks when 
I tried to perform.

However, when my husband and I moved into 
Swan Lake Village, we found a place for the piano 
in our living room. A second piano, an electronic 
one, was purchased for my husband’s music 
room downstairs. I preferred to play as always on 
the original piano, but with the encroachment 
of arthritis, my fingers became noticeably less 
nimble on the keyboard. When two grandchil-
dren offered to give it a loving home, I readily 
bade adieu to my old pal. Family members 
suggested that I fill the empty space in my living 
room with my late husband’s electronic piano. 

And there it stood, in silent splendor.
Then the coronavirus made a global invasion. 

Swan Lake Village joined the rest of the world 
in learning how to cope with quarantine and 
physical distancing. In this disturbingly solitary 
situation, I was required to seek, for the first 
time since early childhood, relief from loneliness 
and boredom.

One day I discovered an unexpected source 
of comfort and companionship.  My piano bench 
had been housing an album entitled Best Songs 
Ever. I fingered the piano keys and pressed a 
few buttons. Magical sounds penetrated the air. 
From the book’s table of contents, I selected one 
of my mother’s favourite songs, “Edelweiss”. My 
arthritic fingers adapted with relative ease to 
electronic touch and eventually I mastered the 
simple melody. I learned that whenever I played 
it thereafter, I could dispel moments of boredom 
and bask in childhood memories. As long days 
passed, I forged through the easy-play pages 
of the album. Each new melody, embellished by 
technical accompaniment, sounded better than 
I could ever have imagined. My playlist is slowly 
growing. I found that “Rainbow Connection” 
can bring forth images of two sweet toddlers 
bouncing happily to the Muppet melody. “What 
a Wonderful World” not only evokes the picture 
of my husband dancing with our daughter on 
her wedding day, but also reminds me how 
fortunate I am to be alive. Ah, the sound of 
music! Perhaps I should thank COVID-19 for 
inspiring me to “Climb Every Mountain.” c

The Sound of Music
by Linda Atkinson
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A Quiet Man - of few words and hidden depths

In the midst of the pandemic, at 
the far reaches of the lake, on the 

bridge over Turtle Cove, from a 
distance of at least six feet, I stopped 
to speak to Art Henschel who was 
out walking with his son, Mark. There 
stood poker-backed Arthur, Tilley 
hat worn military-style, protecting 
a smooth remarkably wrinkle-free 
countenance. As usual, saying 
little but with a twinkle in his eye, 
he was enjoying me teasing Mark by 
accusing him of fibbing when he 
announced with obvious pride that 
his Dad would shortly turn ninety-
five. Astonishing! Truly, the man 
looks not a day over seventy.

To whom goes the credit? Mark says it is in the 
genes. Marriage to Clarice for seventy years has 
to have played the most significant role. Four 
children and five grandchildren, we all know, will 
keep you young. Clarice credits Tony, our Swan 
Club Physical Trainer, who is an accredited nurse 
specializing in the health of older adults, for sav-
ing Arthur’s life. He attends her exercise classes 
and in the early days Tony was alert to a breath-
ing problem, recommending Arthur seek medi-
cal advice. Within a short time, he underwent 
cardiac surgery. It seems to have been a mere 
blip on the radar. Exercise being paramount, 
Arthur tells me, during enforced isolation, he and 
Clarice continue Tony’s regime in their sunroom.

Then there is a healthy start in life. Arthur tells 
me he and his two siblings (there’s that twinkle 
again!) were born in an Alberta grain elevator! 
His parents, Anastasia and Albert Henschel were 
prairie folk living in a small town, Hilliard, north-
east of Edmonton. Anastasia was born in Canada 

of Ukrainian heritage. 
Albert was from Prussia, 
immigrating to Canada 
with his brother—young 
men that went west. 
Albert found employment 
as a grain buyer. What 
Art describes as a shack 
attached to and thereby 
part of the grain elevator 
was their home until 

Albert moved the family to 
Vancouver where he was employed 
as a welder on the docks. Arthur’s 
sister, at age eighteen, had a job 
there “catching hot rivets to feed to 
the riveters.” The mind boggles.

To this day, Arthur considers 
himself a prairie boy. Growing up in 
Bruderheim, he attended a Grade 1 
to 12 four-room school with three 
grades in each room. There couldn’t 
have been a great deal of money. 
Arthur carried soft water from the 
well for his mother to launder the 
teacher’s clothes and at age ten was 
sweeping out the saloon in the only 
hotel in town. The local hardware 

store owner, Ryerson, an educated man who 
ultimately served as mayor, declared this no 
place for a clean-cut youngster like Arthur, 
employed the boy himself and had him driv-
ing the company van at age ten years, making 
deliveries in that very rural area.

When Albert moved the family to Vancouver, 
the way Clarice tells it, he built a house across 
the street from her family home, “taking the 
baseball diamond.” She preferred the clunk of 
the baseball bat although there must have been 
consolation in “a clean-cut boy” coming with 
the house.

War was raging in Europe and Arthur 
joined the Royal Canadian Air Force. If he had 
adventure in mind, it wasn’t to be as, following 
mundane tasks, within six months he was 
discharged. However, he quickly took advantage 
of the government’s offer to military personnel 
to partially finance a university education. Seek-
ing “the most difficult course available,” a friend 
already studying at University of British Columbia 
said that would be Electrical Engineering: thus, 
Arthur enrolled and ultimately graduated with a 
Bachelor of Applied Science. Arthur’s dad was 
now working for the Canadian Pacific Railway. 
Arthur financed the balance of his university 
fees by waiting tables on a C.P. train and had 
become friends with the pretty girl across the 
street whose vivacious mien was attractive to a 
quiet young man, probably shy, but nonetheless, 

continued on next page...

by Margery Brown
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single minded. He fell in love and had an engage-
ment ring designed for his girl.

Clarice loved him too but was not ready to 
commit. She was at that time working for the 
Canadian Broadcasting Company and, with her 
own yen for adventure, as her girlfriend was 
going east, she requested a transfer and with 
her friend hightailed it to Toronto. Undeterred, 
Arthur continued his quest long-distance, mail-
ing yet a different ring; a diamond flanked by 
two beautiful rubies. Not missing a trick, he 
included a recording of a song popular that year. 
A man of few words but steely resolve, he let 
Doris Day convey his message. At this point in 
the interview, Mark, their son, played the tune on 
his cell phone. On the Henschel’s deck, practicing 
“social distancing” on a pleasant sunny after-
noon, bemused, we listened to Doris Day sing, 
“Where Are You Now That I Need You.”

On March 17, 1950, with all her CBC Toronto 
friends on the platform, bearing gifts and flowers, 
Clarice left Union Station and returned to her 
beau. On June 1, less than three months later, 
they were wed, and the happy couple honey-
mooned—you guessed it—travelling to Toronto 
and back on a C.P. train. Not to spoil the story, 
they did visit family in Edmonton; and Arthur’s 
“second” family, the hardware store owner, 
Ryerson, who had extended a helping hand to a 
quiet ten-year-old, way-back-when.

That same year, with another young man, Alf 
Tilbe, Arthur joined the architectural firm Shore 
& Moffat, claiming to work “7 am to 10 pm for 
47 years.” Be that as it may, during an illustrious 
career he found time to serve as Chairman of the 
Board of Trade Club and Secretary of the Illumi-
nating Engineering Society. The “other” young 
man, Alf Tilbe, was the architect credited many 
years later with designing The Swan Club in 
Swan Lake Village. Both Alf and Arthur became 
partners in the firm that became Shore Tilbe 
Henschel Irwin & Peters.

Clarice and Arthur are village pioneers and 
they shake their heads over memories of those 
early days, more than twenty-three years ago. 
They knew Brad Warren and encouraged his 
dream of developing a gated community offer-
ing an adult lifestyle. Some will remember those 
tumultuous times. Today, we enjoy a diverse and 
caring village, the morph lovingly recorded by 
Clarice in the Swan Lake Archive. She was instru- 
mental in the development of the Swan Lake 
library and only recently retired from the Board 

of Lakeview where she had served since its 
inception. At the same time Arthur was 
exercising creativity, preserving village history 
in pictures, quietly mingling amongst throngs at 
social events, taking photographs and deriving 
great pleasure in displaying them on easels for 
all to peruse. His nature shots from the lakeside 
park are also a delight.

Another of the countless village success 
stories is PROBUS for which in the early days 
Arthur wrote a newsletter. However, as Clarice 
and Arthur tell it, the greatest challenge that also 
provided the most fun was the care of the swans. 
Romeo and Juliet are the gift that keeps on 
giving, a serene presence that has become 
synonymous with village ideals, every spring 
given a resounding welcome back from their 
winter home with waddling parade to the water 
to the skirl of bagpipes; and cake at the Swan 
Club for the welcoming crowd. Needless to 
say, Clarice has a hand in that regal reception. 
However, when first gifted by Brad Warren, the 
swans needed food other than cake. Arthur 
and Clarice laugh over memories of a feeding 
committee of volunteers that had no clue, 
coaxing the swans to feed from the tray of an 
infant’s highchair. They were fast learners, those 
folk, and those hungry swans. Arthur designed a 
fully accessible feeding station that has become 
popular with walkers in the park, especially 
children, encouraged to watch the feeding.

This couple seem to complement each other 
so well that it is impossible to write about one 
without t’other. Even in a toast written to Clarice 
at her Lakeview retirement luncheon I had to 
include him:

  
“Arthur, the quiet one of the charming smile,
Even the swans he seems to beguile.”

It’s worth mentioning that on a cruise in 2005, 
on bended knee, witnessed by a number of Swan 
Lake travel companions, Arthur proposed to 
Clarice for the third time. Taken totally by 
surprise, her spluttered response was, “Hmm, I’ll 
have to think about it!”

For those of us fortunate enough to know the 
Henschels, Doris Day would have said it best: 
“Love and marriage go together like a horse 
and carriage.” For a successful union Clarice and 
Arthur advocate “total honesty.” On July 4 raise 
a glass to that as we wish Arthur Henschel a 
very happy 95th birthday. c
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This is a story about a taboo subject, talon 
reduction, or as it is more vulgarly known, 

cutting one’s toenails. This is a matter of 
hygiene undertaken by all, but not discussed 
by all. An undertaking done in private as swiftly 
as possible. 

Recently, as I was sitting down to watch the 
Address from the Queen, a 
welcome respite from watch-
ing Mr. Trudeau descend those 
all-too-familiar front steps, I 
noted the talons protruding 
lengthily from my toes, and 
thought, “Oops, time for some necessary pedal 
surgery.” I dashed into the bathroom to do 
my duty.

Well, such an undertaking is not as straight-
forward as it once used to be. First, my 
eyesight is no longer that of the eagle, no 
longer able to visit upon small objects at 
great distances. Second, knee-bending is 
today limited to an obtuse angle, exacerbated 
by my limited waist-bending capability due 
to the large, cushion-like central body part 
refusing to give way. Third, my sure-footed 
balance on a single leg is now virtual, that is 
to say, no longer real.

The result was an inaccurate series of slashes 
with ill-timed snipping movements made with 
a device as sharp as kitchen steel. Actually, 
sharper than my kitchen steel.

However, I returned to the Queen, confident 
and proud. Now presentable to all the noon-
day crowd —Chrystia, Rosie, Dr. Tam et al.

A few minutes later I felt this slippery feeling 
and, looking down at my Dr. Ho Circulation 
Booster, I found it covered in blood. “Good 
God,” I thought, “I’ve set it too high and it has 
sliced my soles!” 

“No, you idiot!” I immediately self-remon-
strated. “You cut yourself hygienically!”

Sure enough, through the sloshing blood I 
could see three small slices on the end of each 
of three toes. Grabbing a nearby napkin, I tried 
to stop the gory flow. But it was impossible. 

Had I cut open an artery? Does my carotid 
artery extend to my toes? Was I going to bleed 
to death in my TV room in front of the Queen? 

No, of course the problem was one of blood 
thinners. They work on toes as well as arteries 
I now know.  

“Quick,” I said to the other queen. “Get some 
gauze from the medical kit.” 

To which she replied, “Where 
is it?”

Of course, the kit was on 
the highest shelf in the closet, 
virtually unobtainable. But 

luckily, I had by the wildest of coincidences 
recently hauled the stepladder from the garage 
to the kitchen. (Why it was in the kitchen is 
a story for another day and another set of frail-
ties.)  Anyway, my queen was able to scramble, 
nay, carefully climb up, reclaim the kit and 
attack my problem. And resolve it, albeit with 
gauze measured in square yards.

With that resolution, with the Queen having 
said, “We’ll meet again, ”and with another 
$200 billion announcement by Bill Morneau, 
one of those amazing politicians whose hair 
stopped growing coincident with the COVID-
related closing of barber shops (no need for 
him to sneak into a private salon), it was time 
for my daily walk. One made more important 
because of the neighbourly social interaction, 
now Coronavirus-threatened.  

Step, squish, step, squish.  
This is not going to work.
I need to sit down and accept this as a learn-

ing moment. What have I learned?

1.   A nail clipper is banned on airplanes for a 
reason.

2.   Do not store the medical kit in an unreach-
able spot. Keep it handy, you dope.

3.   As soon as they re-open, select an attractive 
nail salon, take a deep breath and let a pro do 
the job. c

Reg Jordan

Talon Reduction
Looking Good in Self-Isolation
A True Story by an Elderly Gentleman

“Quick,” I said
to the other queen.
“Get some gauze

from the medical kit.”
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a small raccoon raced out 
of the grassy area 
across the street, 

snarling and growling. 
It was definitely out to kill!

COVID Cruising
by Gloria Altmann

The coronavirus did not really keep us locked in, as we were very careful, doing our shopping 
anywhere and anytime, keeping our distance and wearing a mask. We have always loved driving 
wherever a road may lead us, especially when the weather is nice. We kept doing that too. We saw 
some interesting things on our drives: a raccoon sitting on top of a hydro pole; a sign warning us to 
drive slowly because of swans crossing the road; a small version of the Taj Mahal built by a former 
mayor of Toronto, housing his remains together with his wife and daughter. 

The only thing that makes us feel locked up is that we cannot go on vacation.

You may have heard about the woman who was 
attacked by a raccoon the first week of May. 

Well, I was that woman and I want to tell you about it.
I have lived in Swan Lake Village for 20 years. 

I have always had dogs and always walk them 
around nine or ten at night. On the evening of this 
occurrence, it was around 9:30 and I was walking 
north on Wave Hill towards The Gardens when a 
small raccoon raced out of the grassy area across 
the street, snarling and growling. It was definitely 
out to kill! I had my cane with me which luckily has 
an enlarged base, around 3 by 
3-1/2 inches. I started hitting the 
raccoon which was just inches 
from my feet, growling and attack-
ing me, not the dog. I must have 
hit it about six or seven times. 
The last time I hit it, I knocked it 
into the air, and it went away. But seconds later it 
returned and continued its attack. I was scream-
ing and hitting it and hitting it until it finally went 
back across the street. My dog is still a puppy and 
he seemed to be in shock. I don’t remember him 
barking or pulling on the leash. I hurried back to my 
house. From my door, I looked over and spotted the 
animal heading from the front of my neighbour’s 
house to another grassy area.

On speaking to property management, I learned 
that another couple had been attacked around the 
same time. I hope they had a stick or something 
to fend off the animal. If I had not had my cane, I 
would be in the hospital—or worse! The SPCA sent 
a chap out the next day and I showed him where 

this incident occurred. I wondered if the animal was 
rabid, but this chap asked me if it was foaming at 
the mouth or if its eyes were running because those 

are signs of rabies. Also, it would 
be sleepy. This animal was defi-
nitely not sleepy! I did not notice 
the other signs. He then said that 
since it was mating season the 
animal thought I was a threat. It 
attacked me rather than the dog 

as I was bigger and, therefore, a greater threat.
By the time this issue of Lakeview is out, the 

mating season will be over. I was told that raccoons 
were in the attic of The Gardens and if I must go 
there for my mail, I should just get it then leave 
quickly. I understand that people who live by The 
Gardens have also been troubled by a combative 
raccoon at the rear of their house. Property man-
agement sent out an email a few days later advising 
that there were very aggressive raccoons around 
The Gardens. I thank them for that.

My dogs and I have changed our routine. Now 
we eat at five o’clock. We are out of the house and 
back home by six thirty. Hopefully, mating season 
doesn’t last too long!  c

He was small, 
but he was Nasty!
by Vida Bridgeman
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Bill Henley is the driver of the school bus. He 
is an excellent driver with a perfect safety 

record. He never misses a day’s work and is 
always punctual. Then one day...

Bill Henley groped for the alarm clock, turned 
it off, gave one long, lingering stretch and sat 
up in bed. 6:45 am. Every morning Bill rose at 
exactly 6:45, but this morning he was reluctant 
to do so. He had been feeling uneasy for some 
time now, and today he felt especially unsettled. 
It worried him.

It wasn’t something specific he could put his 
finger on. Just a vague, restless feeling that left 
him deeply puzzled.

It began simply enough—the occasional day 
when Bill felt out of touch with things. At first, 
he wasn’t too concerned. Everyone had days 
like that. But lately those days were becoming 
more and more frequent, and when Bill woke 
this morning with the familiar apprehension, he 
knew something was very wrong.

“Good morning Mr. Henley. Not another bad 
dream, I hope.”

Bill’s eyes widened in amazement. It just 
couldn’t be! He closed his eyes as tightly as he 
could, then very slowly opened them again. It 
was still there!  Standing at the foot of his bed, 
wearing a most engaging 
smile, was a man about 
three feet tall, dressed 
in what appeared to 
be a green space suit. 
In fact, Bill discovered 
upon looking closer, the 
man himself was green! 

“I know Mr. Henley. You were about to say 
something about little green men from outer 
space. Well, you’re perfectly right. I am small, 
by your standards; I am green; and I am indeed 
from outer space. But let me assure you that I 
am here on legitimate business and you have 
nothing whatever to worry about.”

Nothing to worry about, thought Bill. Why it 
was incredible! “Who are you? How did you get 
here? And what do you want with me?”

“Please Mr. Henley. One question at a time. 
My name is Jupiter. Johnathon P. Jupiter. I 

came here by flying saucer, naturally. And if you 
don’t mind my saying so, travel by saucer is far 
superior to your airplanes. Much faster and 
quieter, but I’ll let you see for yourself.”

“You mean I’m going in a flying saucer?”
“Why of course.”
“But...but there’s no such thing as a flying 

saucer!”
A slight flicker of annoyance crossed Mr. 

Jupiter’s little green face. “I just don’t understand 
it. So many of you earth people have seen our 
saucers, and yet the majority of you still refuse 
to believe they exist. Well, at least I can prove 
to you that they do. Now if you wouldn’t mind 
getting dressed, we should be on our way.”

“Now hold on a minute Mr.—uh Jupiter. Just 
where are we going?”

“We’re going to Mars.” 
“Mars! Well, I don’t know....”
“I’m sorry Mr. Henley; but I’m afraid you have 

no choice.”
“What do you mean, no choice?” Bill looked 

down at the little man. He was exactly half 
the size of Bill and he appeared to be quite 
harmless. It’s funny, mused Bill. If this wasn’t 
so completely preposterous, it would be down-
right frightening. But for some strange reason, 
he didn’t feel at all frightened. He was merely 
confused and fascinated. “What do you mean,” 
Bill repeated, “no choice?”

“Well perhaps I’d better explain. You see it all 
really started when your people began sending 
men into outer space.”

“I can understand how this would alarm you.”
“On the contrary. We were elated. Goodness 

knows we’ve tried to make contact with you earth-
lings. But even when we dared let ourselves be 
seen by your people, it was always the same 
story. We either frightened you off, or you pre-
tended you hadn’t really seen us at all. We’d  about 
given up hope until one day we discovered that 
you were actually sending spaceships to visit us! 
At least that’s what we thought at first. You can 
imagine our disappointment when we discovered 
you weren’t trying to reach Mars after all. You were 
sending men to the moon. Well we knew then that 
we had to take steps—and quickly.”

Next Stop—Mars
by June Duff



JUNE 2020  c  12

“I don’t understand. Why would you want us 
to come to Mars?”

“It’s really very simple. You see, we’re a small 
community, but a relatively prosperous one.” 
Mr. Jupiter beamed proudly. “For the past few 
years we’ve been working on an expansion 
program. At first, all went well, 
then we came to realize that if 
we were to carry out our pro-
gram as planned, we would 
have to attract new people 
to our community—to help us 
with the actual work itself and,” 
Mr. Jupiter lowered his voice, 
“financially. That’s when we thought of you 
people on earth.”

“Why us?”
“Well, because of your population explosion. 

We know you’re gradually running out of living 
space on your planet; whereas we have plenty of 
room on Mars. There’s just one thing that has us 
a bit worried.”

“What’s that?”
“Well you see, we’ve noticed earth people 

seem to resent people of colour, and well, 
naturally this situation has given us some concern 
since we are, well, green.” Mr. Jupiter’s face took 
on a very serious expression. “Mr. Henley, may I 
ask you a personal question?”

“I guess so.”
“Do you object to me because I’m green?”
Bill was silent for a few moments. “To be honest 

with you Mr. Jupiter, I’ve never given any thought 

to how I feel about green people. But then I’ve 
never yet had any objection to anyone on the 
basis of their color. So, I guess I would say no. 
Definitely not.”

Mr. Jupiter’s little green face fairly shone 
with pleasure. “I knew we had made the right 

decision when we chose you, 
Mr. Henley.”

“Why did you choose me, Mr. 
Jupiter?”

“Why not, Mr. Henley? You’re 
an excellent driver with a per-
fect safety record—and there’ll 
be a fair amount of commuting 

in your work with us. Then, too, you have never 
missed a day’s work. You are always punctual. 
Why you’re just the sort of reliable man we’re 
looking for. Now then...”

Mr. Jupiter came closer. 
“Here is what we have in mind...” c

You can imagine
our disappointment when
we discovered you weren’t

trying to reach Mars after all.
You were sending men 

to the moon.

A Flamingo Fanfare
by Linda Atkinson

A special birthday was on the horizon. Nancy, however, 
could not look forward to it with anticipation. COVID-19 
had seriously diminished any thoughts of celebration.

The sun was shining brightly when Bill Dyer awak-
ened his wife to suggest that she don a robe and go to 
the front entrance. Overnight the lawn had undergone 
a transformation. Eighty pink flamingos were closely 
grouped together, occupying every bit of the grassy 
green carpet. Although Nancy’s birthday fanfare was a 
wonderful surprise, it must be noted that the flamingos 
had most definitely not learned how to observe social 
distancing. Nancy and Bill Dyer
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The Hole in the Train Floor...
and Other Adventures by John Van Loon

I stood mesmerized gazing down 
through a hole in the train floor 

watching a plethora of train track 
ties whizzing by. It made me dizzy 
and I had to stop.

What follows is hard to imagine 
when viewed against the modern 
world power that China has be-
come. Years ago, I began the first 
part-time residence as a science 
admonitor therein. There were to be several of 
these intervals over a three-year period. Back 
then China was more rurally oriented, struggling 
as it was to emerge from the disasters of the 
Cultural Revolution. Automobiles were a rarity—
the roadways utilized primarily by bicycles and 
trucks. Extensive travel within China was mainly 
by train and bus. At that time one important issue 
was the need to upgrade science research and 
teaching at the provincial universities. Hence my 
raison d’être. My capacity in this regard was as 
a Project Specialist with the Chinese Provincial 
Universities Development Project in Guangzhou, 
Beijing and Changchun. 

My bright red cup, toilet 
paper and pockets full of 
small denomination U.S. 
currency, together with an 
appropriate wardrobe, were 
the basics required to com-
plete an approximately 
3000 km train trek across 
southern China 30 years 
ago. We chugged out of a 
bustling Guangzhou train 

station in south China bound for my first 
consultancy in Changchun in China’s most 
northerly province, Jilin. I chose a train desig-
nated as ‘Regular Fast Train’. It had the second 
lowest ranking on a list of eight choices avail-
able in those days and certainly belied the term 
‘fast train,’ but it best served my purposes by 
stopping at all the main cities, prefecture cities 
and county towns. Although I was travelling in 
the best available accommodation on this train, 
the ‘Soft Sleeper’ class, the only “food” provided 

was tea. Even this perk was unob-
tainable unless you were outfitted 
with your own cup. The brew was 
distributed from a large self-heated 
billycan mornings and evenings by 
a fearsome-looking, rotund attendant. 
My daily sustenance-purchasing 
strategy was to delve into my 
pocket to deal with appropriate 
vendors on station platforms along 

the way. American money when observed by 
keen-eyed spotters became part of a frightening 
experience—U.S. dollars always attracted a 
stampede of illegal money changers, knickknack 
merchants and any others who coveted this 
currency. My Chinese companions in the com-
partment brought bags of their own food as was 
the custom. Compartment windows were sealed. 

Hence the odors of ‘aging’ food plus the increas-
ing aroma of (at best) sponge-bathed passen-
gers grew riper with each passing day. There 
were two beds, lower and upper, on opposing 
walls in this cramped accommodation. To change 
clothes it was necessary to do so in front of other 
occupants, male or female. My Chinese co-trav-
elers managed this maneuver under bedcover 
or by sleight of hand, never exposing anything 
untoward. At first I opted to sleep in my clothes, 
but after a couple of days I began to wonder if 
my own pungency might be a dominant factor 
in the burgeoning aromas. Thus, I decided I must 
change into sleepwear and for this purpose 
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retreated to the toilet stall. The bathroom facili-
ties were in a small room at the rear of each car 
and consisted essentially of a sink and a squat 
toilet hole in the center of the floor, the hole 
mentioned in my opening remarks. To use the hole 
you had to crouch, one hand gripping the sink 
edge, balancing carefully while 
praying for a smooth section of 
track with no severe alterations 
in directional momentum. It was 
a calamity if you found yourself 
dealing with extreme dietary 
concerns, which brings me back to the topic 
of food vendors. I had learned the hard way in 
the days before departure that food purveyed 
from street stalls, as delicious as it might appear, 
was of questionable safety. Food merchants 
on the train platforms were fundamentally of 
two types—those who had the aforementioned 
delicious-looking prepared hot concoctions and 
a few who sold factory prepackaged not-so- 
delectable items. I knew that choosing the 
former could very likely end in disaster. 

Train stop intervals provided time to stretch 
one’s legs and breathe fresh air while surveying 
the view. It was during one of our longer stops 
that I assuaged my curiosity. If ‘Soft Sleeper’ 
class accommodations were pleasant, what 
must the least expensive class be like? I trundled 
down the platform to the rear of the train and 
cautiously opened a door. Immediately I was 
assaulted by a chicken which flew at my face and 
bounced off. Shaken, I viewed the disconsolate 
panorama. Families huddled together on hard 
wooden backless seats, accompanied by all 
manner of possessions including livestock (mostly 
poultry and the odd goat), bags of food and 
drink, and cases overflowing with clothes and 

other family possessions. I was about to depart 
this jurisdiction when the train began to move. 
My choices were either to stay put until the next 
station or to stumble my way forward through 
the length of the train’s interior. I chose the for-
mer. Almost immediately I was approached by 

a teenager who kindly offered 
me his seat. Chinese youth were 
keen to practise their English 
and we were soon engaged in a 
halting but happy information-
filled conversation. As a result, I 

gladly missed three stations. 
Along the way I spent much of the day on the 

platform between cars snapping pictures and 
watching scenery fly by. Most of the region near 
the train consisted of small clumps of scrub bushes 
and flat fields of garden crops often extend-
ing all the way to the distant hills. Rice paddies 
dominated the south graduating further north, 
into vegetable crops on a humongous scale. 
Outside the towns, peppered here and there 
all along the route, were clutches of buildings. 
These constituted the support infrastructure of 
communes where farmhands and their families 
resided. Sometimes nearby were small private 
garden plots, which looked in much better fettle 
than commune fields in general. Intersecting 
roads crowded with gawkers on bicycles and in 
trucks pushed up against the track barricades.

During the substantial intervals over the three 
years in China, I grew to understand and value 
those with whom I had the privilege to work 
and live. I very much enjoyed broadening my 
horizons in several parts of the country. 
However, at the end of my sojourn I was relieved 
to be free of confrontations with the hole in 
the train floor.  c

It was a calamity 
if you found

yourself dealing with
extreme dietary concerns.
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by Mary Jo Turner

Days have no context
One runs into the next.
Oh, maybe a birthday in May
Or a recycling pick-up day.

But:
No tea with a friend,
Meeting to attend,
Dentist or doctor call—
Empty calendar squares on the wall.

No thrill of a weekend,
Get-together round the bend.
No church gathering on a Sunday,
It’s just the same as Monday.

Then came some saving grace:
The odd zoom meeting taking place,
A long distance telephone call,
And the very best of all—
A neighbour down the street
Sets a chair the requisite six feet
From her place at the front door
Where we chat many minutes more.

In dark times on my own
I asked where God’s care was shown.
While considering the above, 
I understood His love
Appeared in human form, connection,
Changing my focus and direction.

To share with friends and those we meet
Is serving as God’s hands and feet.

“Be still and know that I am God.”
Psalm 46:10

Frustration! A couple 
of hours on the laptop 
perfecting a piece, then 
hitting the  print but-
ton and—nothing. I, of 
course, tried again—
nothing! 

The word ‘isolation’ 
hung heavily in my mind as I emailed Sandra 
who has rescued me from many computer 
scrapes through the years, no matter which 
country I have been in. Her reply said, “I do 
not go into houses. I will arrive at 5:30 with 
mask and gloves on. Please unplug the 
laptop on each side, bring it to the front 
door and, with gloves on, hand it to me.”

When she arrived, dressed as instructed, I 
handed her the laptop and closed the screen 
door. She told me she would call me from 
her car parked in my driveway. After a while 
the phone rang, and I was requested to go 
to my printer to see if it had printed. I ran up 
and sure enough, pieces of paper with print 
had appeared. Amazing!  

I went to the front door and retrieved 
my laptop with my gloved hand. The next 
minute I was waving goodbye to Sandra as 
she drove off with a cheery wave and big 
smile. Magic!  c

Time

Website

LAKEVIEW ONLINE

We’re on the web!
Lakeview is available to residents on The 
Swan Lake website. Go to swanlakevillage.ca, 

click on the Lakeview link in the 
quick link column to view recent 
issues. 

Remembering
Maria Acosta, 55 The Boardwalk Way, #308
Raj Bali, 9 Pinehurst Club Way
Fred Booth, 32 Kingfisher Cove Way
Velma Cluett, 55 The Boardwalk Way, #211
Douglas Correoso, 7 Longmont Way
Bruce Freeman, 2 Loon Harbour Way
Vince Spinello, 55 The Boardwalk Way, #107

Driveway
Computer Service
by Audrey Buckeridge
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After we were married in 
1963, we bought our first 

home in Markham. It was there 
that Eric began his lifelong 
hobby of gardening. He created a 
small greenhouse in our base-
ment where he grew the seed-
lings that would be needed for 
the flower beds. The sign of a 
true gardener.  

Once, Eric was playing base-
ball with a local team and had 
been asked to be fill-in pitcher 
later that night. Needing a 
rehearsal, he mistakenly placed 
me as his catcher at the edge 

of his best garden showpiece.  
All was well with the slow 
pitches and I managed. Feel-
ing somewhat confident in my 
skill he decided to try a pitch 
at full speed! I missed the 
catch and toppled back on top 
of his prize flowers. He rushed 
over to me and said, “Oh no! 
How can I fix them?” Then he 
asked, “Are you alright?” How-
ever, our marriage survived 
that event and we continued 
to fill 57 years with treasured 
memories.

 Eric and I moved into 1 King-
fisher Cove Way in Swan 
Lake Village in 2004. It 
was the early days and 
construction was still 
going on. We had quite a 
nice sized piece of land 
round our house with 
just builders’ soil and no 
plants. What an oppor-
tunity for someone who 
loved gardening! Eric 
began to design his 
gardens, fountains, shrubs 
and hedges. He placed 
the “We Care” sign and 
planted 800 to 1000 
annuals. He added colour 
to the parking spots by 
planting a cedar hedge 
and colourful plants. 
People came by to look 

each year. Eric enjoyed leaning on his spade and chatting 
to people as they stopped by.   

We have wonderful neighbours and they loved seeing what 
colours and new plants were going to appear each year.   

There were many Swan Lakers who chose a walking route 
past Eric’s gardens. They probably got some hints and ideas 
to take home. It is interesting how a garden can give so much 
pleasure and bring people together.

Sadly, Eric passed away in March. Drop by and view the 
“OH ERIC” garden, planted in his memory. c

Eric Pilkey - The Gardener
by Dorie Pilkey
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Remember the good old days, back in 
February, when all we had to worry about 

was climate change destroying our planet and 
the poor water quality in Swan Lake? 

The Friends of Swan Lake Park was launched 
last fall with the mission of getting the City of 
Markham to restore Swan Lake and Swan Lake 
Park and to establish a long-term Stewardship 
Policy that recognizes the broader community 
and environmental role of the lake and park. 
These objectives were endorsed by over 90% 
of Swan Lake Village residents attending our 
meeting on March 9. 

Three Basic Requests
The issues in Swan Lake and Swan Lake Park are 
well documented. The city’s water consultant 
has recommendations to focus efforts for resto-
ration of the water quality. The Friends of Swan 
Lake Park have built upon this information to 
outline additional approaches to address water 
issues in Swan Lake. We also identified other 
issues within the land-based elements, such 
as invasive species that require attention. Our 
views are set out in a 66-page report provided 
to senior staff and distributed to council 
members. The report, titled “Pathway to 
Sustainability” is available on our website 
www.friendsofswanlakepark.ca. 

We have requested three basic actions by the 
city:
1)  Restore water quality in Swan Lake
2)  Restore the aquatic and land-based habitat
3)  Commit to a long-term stewardship plan

In March we were pushing hard for a start on 
these programs with restoration of water quality 
in 2020 but this opportunity has slipped away. 
We believe there are several low-cost activities 
that can still be accomplished in 2020. We do 
not know the scope of the proposal, but in 

mid-June, Council will be asked to approve a 
plan for Swan Lake Park. Due to the financial 
pressures the city faces due to COVID-19, 
budgetary support for the essential primary 
activities in 2021 is uncertain.

Restore Water Quality
Based on the information provided by the city’s 
consultant and our own research on what has 
worked for others we recommended a three- 
prong approach for restoring and maintaining 
water quality in Swan Lake:
1)   Minimize the amount of phosphorus entering 

the lake each year
2)   Apply a chemical treatment to remove the 

excess phosphorus currently in the water
3)   Develop annual programs to remove excess 

phosphorus 

Minimizing the Amount Entering the Lake
The sources of excess phosphorus entering the 
lake each year are evenly split between storm-
water runoff and migrating geese. 

The stormwater runoff comes from areas that 
drain directly into the lake or from overflows of 
stormwater from Swan Lake Village. This flow 
can be reduced by making a one-time invest-
ment to redirect runoff from several areas 
directly into the existing stormwater ponds or by 
installing underground basins that help clean the 
water before it enters the lake such as the one 
on the Amica property.

Currently the city hires a firm to help scare 
away migrating geese using dogs and each 
spring has a program to oil the eggs to minimize 
the number of geese that spend time on the lake 
each summer. There has been some success, but 
we recommended that the city hire the indepen-
dent expert adviser we identified to assess the 
scope of the current goose mitigation program 
and to identify ways to reduce the attractive-
ness of the habitat. This adviser has developed 

by Fred Peters

Remember the good old days!
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relocation programs for other municipalities and 
perhaps this would help Swan Lake.

Our other recommendation was for the place-
ment of floating strobe lights on the lake to 
disrupt geese from staying on the lake at night. 

 
Immediately Treat the Legacy
Phosphorus in the Swan Lake
The current excess phosphorus in the lake 
represents over 60% of the problem. In the short 
term, this can only be brought under control 
by applying a chemical treatment of either 
Phoslock or aluminum. Pre-COVID, there was 
discussion of applying this treatment in the 
spring of 2021. We hope this can still happen.

Three Low Cost Approaches for Keeping 
the Excess Phosphorus under Control
We proposed three low cost programs that 
should help reduce the need for future chemical 
treatments.
1)    Investigate and invest in aeration and water 

circulation equipment that will increase 
oxygen levels and help reduce internal 
phosphorus load in the lake.

2)    We estimate that 15% of phosphorus content 
could be eliminated each year by drawing 
down about 10% of the most phosphorus 
dense water for use in Markham’s park irri-
gation trucks. The lake will be replenished by 
fresh water from underground sources.

3)   Convert the dry channel along the north 
end of the lake into a bioswale planted with 
nutrient absorbing plants, such as bul- 
rushes. This channel would be serviced by 
phosphorus dense water from the Lake. 
Creating circulation in the Lake should be of 
benefit in general. The water returned to the 
Lake through the bioswale would return with 
less phosphorus and be oxygen enriched 
through the process.

Restore Environmental Elements
Adopt the standards of the Toronto and Region 
Conservation Authority and enlist their support 
to develop a restoration program for both the 
land based and aquatic elements in the Swan 
Lake Park, similar to a recent study undertaken 
for Toogood Pond.

Make This Sustainable – Commit to a 
Stewardship Policy 
The above actions will improve water quality 
and restore the environmental elements. A sus-
tainable solution can only be assured if the city 
makes a commitment to a Stewardship Policy 
for Swan Lake and Swan Lake Park built upon 
two key elements:
1)    Reversing the policy of treating Swan Lake as 

a stormwater pond and reinstate the original 
purpose and community objectives for Swan 
Lake and Swan Lake Park.

2)   Establishing management goals for all 
environmental elements and trigger mecha-
nisms for water quality and for the aquatic 
and land-based elements in the lake and park 
based upon the standards of the Toronto and 
Region Conservation Authority.

We remain committed to achieving a long-
term sustainable solution for Swan Lake and 
Swan Lake Park. The timetable may have slipped 
but the need remains as strong as ever.  c

WE WANT
TO GO BACK
TO THE
FUTURE

From This                                 Back to This
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Markham Jazz Festival
Adapts to Changing Times
by Judi McIntyre

In 1997, local residents Hal Hill and his wife Chris 
came up with the idea of holding a jazz festival 

in Markham. Hal was a well-known jazz authority, 
broadcaster, concert producer and the author of 
“Jazz Canadiana.” With a team of passionate 
volunteers, the Markham Jazz Festival made its 
debut in 1998.

Since then, the festival has garnered a reputa-
tion as one of the finer community jazz festivals in 
Canada. Each year, diverse performers are drawn 
from the cream of Canadian jazz artists, and from 
such countries as the U.S.A., England, Cuba and 
Russia. Audiences have thrilled to guitarist Jeff 
Healey, pianists Oliver Jones and boogie-woogie 
sensation Michael Kaeshammer, trombonist Rob 
McConnell, vocalists David Clayton Thomas, June 
Garber, Bruce Cockburn, Carol Welsman, and 
so many others. Genres range from traditional, 
swing and Dixieland to fusion, Latin, world and 
contemporary jazz.

In its 22 years, the Festival has presented in 
locations all around Markham—including Swan 
Lake. In 1999, a huge tent was set up and Swan 
Lake residents packed the place to hear some 

great jazz 
by Peter 
Appleyard.  

O t h e r 
sites have 
i n c l u d e d 
Main Street 
Markham, 
the Varley Art Gallery and 
Markham Museum. For several years, audiences 
have gathered along Main Street Unionville 
during the third weekend in August, strolling 
between stages and enjoying Unionville’s many 
shops and restaurants. 

This year will be a little different. The COVID-19 
virus has forced the cancellation of all large 
live events. Instead, the festival and its Artistic 
Director, Sarah Kim Turnbull, are planning a series 
of smaller concerts in different Markham locations 
as safety allows, presenting many of the same great 
artists who were scheduled to perform in August.

For details, stay tuned to the Festival’s web-
site, www.markhamjazzfestival.com. One way or 
another, the music will be heard!  c

Have I been bored? Not really.
by Nancy Young-Elliott

In addition to baking and cooking for myself and 
friends, I’ve kept busy with several activities that 
I really enjoy doing—knitting, crocheting, painting 
and puzzles. I finished crocheting an afghan that 
I had started in December. Recently I became ad-
dicted to diamond art painting, which is very time 
consuming and filled many hours. My first one, a 
hummingbird, used 13,806 diamonds and took me 
18 hours. I’m now a lot faster and have completed nine projects and  am 
working on number ten. 

I’ve done some reading, listened to several audio books, played Words 
with Friends and other games on my computer, watched movies and 
shows on Netflix, something new for me. I have also watched and listened to lectures, concerts and 
music using Zoom and zoomed with friends and family on a regular basis. Most days I got out for 
some fresh air and a short walk. 
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As I write this in mid-May, I feel that a sense 
of calm and tranquility has come over me. 

I haven’t been in a store since March 16. We’ve 
been ordering groceries for curbside pickup at 
Loblaws. Our car still has half a tank of gas since 
we filled up on March 25. My only other outings 
have been going for walks, which I do regularly. 
However, as we all began this pandemic journey 
in March, I wasn’t calm. As a matter of fact, I was 
agitated that some people were not following 
the guidelines for dealing with the pandemic. 

I have mellowed since then. Sonny and I have 
kept very busy. We play bridge online often. I 
have disposed of six large clear garbage bags 
of shredded paper. Sonny has put up shelving 
units in the basement and we have unpacked 
more boxes—after all, we’ve only lived here for 
five years! I’m having fun cooking and baking, 
trying out new recipes. 

We have virtual Sunday family dinners every 
week on Zoom with our children and grand- 
children. I have coffee with friends every second 
week on Zoom. Sonny has Wednesday after-
noon drinks with the “boys” every week at 4 pm, 
virtually, of course.

May 9 was our 50th Wedding Anniversary. We 
had originally booked The Gardens to celebrate 
with family coming from many parts of Quebec 
and Ontario. Instead, the kids came by in the 
morning with a large banner, painted by our 
grandchildren and taped to hockey sticks. They 
attached it to the fence beside our deck so that 
anyone passing our house would see it. They 

delivered letters from the Prime Minister and the 
Governor General to commemorate our anniver-
sary. It was threatening to snow and very cold. 
Sonny backed the car out of the garage, and we 
visited while physically distancing. Our neighbour, 
Martin Silver, came by at 2:00 pm to take pictures 
of us outside to commemorate the occasion. I had 
bought a sleeveless dress for the occasion and 
insisted on wearing it, even though it was freez-
ing! Our son organized a Zoom call inviting our 
family and relatives to drop in between 2:30 and 
4:30 to wish us well. At one point there were 
20 screens open at the same time. It wasn’t the 
celebration we had originally planned, but maybe 
it was better. Certainly it was one to remember!

I have embraced this quiet lifestyle. I am 
now wondering if I will return to the hustle and 
bustle of everyday life as I knew it before 
COVID-19. Hopefully not!  c

Celebrating During COVID
by Ruth Bessant

Takeout Wednesday
Coping at The Boardwalk  by Erica Metcalfe

“Takeout Wednesday” happens every week at 50 The Boardwalk. 
I make arrangements with a local restaurant to pick up dinner 
orders called in and paid for over the phone. Several signs are 
posted in our building with instructions and the menu of the week 
is posted in the lounge.
With the help of our social committee ladies, I pick up the orders 
and deliver them right to the resident’s door.

We try a different restaurant every week. It is a special night for us and is a big order for our 
local businesses.
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When I was still in my 
tender innocent age, I 

often dreamed about a para-
dise on earth. It was called 
“Shangri-La.” I was forever 
yearning and wishing that 
one day I would go there.  But 
over the years I learned that 
Shangri-La was merely in my 
imagination. Instead, I realized 
that in Bhutan, I might be able 
to find a trace of Shangri-La.

In May 2018, after much con-
sideration of risk (the long 
journey and the high altitude) 
in our old age, Kuo and I 
decided to go there. From Toronto, it took us 
over a day to get to Nepal where we stayed in 
Nepal for eight days. Then, from Kathmandu, we 
took an hour-long flight to Paro, Bhutan. Surpris-
ingly, it turned out that this flight was one of our 
most memorable times during the trip. It was so 
exciting that one hour seemed like just a minute. 
Our window view of the snow-capped mountain 
peaks, including the majestic Everest, peeking 
through the clouds was mesmerizing, as if we 
were viewing a fairy land. (Important advice: 
make sure to secure left side seats in the back 
of the plane from Kathmandu to Paro, and right 
side seats from Paro to Kathmandu.)

When we approached the Paro airport, we 
watched this small aircraft sliding into the 
narrow Paro valley situated between the endless 
mountains. Paro airport is the only airport in 
Bhutan. The all wood building, decorated with 
colourful art sculptures and paintings through-
out the interior and exterior, is in the traditional 
Bhutanese design. This is one of the most beau-
tiful, distinctive airports I have ever seen.

Kuo and I had a private guide and a driver. He 
wore the traditional costume, as do most peo-
ple. It is a simple kimono of neutral colour that is 
loose and big, and wraps around the body with 
a belt tightened at the middle—knee length for 
men, and ankle length for women. After much 
greeting, the guide gave us each a gift of a 
traditional scarf to drape over our shoulders. He 

explained that it is a custom 
here to give a gift to friends 
when they first meet. We drove 
for an hour to the capital city, 
Thimphu on a highway that 
winds along a crystal-clear river 
through the mountains — so 
scenic, so peaceful. The air is 
so pure that I felt my soul had 
been cleansed during the trip.

Thimphu, like Paro, is built in 
the narrow plain between the 
mountains on both sides of the 
town. There are many temples, 
museums and monasteries to 
visit. Changangkha Lhakhang 

is the oldest temple in the valley. It is perched 
like a fortress on a ridge about central Thimphu. 
Parents come here to get a name for their newly 
born or blessings for their young children. The 
temple is gorgeous with intricate murals that 
tell religious stories. We stopped at Thimphu 
Charten. There were many worshippers walk-
ing around the temple and praying at the same 
time. We joined the crowd for a little taste of 
their daily life. Buddha Dordenma is a temple in 
the mountains with a gigantic Buddha statue. 
It also houses one hundred thousand smaller 
Buddha statues. I was in awe of Buddhist piety.

Paro Dzong (Dzong style architecture) is 
one of the distinctive types of fortresses found 

Bhutan
by Lillian Huang
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mainly in Tibet and Bhutan. Some of them have 
towering exterior walls surrounding a complex 
of courtyard, temple administration offices and 
monk accommodations. It is built along the river 
and is smaller than some of the others, but not 
less beautiful. It also has an old wooden bridge 
still in use over the small river by the Dzong. We 
crossed it to the other side of the river and 
admired the ancient solid wood construction. 

Tango Buddhist Institute is a large Dzong set 
in the mountains. Surrounded by woods and 
gardens, it demanded good physical condition-
ing to walk up and down, but we managed, and 
totally enjoyed it.

It is said if you do not see Tiger Nest, your 
Bhutan trip will not be complete. It is a stun-
ningly beautiful monastery located precariously 
on a cliff, 900 meters above the ground. Built 
in 1690s, the legend states that a spiritual guru 
arrived from Tibet to this location on the back 
of a tiger, so they named it “Tiger Nest.” From 
the base of the mountain, it takes an average 
of four to five hours for the round trip trek. We 
opted for a horse ride up to the midway point 
and walked from there. The trail is rough, but 
there were many pretty wild rhododendron 
bushes in bloom.

The midway point is the best place to view 
Tiger Nest. I realized, with amazement, that we 
were in the Kingdom of the Himalayas amid the 
mountains, seeing the ancient temple hang-
ing on the cliff. I felt my spirit soar to another 
level. We took a long break at the coffee shop, 
admiring the scenery and wishing to imprint this 
extraordinary sight in memory forever.

The places I have mentioned are just a few 
that I remember. Bhutan’s culture is greatly 

influenced by Tibet and India. The religion is 
similar to the Tibetan Buddhism, but the food 
more closely resembles that of India. The 
people of Bhutan live a simple life. They wear 
unadorned clothing and eat plain food. They 
practice devout Buddhism. In Thimphu, the 
biggest town in the country, there are only a few 
traffic lights and little traffic.

The kingdom of Bhutan is located in the eastern 
Himalaya Mountains and sandwiched between 
Tibet, China and Sikkim, India. The population 
is 75,000. Bhutan is a constitutional monarchy with 
a parliamentary form of government. Its citizens 
love their king and his family. Pictures of the 
king and queen can be seen everywhere. Bhutan 
introduced television and internet as recently as 
1999, making it one of the last countries in the 
world to do so. They also limit the tourists enter-
ing their country with a minimum spending of 
$250 U.S. per day, discouraging back-packers. 
Also, one must use only Bhutanese travel agents. 
All of these are indications that the government 
is fiercely trying to preserve traditional values. 

When you enter this country, you will be 
impressed by the colourful prayer flags hanging 
everywhere. This constitutes one of the distinc-
tive features of Bhutan. Symbols on prayer flags 
include prayers for wealth, wisdom and health. 
The material of the flags, once cotton cloth, now 
has been changed to cheaper nylon or polyester. 
The multi-coloured cloth will fall to the ground 
after time and pollute the pure mountain site. 
Cotton will disintegrate eventually, but nylon or 
polyester lasts almost forever. The dirty cloths 
randomly littered the forest. Our guide told us 
they will definitely find a way to correct this situ-
ation because Bhutanese have so much pride in 
keeping their heritage. This country ranks number 
one in gross national happiness. We bless it and 
hope that it will keep this rating forever. c



Apart, but Together: Music on the Boardwalk
by Cindy Fowler

COPING WITH

A few weeks ago, while out for a 
photo walk with Don, someone men-
tioned that there was music on The 
Boardwalk. Having an idea of who might 
have been involved, I sent an email to 
Glen Houghton, a member of Swan 
Lake Village Jammers. He confirmed 
he had been involved and I offered to 
photograph the event the next time 
it happened. 

It was an incredible experience to 
see the happiness and joy on the faces 
of those on balconies and outside the 
building. Some were even dancing. 
Music is healing and a way to bring 
people together. Yes, there were masks 
and proper social distancing, yet a real 
spirit of togetherness.

Glen said that when COVID-19 
confined residents to their condo units, 
it was a shock for those who were used 
to seeing neighbours daily in the hall-
ways, the elevator, the lobby, or garage. 
Suddenly they were living only a few 
feet apart but were no longer together. 
He believed that giving everyone an 
opportunity to go out on their patios 
and balconies at the same time would 
bring a sense of joy. They would be able 
to see and visit from a safe distance. 
Playing live music on the street drew 
residents out, curious to see what was 
happening. There were a lot of smiles, 
waves, laughs and joy—we were still 
apart, but together once more.

Thank you, Glen and fellow Jammers, 
Thom, Murray and Reg. I even got the 
chance to sing again! c



My husband and I decided to go for an early morning walk on Mothers’ Day. While out we passed some neighbours and it was good to catch up a bit during these try-ing times. We wished each other a Happy Mothers’ Day and then came home to do some chores.In the middle of our chores our phone rang. My husband answered it and told me to look outside. Much to my surprise our daughters were on the deck holding signs wishing me a Happy Mothers’ Day. I was so surprised and delighted. Despite COVID-19 my girls gave me a Mothers’ Day that will remain in my heart forever.

A Mothers’ Day Giftby Katharine Marlton

COVID

Preemptive Action?

by Claudette Larocque

Grocery shopping is quite an 

ordeal. One must have a mask, 

hand sanitizer and wipes. 

Michael and I are on our way to 

the grocery store, but first I had 

to show him the proper way to 

wear a mask.

Just having fun during this uncertain 

time.    

Dear Editor,

I’ve gone “stir crazy,” which 

takes my mind off all the other 

problems that are associated 

with the virus lockdown!

Yours for a reasonably quick 

“recovery” after the COVID has 

been cleared up.

Bob McHugh

85 The Boardwalk Way 

Social DistancingLiz Vickers 80th Birthday

A Subtle Hint?

by Nancy Dyer

Many of us here at Swan Lake, 

to fill our time, have been baking. 

Then flour became scarce at 

most grocery stores.

Our grandson Will went out 

to do a grocery run. With some 

optimism we put flour on our list. That afternoon he 

drove over to deliver our groceries. This boy knows 

how fill a list! Our flour will result in quite a few 

peanut butter cookies.
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Due to the pandemic the PROBUS committee 
has had to cancel all of its speakers so far. The 
club has over 200 members who now are 
finding a paucity of intellectual stimulation. You 
can read just so many books. 

I have been involved with Third Age Learn-
ing for several years both as a board member 
on the Glendon College Living and Learning 
in Retirement and as an attendee at the Third 
Age Learning of York Region in Aurora and 
Lifelong Learning at the Angus Glen Golf Club 
in Markham.  There are also lectures given by 
the University of Toronto at the Markham Civic 
Centre and in some of our neighbouring towns 
such as Stouffville and Thornhill. Obviously, 
the popularity of these courses is due to the 
response of seniors.

Through my connections with former 
colleagues at these venues I was able to get 
permission for PROBUS members to view the 
lectures for both the Markham and Thornhill 
lectures on our home computers by using 
Zoom. Unfortunately, by the time this article is 
published most of these courses will be finished. 
I suggest you look on their websites to see what 
courses  will be offered in the fall.

I was also put in touch with Circles Enrichment. 
Joseph Sharon has given interesting talks on 
Strauss, Schubert and curious instruments. You 
can contact him at info@circlesenrichment.com. 

PROBUS
by Madeleine Nevins

by Jo-Anne Blinn

How to entertain PROBUS members?

Hopefully, the series will continue for a while.
Stingray Classica is also offering free con-

certs from all over the world. All you have to 
do is download the app from the App Store. I 
have heard concerts from Germany and other 
European countries.

The National Theatre from London is showing 
plays and musicals for free on YouTube from their 
website www.nationaltheatre.org.uk. They have 
plans to show more productions in the future.

The Alvin Ailey ballet company situated 
in New York is showing some of its newer 
ballets for free on YouTube. Check the website 
www.alvinailey.com.

Soulpepper theatre on Fridays at 4:00 pm 
has a program called Fresh Ink. Three play-
wrights read from their plays and then there 
is a discussion with the artistic director. Go to 
www.soulpepper.ca.

Cirque du Soleil at www.cirquedusoleil.com is 
streaming some of 
their shows, those 
that cost a fortune 
in Las Vegas. They 
are magnificent.

The National 
Ballet of Canada is 
doing exercise classes 
on their website. 
Would anyone like 
to try them?

I am a theatre 
lover and I hope that this is not the end of the 
theatre as we have known it. There is nothing 
like seeing a live performance. At least these 
companies are trying to keep us entertained. 
The response by email from Swan Lake residents 
about these sites has been very positive. c

Swan Lake Travel Club

Unfortunately, the trips to St. Jacobs on Thursday, 
July 30 to see Driving Miss Daisy and to Grand 
Bend to see Kinky Boots on Thursday, August 27 
are cancelled.

We have not had any word yet whether our 

Mystery Tour of Prince Edward County is going 
ahead or if it will be cancelled as well. This trip is 
scheduled for Thursday, September 24.

Keep an eye on the website for any updates on 
our future trips.

If you have any questions, please contact
Jo-Anne Blinn at 905-201-8131 or Barb Butterfield at 905-201-8234.



When I picked up Fredrik 
Backman’s book entitled 
Beartown, I initially was drawn 
to it because of my fond 
memories of a previous book 
by this author entitled A Man 
Called Ove, which was delight-
fully written. I did prejudge 
Beartown because I thought 
this looked like just another 
hockey story and I am not 
greatly into the game. I also 
hoped that it would not be reminiscent of the 2018 
Humboldt, Saskatchewan hockey tragedy.

I was pleasantly surprised to find that the story was 
deeper and wider than just that of a hometown team 
of young hockey players intent upon a championship. 
The characters, both old and young, were captivating 
in their experiences, emotions, and especially their 
motivation for wanting to be Number One.

The story includes uncovering identity in the 
community as well as performance on the ice.

The whole town is involved, parents and 
families, as well as the individual players. The 
themes of belonging and friendship and especially 
loyalty permeate the story. Beartown could be 
anyone’s hometown but in this novel, it is a town 
struggling to be noticed and rebuilt amidst many 
negative factors and loss.

There are insiders and outsiders as well as 
people just hanging out And there are the young 
boys whose worth and acceptance by peers is 
connected by their ability to perform.

The book made me wonder about many win/lose 
situations not only in athletics. I uncovered insights 
about friendships and neighbourhoods as well as 
family dynamics. Who is successful regardless of 
winning or losing? Who is considered valuable and 
who just become invisible or alienated?

I learned a lot of lessons from reading the book 
once, then listening to it the second time. The 
characters are real. They are flesh and blood people. 
Everyone is struggling to discover who they are and 
whose they are. Lesson learned: to belong, one must 
contribute one’s self.  c

BOOK REVIEW
Beartown
by Fredrik Backman
Reviewed by Jean HowardWith the Swan Lake movie 

nights on hold, I’ve enjoyed 
re-watching some old 
favourites.

This movie was made in 
1963, and features many 
of the great comedians of 
that era, including Milton 
Berle, Sid Caesar, Edie 
Adams, Buddy Hackett, 
Jimmy Durante, Ethel 
Merman, Mickey Rooney, 
Phil Silvers, and Jack 

Benny.  Spencer Tracy plays Captain Culpepper, the 
unfortunate police chief.

The movie starts with a massive traffic jam 
caused by a reckless driver, Smiler Grogan, 
(Jimmy Durante) who is being pursued by the 
police.  This chase takes place in the hills of Cali-
fornia and Smiler, unfortunately, goes over the 
edge. The drivers in the surrounding cars all stop 
and rush down to the accident to talk to the dying 
Smiler who tells the assembled drivers that he has 
buried $350,000 in stolen cash (worth much more 
in 1963), beneath a giant W in a neighboring town.  
Whereupon he “kicks the bucket” (literally).

When the police arrive at the scene of course no 
one knows anything, and Smiler did not really say 
anything.  All of this sets off the wildest craziest 
chase in the history of cinema.

The drivers discuss endlessly what portion each 
of them should receive of the $350,000. Then, they 
take off in a madcap pursuit of the cash, each trying 
to get there first.  Methods of getting there are hilari-
ous: a bike, a vintage aeroplane, and hitch-hiking. 

Ethel Merman plays the shrewish mother-in-law 
of the character played by Milton Berle and their 
exchanges are a riot. It was said at the time that this 
was the greatest performance ever by Ethel Merman.

If you see this movie promoted on television you 
must watch it and perhaps record it. It is the funni-
est movie I have ever seen. I have watched it three 
times in the last few years and laugh just as hard 
each time! Although it is sometimes slapstick com-
edy, there is generally great dialogue. It is hilarious, 
uproarious, and boisterously merry!  c

MOVIE FAVOURITE
by Vida Bridgeman

It’s a Mad, Mad, Mad, Mad, World
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There are those among us who love the 
summons to a contest. My husband was 

one of them. I often heard him exclaim enthu-
siastically, “It’ll be a terrific challenge!” I, on the 
other hand, was more likely to translate “terrific 
challenge” into “terrifying impossibility.”  

There was the day I stood at the top of the 
“bunny” hill, staring down at lengthy appendages 
attached to the ski boots into which my feet 
had somehow been inserted. “Impossible,” I was 
thinking. It was very early in a blossoming friend-
ship with a young man who was an avid downhill 
skier. I was well aware that continued compan-
ionship would also be impossible if I failed this 
test on the beginner’s hill. Interest in maintaining 
the relationship, coupled with advice from Dr. 
Seuss, was instrumental in helping me to meet 
the challenge. Trembling and fearful, clumsy and 
embarrassed, I remembered, “You have brains in 
your head. You have feet in your shoes. You can 
steer yourself any direction you choose.” The 
friendship thrived!

But life’s challenges are many. One of the 
greatest in my burgeoning ski career came much 
later. At the top of a black diamond run labelled 
“Devil’s Fiddle,” my skis and I both screamed 
“Impossible!” At the base of the multiplicity 
of monster moguls stood my husband and my 
brother. Taking several deep breaths, which I 
felt most certainly would be my last, I pointed 
my skis downward. I fell, and almost fell, several 

times, but at the bottom of the hill I knew that I 
had scored points from my cheering section. It 
was Nelson Mandela who taught us that, “The 
greatest glory in living lies not in ever falling but 
in rising every time we fall.”

One day, while making my way down a fog-
blanketed ski trail, a fellow skier shouted as 
he passed, “Is this the way to the DVP?” I had 
once been terrified of learning to cope with the 
necessity of driving on the Don Valley Parkway. 
“Impossible!” I thought. Henry Ford once said, 
“Whether you think you can or you think you 
can’t, you’re right.” And Tony Robbins pointed 
out that “The only impossible journey is the one 
you never begin.” They were both right, I have 
come to discover.

My husband has presented me with the great-
est challenge of all—widowhood. But recently I 
found, in the words of Audrey Hepburn, a phrase 
that I have taken to heart. “Nothing is impossible. 
The word itself says, “I’m possible.”

Hey, folks. I’m possible!

When I wrote this several months ago, I had no 
concept of the new tests which lay ahead. We have 
together been confronting a pandemic. As I recall 
my past personal experiences with “terrifying impos-
sibilities” I realize, in light of current global events, 
how insignificant they were. However, the words that 
guided me then are still, for me, true and uplifting. It 
is my hope that they will be as inspirational to you.  c

Nothing is Impossible
Philosphers and Sages Say

by Linda Atkinson

Keeping Busy
by Anne Ward

I have been busy and keeping in touch with 
friends down south and here plus other 
things. If my kiln hadn’t stopped working, 
I would have done a lot of china paint-
ing, but I filled in with other things. I baked, 
sewed face masks, knitted, got meals ready 
and helped George with jigsaw puzzles.  We 
are thankful for our daughter doing grocery 
shopping.
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There have been some interesting times dur-
ing the years for Lakeview, but no one could 

have envisaged the worldwide pandemic.  What 
a dramatic effect on our world. 

Pat Gill the Treasurer took care of our finances, 
handling them in an incredibly sensitive way by 
chatting to various advertisers to see how we 
could help if there was a problem. He was not at 
all fazed when he found out that our courier was 
closed. He recruited Audrey to stuff envelopes 
and stamp and mail all the copies to the adver-
tisers. They even hand-delivered some that were 
within a stone’s throw. It was done in mere hours.

Even though some may not be current 
advertisers, these businesses are part of our 
community and have often been generous to 
Swan Lakers and our various activities through 
the years. It is now our turn to give back. Kate’s 
Garden, who does so much for Swan Lake, 
provides curbside pick-up. The Old Curiosity 
Tea shop has delivered lunch and teas. Lemon 
Bistro and Turquoise Wholistic stayed open. 
Can you imagine Karen not working with her 

We are happy to introduce two new advertisers 
for this issue. Movers4Zoomers and Charles 
Paul Motors.

Moving can be stressful! I am sure no Swan Laker 
will dispute the truth of this statement. In fact, 
after we moved here five years ago and finally 
recovered from that nightmare, I remember 
saying to family and friends “if you hear me say 
that I am moving again, please shoot me!” 

Our newest advertiser, Movers4Zoomers 
provides a customized checklist and timetable 
for the entire move, offering seniors specialized 
assistance when downsizing or moving to a 
retirement community or assisted living facility, 
including finding new homes for unwanted items 
and help in passing on to family, selling online, 
donating or otherwise discarding. 

Services include packing, unpacking, and 
setting-up your new home, to neatly arranging 

normal pep at Peppertree Klassics? Also, don’t 
forget Peach Tree Originals. If you like a style, 
they will make it tailored for you. Such a rare 
service these days. La Belle Flowers and Halcyon 
Days Travel are located near the Bur Oak GO 
Station. You can order flowers and discuss travel 
online. They have been with us since our begin-
ning days!

This is our opportunity to truly use a ring of 
friendship to show we care.

your new closets and cupboards, placing and 
hanging all artwork, reconnecting all electronic 
equipment and safely transferring all perishable 
items, even purchasing miscellaneous household 
items as required. 

After four years of experience and 200 
completed moves with another company, 
Nicole branched out on her own to avoid 
commuting downtown and to focus on work-
ing exclusively with seniors. She has lived in 
Swan Lake Village, renting her parents’ home 
on Kingfisher Cove Way. Check out the ad and 
her website for contact information.

Charles Paul Motors specializes in providing 
professional detailing of your auto and changing 
your tires (before the snow arrives) right in 
your own driveway. Convenient. Quality work. 
Pleasant personality. References from Swan 
Lake residents available.

Interesting Times

Advertising News
by Pat Gill

Lakeview is your magazine.
We want to hear from you.

All comments, suggestions, ideas 
and submissions are welcomed. 

Here’s how to reach us:
Drop a note in the LAKEVIEW 
comment box located in The Swan 
Club Office or email us directly. 
editorlakeview@gmail.com



Contemplation
by Linda Atkinson

When I see the sunbeams chasing 
Sparkling dewdrops quite away,

And the spider interlacing
Its gossamer display,

I cannot think of Heaven as a place without the dew,
Where scenes are always golden, 

with no restful green or blue.




