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FOREWORD 

Th is little book is the outcome of a ramble through my 
memories of the fourteen yea rs I served as the Angl ican Priest on 
St. Joseph Island , from 1940 to 1954. This remains the longest 
incumbency of the Parish . The two nearest were those of the first 
res ident Pastor, Rev. Henry Beer 1881-1888 and Rev. Peter Hill 
1969-1 976, both of seven years duration. Churchwardens have 
done much better and one, Clarence Kent, has served as People's 
Warden at Holy Trinity, Jocelyn continuously since 1937- 49 
years to date. 

Though I was afterwards Rector of Little Cu rrent for 24 years 
I shall always look upon St. Joseph's Island as my green pasture 
in the sense of the twenty-third Psalm. Therefore "It Happened 
on St. Joe" is dedicated to the memory of the pioneers of St. 
Joseph Island and their descendants. 

If it has any slight Historical value the chief credit must go to 
two people, Ada Tranter who suggested it and encouraged me to 
do it and then volunteered to type the manuscript. Second!¥, 
there is my life partner, Edna, whose ideas and suggestions have 
been invaluable. In addition, she has painstak ingly read and 
corrected the proofs. 

April 1986 

Donald Dixon 
R.R. 1, Richards Landing , 

Ontario POR 1 JO 
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IT HAPPENED ON ST. JOE 
Canon Donald Dixon 

CHAPTER 1 
Forasmuch as the first Anglican incumbent of St. Joseph 

Island , the Rev . Henry Beer, later to become an Archdeacon in 
British Columbia, took it in hand to keep a diary of his day-to-day 
life during his seven years ministry, I have been persuaded to set 
down what I can remember of my 14 years incumbency from 1940 
to 1954. 

On August 12th , 1940, I was met at Desbarats railway station 
by the Rev. John Stewart who had succeeded the Rev. J.D. Wall 
and Mr. M.J . Dempsey, as priest- in-charge of the Island . 
Dempsey, Wall and Stewart and myself were all products of the 
same theological institution , the Brotherhood of St. Paul , Littl e 
Bardfield , England Dempsey stayed only two weeks and 
returned to England , giving as his reason, snowblind ness. He had 
not been ordained and his name does not appear in the Officia l 
list of incumbents. 

Coming across on the Kensington Point ferry, and looking 
up at the giant trees of Campment D'Ours Island, I suddenly had 
the feeling that I was meant to come to this place. I felt that it was 
the place for me. John Stewart drove me down to Hilton Beach , to 
the home of Walter Richardson 's where I was to spend the first 
fou r months of my ministry. The parsonage at Richards Landing 
was let on a rental to Mr. and Mrs. John Cain . The Hilton people 
were pleased that their new clergyman was going to stay among 
them. St. John 's Church, Hilton, they said , was the mother 
church of the Island--- the first Anglican Church built , and the 
original parsonage was at Hilton. Until the earl y 1920's the 
minister lived at Hilton and the church also was in Hilton , situated 
on the hill and surrounded by the cemetery. It was in the 1920's 
that the church was divorced from its churchyard and moved 
down the hill to its present site within the village of Hilton Beach . 

Life in Hilton Beach was extremely pleasant, with every 
Ang lican door held wide open for visits from the r~w pastor . 
Later on , when I was living in Richards Landing and came down 
visiting , I was given the privilege of overnight hospitality at the 
homes of the Waltons , Albert Caufield , Stanley Hunt , Miss 
Fremlin , McMin~ns , Dan McPhails, Mrs. McCarty 's, Peter Etchells . 
and Roxie Smiths . Mrs. Richardson was a cultured and charm ing 
hostess to her boarders, who also inc luded the Roman Catholic 
priest fo r every second or third week-end . She was th e grand -



daughter of Major W. Kingdom Rains, the British Army officer 
who sold his commission for 30,000 pounds and settled at the 
foot of St. Joseph Island in 1835. Charles Tweedle and Donald 
Harrison, who were cousins, and both schoolteachers, Charles at 
Hilton and Don at theW Line school , were frequent callers at Mrs. 
Richardson 's before Charles joined the R.C.A.F. and made the 
supreme sacrifice for his country. He was reported "missing, 
presumed dead." 

Not all the Hilton Anglicans lived in the village of Hi lton 
Beach . Four families were domiciled in Hilton Township: 
Fremlins, Robert Stills, Stephen Garsides and Alfred Garsides. I 
borrowed a ramshackle old bicycle in order to visit the three 
farthest away ones. Sti ll's Sideroad was a good test for a bicycle 
during the wet September of 1940, but the delightful visit to Mr. 
and Mrs. Sti ll more than repaid the tiresome amount of peda ll ing. 
Mrs. Still, a sister of the Garside brothers; was a gracious hostess, 
displaying an old -world courtesy that one d id not expect to f ind 
in so remote and isolated place, wh ile Mr. Still was my idea of an 
English gentleman. They lived in a log-built, one storey house 
and it was the only dwelling on that sideroad , wh ich was hardly 
more than a cart tra il. But it was a del ightful setting in the middle 
of a hardwood bush , and delightful people lived there. 

My fi rst call on the·Stephen Garsides took place on a raw, 
cold, wind y November day. It was just past mid-day, but the 
family were just sitting down to eat. My timing was poor, but that 
five-mile bicyc le ride in that wind made me glad to get inside 
somebody's house. They put me a place at their table and had me 
ask a blessing. There were Stephen and his wi fe, Mrs. Gow, who 
was Mrs. Garside's mother, and their twi ns, James and Janet. 
Their two older girls, Gladys and Thelma were away. I said some
thing about their living a long way from the church, and Stephen 
said that if the church had ever bothered to come around and see 
people and find out what they thought, then it would know 'the 
answers as to why it did not see people in church. 

A short time later the Garsides approached me with a view to 
having services in their schoolhouse at Kaskawan. This is the 
pretty li tt le stone school at the end of the Base Line, now closed . 
Miss Anna Grexton , the teacher, herself a United Church 
member, was wonderfully co-operative and had the school 
transformed into a church every Wednesday evening . Albert 
Caufield lent his car, and his driver, Russell McMinn, took me 
down each week until the snow-packed roads halted the cars. 
The Alfred Garside family also came to the services. Alfred had 
served overseas with the 119th battalion in World War 1 and he 



married an English war bride who had been on the staff of one of 
the large fashionable London stores. 

Christmas, 1940, found me still in Deacon 's Orders, so that 
St. John's Church could not have their traditional Christmas Eve 
midnight Communion service. However, we maintained the 
tradition partially by having an Evensong with carols on 
Christm .:- _. Eve midnight. Afterwards Albert and Hilda Caufield 
invited me to their home for a midn ight lunch with Christmas 
cake. It was well into the early hours when I left for Mrs . 
Richardson 's. Half way there I came upon a man lying on th e 
road . I managed to get him up on his feet , and found out his name 
and where he lived. After a long , slow journey, holding him up 
with one arm around his waist , I finally lodged him on hi s door 
step. He had somewhat over-celebrated , but was able to wish me 
a Merry Christmas . Going to bed , therefore, around 3 a.m .. I was 
afraid I would not be up at 7 a.m . to get ready for the service at 
Emmanuel Church, Richards Landing at 9 a.m . Walter 
Richardson drove me up and asked me how I liked the medicin e 
glass of gin he brought into my bedroom at three that morning . I 
took it so as not to appear out of the Christmas spirit. but I was 
afraid it would act like a sleeping draught just when I needed to 
lay lightly. Moreover, I had never even tasted gin before . When I 
saw it I thought he was bringing me a glass of water . 

During the last months of 1940 there were two funerals and one 
wedding . The service fo r Mrs. Bert Underhi ll was hel d at her 
home on the D Line. This was my f irst experience of a house 
funera l. Mr. Underhill had been a churchwarden at Emmanue l 
Church for many years . The other funeral , at Jocelyn Church , 
was that of Mrs. Reginald Rhodes . Her husband 's brother, 
Se lwyn , was a former incumbent of the par ish . My first wedding 
service was that of John Boyle and Eliason Campbell at Jocelyn 
Church . The bride's brother, Joseph , came to Hilton with his ca r 
to drive me to the church for Marjorie Rhode 's funeral , and h is 
brother, Frank, transported me to the wedding service. My 
stipend , as a Deacon, was $75 per month , and I gave $30 a month 
to Mrs. Richardson , and $30 a month for Sunday travelling . There 
was no car allowance in those days . 



CHAPTER 2 

At the end of 1940, Bishop Kingston asked me to come to the 
Sault to be assistant to Dean (later Archbishop) Wright at the 
Cathedral , while swatting up for the priest's examination in May. 
Once a week I went to the deanery and studied 1 Corinthians in 
the Greek Testament with the Dean. I was allowed one optional 
subject , and I chose Latin . The Bishop thought that I might have 
taken Christian Ethics or the Psychology of Religion. I thought 
them wishy-washy. However, Bishop Kingston said he would like 
rne to try a Bible Knowledge test that was being set for the 
students at Trinity College, Toronto. This test consisted of 100 
quest ions requiring but short answers, something in the nature of 
a quiz. Afterwards he was surprised that I had so many of the 
hundred right ---more, he said, than most of the Trinity men 
usually obtained ---how come? I explained that I had attended 
church schools where the Bible was taught as part of the regular 
curriculum .. and that the questions seemed like Sunday School 
ones. 

My ordination to the Priesthood was on June 8th, 1941, in St . 
Luke 's Cathedral. I was made a Deacon one year earlier in the 
Cowley Fathers Chapel at Bracebridge. Bishop Kingston asked 
me what I would like to do, now that I was a Priest. I said I felt it 
was my duty to enlist as a chaplain. He replied that so many of the 
clergy had applied to him for permission to go as chaplains that I 
should have to wait a year. If I could not go now, I said, then I 
would prefer to return to St. Joseph Island, where the Rev. A.P. 
Scott had been taking charge for the past five months. 

When I eventually returned to the Island in June, 1941 , I went 
to stay at Richards Landing instead of Hilton Beach, and boarded 
with Mr. and Mrs. Raymond Rains. Raymond was Mrs . 
Richardson 's brother. I was now right across the street from the 
hospital and both the churchwardens of Emmanuel Church , 
Stanley Tranter and Dr. H.S. Trefry. 

Now, with examinations all done with I could settle to the 
care of the parish . Already, in 1940, I had bicycled over every road 
on the Island , and had made a map showing every dwelling 
house . I wanted to know the names of all the dwellers, and to what 
church they belonged . To rulfill this project I enlisted the help of 
Stanley Tranter , who, besides having been People's Warden at 
Emmanuel for several years, had also been reeve of St. Joseph 
Township for a long time. Stan, as he was affectionately known, 
got to work on me right away. You should go here, there, see that 
one and this one . I did , but with mixed results. Taking the bad 
news first: the visit . by previous appointment , to an American 



family staying at their summer home on a small island proved a 
disaster. Accustomed as they were to being "touched" for 
financial help they received the local priest with coolness. Had he 
come for a hand-out? What was, perhaps, worse, he was an 
Englishman; and having sounded me out on my views on Russia 
and Communism and found them in opposition to their own 
thinking, the man wound up the visit with this proclamation: "The 
King and Queen of England should have their heads chopped 
off!" It was my first and last visit to that domicile. Visits to the 
summer residents of the American colony of Llewellyn Beach 
were most happy ones. In 1941, they were nearly all members of 
the American Episcopal Church. There were two Bishops --
Harwood Sturtevant, Bishop of Fond duLac, Wisconsin, and J.M. 
Maxon, Bishop of Tennessee. Then the Hoag brothers, known as 
the twin deans because they both held the position of Dean in two 
separate dioceses. There was Fr. Bloodgood, who had been an 
American chaplain in Jerusalem; Fr. Otto, a priest from Oskosh, 
Wisconsin; Fr. Gowan Williams, who had spent a life-long 
ministry at Glen Ellyn, Illinois, in the diocese of Chicago; and 
then there were the sisters of the Transfiguration, from Cincin
nati, Ohio. Mrs. Hoag, mother of the twin deans, had a cottage of 
her own. Then there was Professor Goldman, Dr. Schmidt and 
Dr. Krause, the George Hillmans, and Robert Hollands. 

While Llewellyn Beach had its own chapel, and a strong 
contingent of officiants to maintain frequent services, yet the 
residents often attended our Island churches, and helped us 
financially. Mrs. Mortimer Matthews, whose daughter was 
Mother Superior of the Sisters' Order, was a generous bene
factor of ours. Not only had she provided for the building of a new 
hospital in Richards Landing as a memorial to her husband, who 
died while boating in our waters, but she gave a car and a set of 
eucharistic vestments for the use of the Island 's clergymen. How
ever, my two predecessors believed these to be personal gifts and 
they were not available when I arrived. My cool reception on 
Matthews Island may well have been due to the felt lack of 
appreciation of these gifts. I was merely the reaper of what had 
been sown . 

I had the privilege of celebrating the Holy Mysteries in the 
Chapel of Intercession for the Sisters in October, 1941 , after all 
the Llewellyn clergy had departed, and shal l always remember 
the hearty breakfast they put on after the service, and the truly 
adventurous tales they told of their missiona ry work among the 
mountain folk of Tennessee, and in parts of fo re ign countries too . 
Whatever emotions and feelings they shared with us more earthly 



mortals, they certainly dared not be squeamish about snakes. 
How would you like to be eating at the table when a huge black 
snake plops down the chimney on the stone hearth of the fire- . 
place? There was no fire, of course, but the Sister who related this 
episode admitted to dropping a spoon. Anyway, the black snake 
is harmless and the people of the house where Sister was 
catechising had adopted one for a pet and they were accustomed 
to its arriving at meal times, via the chimney. Much later on Miss 
Sally Wheelock, of the Pinwheel Cottage, Sailors Encampment, 
showed me a snapshot of herself holding one of these large black 
snakes draped around her neck like a scarf. Apparently they are 
not only tame, but can be affectionate pets. 

Before leaving the Sisters of the Transfiguration, I must 
mention one other encounter. Three of them had arranged with 
Fred Rogers for a short fishing trip in his motor launch. Fred had 
built his own boats and had valuable knowledge of all that per
tained to navigation in general, and to our Island waters in part
icular, so he was the ideal person to engage as an anglers' guide
- if you could get him. He did not think he could face a whole 
afternoon away out on the lake with three women in long skirts 
tripping over everything, getting fishhooks in their hands, and 
probably ending up overboard with only himself to rescue them, 
and keep hold of the boat at the same time. Therefore Fred calls 
on me to help him out, or share his misery, whichever way you 
look at it. He had promised to take them, and he would do so, but 
he would like another man to keep him company. I went. The 
Sisters turned up at Fred's dock in their full habits with fishing 
rods. "You see what I mean," whispered Fred, "they'll get all 
tangled up, but they're such a grand bunch I just couldn't turn 
them down ." That was the real Fred Rogers, kindness down to his 
toes. The afternoon went smoothly, happily, and for a long time 
uneventfully. I did nothing, did not fish, did not help to run the 
boat -- nothing. "What use am I here?" I asked . "At least. " Fred 
said, "you can give us all the Last Rites when the Sisters catch so 
many big pike that the boat sinks and we all get drowned." Some 
of the time Fred dropped anc~or and did a bit of casting himself. It 
did not seem, he sai"d , that anybody else was going to catch any
thing, so he might as well show them how it was done. It was not 
until we had reached Tweedle's Bay and anchored there that a 
fish was caught-- by one of the Sisters-- a good sized pike. "How 
about this?" she asked, "How about it?" says Fred, "I'll tell you 
how about it. The stupid thing got in the way of your hook." Next 
day I ran into Fred again. He said, " I'm awfully glad that Sister was 
the one who caught the fish." I said: "It was a kind and generous 
thing for you to have invited them to go with you." Fred: "How do 



you know I invited them?" Answer: "Because I know you. " 

I cannot leave Fred Rogers without a couple more flashes. 
One day a crowd had gathered by the large hydro pole that stood 
by Mr. Cheer's hardware store. They were looking up at a kitten 
perched right at the top, too frightened to come down, and 
meowing piteously. Presently along comes Fred. He makes a 
short speech in which he expresses something less than 
admiration for people standing ardund doing nothing, (I was one 
of them), conscripts some help and 31adder, and goes up the pole 
and rescues the kitten . 



CHAPTER 3 

In the winter of 1942 Fred undertook to drive me to Hilton 
Beach for Sunday morning service in his snowplane, that little 
motorized vehicle that resembled a small aeroplane on skis, with 
the propeller at the back. Cal Kent and Delmar Littleton also 
owned one of these. The snowplane emitted tremendous noise 
and at the same time threw up clouds of snow. Horses were 
terrified of them. On the Sunday in question Fred's snowplane 
and its passenger had just passed Ford Harrison's place on the 
road to Hilton when there hove into sight from the opposite 
direction a horse and cutter driven by a middle-aged lady. Fred 
shut off his motor at once, but not before the horse had taken 
fright , and plunged and reared. The lady proceeded to yell at the 
horse, and began to thrash it furiously with a long gad that had 
last years dead leaves still on it. We both sprang out of the snow
plane and ran to the horse, with Fred shouting to the woman not 
to beat it. His brief but loud address to her had to do with brain 
deficiency, stupidity and absence of common sense. With Fred 
holding the bridle on one sid~, and I holding the other side, we 
somehow persuaded it to pass the dreaded snow machine, both 
of us patting and stroking its neck, and Fred whispering sweet 
nothings into its l~ft ear. The poor creature was breathing 
heavily, trembling and lathered in sweat. Its lady driver had now 
abandoned the cutter, and came up alongside us, still clutching 
her gad . "Throw away that bough of a tree ," said Fred, "and act 
civilized to your horse." "I'm going to get rid of him ," replied the 
lady. Said Fred, with icy politeness, "that's the best thing you can 
do , madam, that horse shouldn 't have to have you." 

The Llewellyn Beach folk took up a collection to buy me a 
bicycle after discussing what form of transport I needed. One 
needed a horse and sleigh for the winter, there being no snow
ploughed roads , and I had the use of a car for Sundays in the 
summer. Cycling in the open season and walking in the winter 
provided one's necessary exercise, in addition to making one 
visib ly accessible to other pedestrians and sleigh travellers. I 
fo und this arrangement most profitable from the pastoral point of 
view. Cycling had some drawbacks, notwithstanding. The dust , 
loose gravel and heat in midsummer, for instance, for there were 
no paved roads on the Island in the nineteen-forties. On an 
intended visit to Burt Fudge, who lived alone in the bush below 
the Mountain settlement, pedalling aown the sharpish incline to 
the house I hit a protruding rock , and hurtled over the 
handlebars . No bones were broken , but I was a mess of bleeding 
scratches and torn clothes. Nothing to do but about-turn and 



leave without seeing Mr. Fudge. I never went back , but I did meet 
him a time or two driving his horse and rig along the Tenth 
Side road. 

St. Paul, in his second Epistle to the Corinthians, catalogues 
the tribulations and perils he encountered during his three 
missionary journeys. Looking bac~. I could say that twice I was 
bitten by dogs, three times I was thrown off a cutter, a day and a 
night I was in the deep, once I was shot at (this on Manitoulin) in 
perils in the wilderness, in journeyings oft, and that which came 
upon me daily, the care of all the churches, in my case, three in 
number. 

It was 19 miles from Richards Landing to Sam Bolt's farm at 
Tenby Bay. I had arrived there by bicycle to visit Mrs. Bolt, who 
was terminally ill with cancer. I had just knocked on the door and 
heard someone coming to open it, when I felt a sharp pain behind 
my knee. Turning around, I saw a smaU black spaniel running off. 
I told Mr. Bolt that it was not much of a bite, and went on upsta1rs 
to minister to his wife. On my return journey I stopped in at the 
Tenby Bay post office because the leg was stiff and paining. :J 
showed the bite to Mr. and Mrs. Rex Gibbs,' and Mrs. Gibbs 
applied iodine and a bandage. Along with Dr. Trefry, the- Barton 
brothers and many others, I was later to experience the 
generosity and kindness of the Gibbs family. Mrs. Gibbs always 
seemed to me to be the "Mother" of the Tenby Bay school 
section. The dog bite turned out to be more. troub lesome than I 
expected. The teeth had gone in deeply, but there was hardly any 
bleeding , and that was the fact that fooled me. In a few days I 
developed a severely sore throat and a high fever, and found it 
hard to swallow. Dr. Trefry ·sentenced me to hospital, and had 
Victoria Rains,R.N., pump 70,000 umts of penicillin into my s-tern, 
which she politely called "the hip". Dr. Trefry's diagnosis \vas 
"strep throat." But how did I come by it? I could not tell him. Ttie 
only unusual thing that happened to me recently, I said, was ~ 
dog bite, but I laughed that off. "That's the very U' ing that could 
have caused it," he said, "especially since there was little or no 
haemorraging ." 

The Sunday after hospital discharge I accepted the offer of 
an American priest to take the Richards Land ing church service , 
and I sat in the congregation . This priest was Fr. H.P. Hilbish , 
rector of Sterling , in the diocese of Chicago. It was morning 
prayer, and Fr. Hilbish read the State prayers for the King and 
Royal Family, though I said he might omit them if he felt unfam
iliar with them. Coming out of church, Dr. Trefry, the clergyman's 



churchwarden, complimented the minister on his fine sermon, 
but went on to point out that he had prayed for the wrong King . Fr. 
Hilbish felt badly about it, but the doctor, seeing his chagrin, said: 
"Never mind , never mind, he surely was the one who ne_eded it." 
Fr. Hilbish had prayed for "our gracious King Edward, " instead of 
King George. 

The Rev. Harry P. Hilbish was of Dutch ancestry, and the son 
of a Lutheran pastor. The Queen of Holland, he felt, was in some 
sense his own monarch, and because he was pro-monarchist, he 
expected to find that all Canadians would be pro-monarchists 
too. But he met with at least one disappointment. It was in 1953, 
the year of Queen Elizabeth's coronation. He came to the 
parsonage to invite Edna and me to go for a car ride with him and 
a lady living on the B Line whom he had promised a drive. But it 
was Coronation Day and we declined because we planned to 
follow the ceremony on the radio. Fr. Hilbish was mortified to 
think he had forgotten it was Coronation Day. "Of course," he 
said , "you people will be glued to the radio today, you dare not 
miss that. I must go around to Mrs. M. and give her my apologies 
for asking her out today." But·when he did deliver his apologies, 
the lady said: "Who is the · Queen? She is only just another 
woman ." Upon hearing that from someone who was born in 
England, Fr. Hilbistr burned up and retorted hotly: "Listen, lady, 
you people don 't know what you have. There are plenty of us in 
the United States who would give their right eyes to have that 
Queen." 

Harry P. Hilbish was every inch a priest and every inch a man, 
and he remained a dear friend of ours to the end of his life; and not 
only to us inhabitants of the parsonage, but also to many of the 
Island folk as well. He first came to holiday on St. Joseph Island 
when Dean Gowan Williams lent him his cottage at Llewellyn 
Beach . Gowan was a fellow-priest in the diocese of Chicago. The 
following year the Hilbishes rented one of Mrs. Finley 
McGregor's cottages on the B Line and they invited me to go out 
and spend the night with them so that we could have a good 
chatter about all things pertaining to the Church. Hilbish had 
been a high school teacher who was ordained when he was 48, 
and he obviously had a very strong calling. I did not complete my 
night's stay at this cosy little retreat in the woods, however. At six 
o 'clock in the morning there came an urgent rapping at the door. 
It was Clyde Cumming who had tracked me down. His sister-in
law, who for some time had been ill with cancer at her home had 
taken a turn for the worse , would I come at once? Helen was 
positioned upright in bed. With her were her husband, Stanley 
Tranter, and Mrs. Flossie Morton , her special nurse . We had 



prayers together, and then Helen's will was made and signed by 
Mrs. Morton and myself as witnesses after Helen's own signature. 
She was quite conscious, but unable to speak. It seemed right to 
utter the Commendatory Prayer, which begins "Go forth,O 
Christian soul" at this juncture, but at the word "soul" there was 
no more breathing, and the rest of the words "in the name of 
God the Father Who made thee, and of Jesus Christ Who hath 
redeemed thee, and of the Holy Ghost, Who sanctifieth thee" 
were thought and not spoken. Why should they have been? Helen 
was already gone forth to the Master Whom she had loved and 
served. She was only 45. 

Helen was one of the jewels of St. Mark's United Church, as 
Stanley was of Emmanuel Anglican. I assisted the Rev . F.G. 
Stotesbury at her funeral when an enormous congregation was 
present, including many from Llewellyn Beach who had known 
her when she and Stanley lived at the house by the crossing of the 
Pine Island ferry, which Stanley oper~·ted. 

Mr. Stotesbury was the first of five United Church Ministers 
who served at St. Mark's between -1940 and 1954. Hilton Beach 
was the centre of a separate char.ge, with its own resident 
minister. He had four chu(ches, and Mr. Stotesbury, three. One 
Sunday, as Mr. Stotesbury was on his way from Harmony Church 
to the Mountain and could not be reached by telephone, and I 
was preparing to leave for Jocelyn, the hospital called me to 
come to Mrs. George Fish, who was lying at the point of death . 
Mrs. Fish and her husband George were among the mainstays of 
the Mountain United Church. The poor soul was unconscious, but 
I took her hand and said some prayers, then left for Jocelyn . I did 
not visit her again because her own minister would be available 
during the week. Some weeks later, a smart looking lady emerged 
from Armstrong 's store as I was passing. She hailed me, beaming 
cheerfully . When I looked at her blankly, she asked, "Don't you 
remember me?" I replied, "Ma'am, I never saw you in my life 
before ." " Oh, yes , you did, I'm Mrs. Fish, and I wan t to thank you 
for your prayers that day. I think they did it." No wonder I did not 
recognize her, standing upright, spectacles on , teeth in , and 
looking the picture of health . I asked Dr. Trefry how he explained 
Mrs. Fish's recovery. He said "The Lord must ~ Jve done it , 
because there was nothing more that could be done for her 
medically ." 

Mr. Stotesbury and Mr. W. Rickard , the two United Church 
ministers in 1940, were diligent and caring men . They went 
around to all their churches every Sunday, and Mr. Stotesbury 
made a call on every house on the Island when he first came. He 
also took a self-tuition in mechanics to enable him to undertake 



his own car repairs. But even with this economy, he still had to 
use a horse and cutter in the winter. With his large family and the 
standard of stipends at that time, he told me he had a hard· 
struggle to make ends meet. 

Mr. Rickard was a lay minister who should have been 
ordained . When I asked him, after hearing him preach a funeral 
sermon, why the church did not ordain him, he pointed to his 
head . "Not enough up here," he said. I pointed to his heart, " But 
you have all that is needed in there", I said. Yes, indeed, there was 
a man with a strong vocation who, because the Lord was with 
him , was an inspired and orthodox preacher of the Gospel, and 
also a caring Shepherd of his flock . 

It is important for a country pastor to keep himself physic
ally fit , because he must be ready to answer a call at any hour of 
the day or night, especially if there is a local hospital. The bicycle 
provided exercise in the summer, but in the winter, for someone 
who could not skate, walking seemed the only alternative. I was 
quite happy, therefore, to have a definite purpose come up which 
nece.ssitat~d a lo!lg walk, So when, just after Christmas in 1941, 
Mrs. Carl Reed telephoned to a~k if I could go out to her house on 
the F and G Line and baptize her two youngest sons I was 
delighted. The day fixed for the event was New Year's Eve, 1941. I 
suppose it was about four miles to go, and the walking was not 
bad . The baptism was to be in the living room, and there were 
some tiny piglets sleeping in a box being kept warm near the 
stove . When I put on the white surplice, the sight of the 
performance frightened the little boys and one of them cried 
loudly. This woke up the baby pigs, and they all joined in the 
chorus . So there were several different voices, being heard all at 
the same time. Mr. and Mrs. Reed were very kind and hospitable, 
and I felt it was a priv ilege to have been invited by them to perform 
an act of the Lord in their home. 

My good friend , Stanley, knowing that I could walk that far, 
suggested that I should go up to Dave Hume's farm and pay a call. 
This 1 did that January of 1942, and was again hospitably received 
and given a r ide home on Fred Humes' sleigh . They told me they 
supported the Salvation Army, so while I could not add some 
more names to the Anglican roli , I made some new friends , and 
th e friendship was two-ways , for I became a regular purchaser of 
the War Cry when Fred came around selling them. 

Miss Jen ny Young , of the Maples , Jocelyn , was a saintly soul 
whose never-fa iling presence and fine singing voice at the Holy 
Trinity services was a feature of our church life in the nineteen 
forties . She fel t sorry for the minister when he had to trave l out 
from the Landi ng by horse and cutter on wild , sto rmy days. She 



suggested that I might miss when the weather was bad . After all, 
she said, we can say our own prayers at home. I said, "Yes , you 
can, but do you?" It was unkind to put it just like that to her, 
because I was sure she was one who would have a little prayer 
service at home if there was no church service. I went on to say 
that I felt it was my duty to come for the service, whatever the 
weather, but I would not complain if the people could not come. 
The upshot was that there was always a congregation in spite of 
the weather. However, I was defeated one stormy Sunday. It had 
snowed all Saturday night and by the time Emerson Smith and I 
embarked in the cutter for Jocelyn's 3 o'clock service, the wind 
was blowing an icy gale, and already great drifts were piling up . 
We had just turned onto the D Line coming from the Landing, 
when we saw Lulu Martin standing in the road by her mail box . 
She signalled us to stop, and told us that Cal Kent had telephoned 
to ask her to watch out for us and tell us not to attempt to get to 
Jocelyn Church. The congregation would be unable to make it . 
There was no point in us trying to struggle through . Woefully, we 
turned back, and I suspect the horse was glad , though Emerson 
was always glad to try anything . 

Back indoors I felt miserable to think that there was no 
prospect of Evensong that day. But no word had come from 
Hilton where I was due for 7:30 service, and I felt I could not ask 
Emerson to hitch up again in an hour or two's time. Therefore , 
why not set out and walk it to Hilton? I do not remember how soon 
I started , but I did in fact walk to Hilton , arriving there a few 
minutes before 7:30. I was thankful I had, because there was a 
congregation waiting , perhaps twelve or fourteen people. I 
stayed with Mr. and Mrs . Albert Caufield that night and they , with 
their abundant hospitality, pressed me to stay a day longer 
because Monday was just as stormy as the day before. Only an 
idiot, he said, would set out to walk to Richards Landing on a day 
like that. By the time I reached Gawas Bay there was a regular 
blizza rd, and going down hill into the Bay, one could hardly see 
his hand in front of him . The walking was difficult, too, because o f 
the loose , drifted snow. Opposite Alec Brownlee 's house I almost 
stumbled into a young steer, which I did not see until I was nearly 
on top of it , my head down into the wind . It was standing stock 
still right in the middle of the road, tail between its 1 ~gs, the most 
forlorn looking creature I have ever seen . It was facing away from 
me, so I gave it a smack on the rump , and , remembering Albert 
Caufield 's words to me, cried out to it "Another idiot ", and passed 
on . It let out a bellow, which probably meant " I agree ." I thought I 
would knock on Alec 's door and tell h im about the loose beast . 
but I felt so far gone myself that if I stopped I would not get going 
again . It was the only living creature I saw in the whole of that 



three hours' walk, and when I arrived at Mrs. Rains' boarding 
house, she was not sure whether I was a living creature or not. 

Service at Beech Beach 

.. . 
. . . 



CHAPTER 4 

On the Sunday in Boy Scout and Girl Guide Week in February, 
1942, the sermon in Emmanuel Church was in praise of these 
excellent movements, and I knew what I was talking about, 
having been in Scouts since 1918 in England and in Espanola. A 
day or two later Mrs. Alvin Mortorr asked me if I would start a 
Troop on the Island, seeing that I had had so much to say about 
Scouts on the previous Sunday. It was much like having your 
bluff called. 

We formed both a Scout Troop and a Cub Pack belonging to 
the same group which we called the 1st Richards Landing. I had 
never approved of purely denominational groups attached to a 
church or a fraternal organization. So we had an open group and 
took in boys of all denominations. The group committee was 
composed of more United Church people than Anglicans and the 
assistant Scoutmaster was Bruce Martin, who was United 
Church. I was also Cubmaster and Bruce was assistant 
Cubmaster. We had four or five boys from the outer part of the 
township, but the majority lived in Richards.Landing. The thing 
went like wildfire, and both troop and pack soon bulged. Bruce 
was principal of the Public School, so he had the whole gang in 
front of him five days a week. It was great to have him, because he 
was a first-rate bushman, or outdoorsman, if you like, and 
possessed a vast knowledge of the wild creatures, both fauna and 
flora. Scouting, especially the outdoors kind, has an exciting 
fascination for boys. We were blessed by living in that beautiful 
rural setting of the Island. It is ideal for Scouting. 

Bill Cumming was the first Troop leader, and he was 
succeeded by Keith Armstrong. Wayne Young was the first 
packleader, or senior sixer of the Cub pack. Keith and Lawrence 
Summers were our two King's Scouts. There were others who 
would have attained this coveted badge had the troop continued 
longer. Lawrence was also awarded the Cornwell Decoration for 
his outstanding courage and endurance. This award was made 
by the Governor-General in his role as Chief Scout of Canada. It 
is very rarely awarded, and is known as the Scout's V.C. I had 
been Scoutmaster of two different troops in England, but I always 
felt that the Richards Landing troop was the finest group of 
Scouts I had ever been associated with. They took to Scouting so 
enthusiastically, and learned so many things useful in later life 
which are not taught in schools. They became keen observers 
through tracking in the snow and hunting for purposely hidden 
objects. Games were played irJ which, blindfolded, they had to 



Richards Landing 
Wblf Cubs 

identify objects by hearing, smelling and touching. We had an 
annual summer camp at the KLine dock, on the shore property of 
Mrs. Humphrey Young-- who had provided us with a God-send 
of a site for our canyas tents. All cooking was on an outside wood 
fire, and we slept on the ground floor in the tents. Nobody sat on a 
chair or went into a house for a week. It will seem elemental to 
mention this, but I do so to make the distinction between real out
door camping and so-called camping in log cabins with beds and 
stoves a~d ~ven some electrical appliances. 

The routine camp duties of our daily life under canvas were 
reliev~d by many an amusing, and sometimes exciting, incident. 
Through the kindness of Bill Young and his grandmother we had 
the use of a row boat which was in constant use. One day seven or 
eight of ~s took turns rowing up to Two Tree Island, which 
seemingly is part of the United States of America. It is purely and 
simply a seagull 's breeding ground, but they not only lay their 
eggs among the rocks, they also die there; and we met with a 
dreadful smell of putrefaction. A wind arose as we turned back. 
Quite large waves began to form, and though we were fortunately 
heading into them the little boat took an awful thumping. There 
were a few anxious moments, but I felt confident in Bruce 
Martin 's seamanship. As we pulled into our little harbour, Jack 
Logan thought it was time to drop the pilot. He shoved me 
overboard. As I resurfaced, he pushed my head under. it was an 



asinine trick, as I pointed out on getting back enough breath . 
These few words inspired the rest of the crew to exa ·t retribution 
by throwing Jack into the lake. The force needed to execute this 
piece of work was more than the little boat could take, and it 
capsized, throwing the whole crew into the water, und our ship 
made port, keel uppermost. "Bottoms up!" shouted Bruce Martin. 
"Did anyone rescue Logan?". I asked. Consternation was 
rampant one day as we returned from a swim,ning spree. 
Advancing gingerly into his tent for his towel, sHvering and 
dripping, one of the younger Scouts suddenly tu ·ned round, 
yelling and holding his nose. "There's a skunk in o r tent!" Sure 
enough, settled as comfortably as you would wis:l to see, on 
some rolled up blankets, was a big skunk. Long dista 1ce coaxing 
and earnest urging failed to expel the visitor. Finall) , Bill Young 
came to the rescue, went in and took it by the tail End tossed it 
into the lake, and there were no after effects. The sk .mk was last 
seen dragging its wet and miserable self along the L)each . I was 
glad it escaped a worse fate. 

Thinking of skunks, reminds me of the occasio 11 when Mrs. 
Young was escorting me through the woods to vis t her sister, 
Ethel Dunn. We got off the trail into some really dens•! bush when 
I came suddenly on a mother skunk in the act of g ' ving birth . I 
almost trod on her and ended up jumping over her. M Jch later on, 
at Little Current, crossing a field at night without a ight I saw a 
black and white creature, quite small, coming towar js me. I was 
bending down to stroke it, when I saw it was a be: by skunk . I 
changed direction. Another time, our car was held JP in a long 
line of traffic while a skunk, followed by her seven k ~ ttens, went 
round and round in a circle in the middle of the highway. I 
suppose the babies were having some kind of a lesson, yet 
another time we had been given a bale of hay by a fa mer for the 
purpose of making a bed for a cat in an outside hut. I , the course 
of two nights the whole of that bale was carried by skunks 
through a hole under the Little Current rectory into th ~ basement . 

The animals were evicted from the comfortable der they made 
for themselves by the firing of camphor balls into th 1 ~ cellar. Ten 
large skunks eventually emerged from the hole, b 'Jt not all at 
once. I was desperately sorry it had to happen to - uch highly 
intelligent lovable creatures. 

But to get back to the Scouts. Every morning wr~ had a little 
service of prayers and Bible reading around the camp fire , while 
on Sunday there was a Communion service. The boys took turns 
reading from the Bible. One day the reader had left the Bible lying 
on the ground. Others were bringing up firewood and bashing it 



up with hatchets.Somehow the Bible got covered LJP with wood, 
and the hatchet man cut a corner of it, but not enough to damage 
it beyond use. My sister had given it to me for a birthday present, 
so it was rather a cherished possession. 

While we had our own Scout service at the camp on Sunday I 
still took all the services in the churches: Richards Landing, 11 
a.m., Jocelyn, 3 p.m. and Hilton Beach 7:30 p.m. At the Hilton 
service the organist took me to task for not wearing a clerical 
collar. I simply put on my vestments over my Scout uniform. The 
organist was right in expecting a priest to come properly dressed 
for a church service. It is a poorsoldierwhodespises his uniform, 
and this slackness and laxity among the clergy and religious 
orders today is much to be deplored. I learned much from the 
people of St. Joseph Island, as any clergyman who goes around 
among his people, and listens to what they have to say. One 
Sunday I said in a sermon at Jocelyn Church that animals 
differed from human beings in that they had no souls. Some days 
later I called on the McDermott's at Jocelyn. Tom McDermott, 
who was married to one of Christopher Young's daughters, 
Margaret, had heard the sermon and did not like it. "Of course," 
he said, "animals have souls. Where did you get that idea from?" 
Like the man in the parable who turned up at the marriage feast 
not wearing a wedcnng gown, I was speechless. After all I could 
not prove that animals did not have souls. I only knew such Old 
Testament statements as that about "brute beasts that have no 
understanding." I was only saying in church what I believed was 
the correct view of animals held by the theologians. My own 
private opinion was that all animate creatures possessed a spirit. 
So I learned from Mr. McDermott not to be afraid to trust one's 
own inspiration, and that there is a source of knowledge apart 
from books. 

Not all the Scouts were able to attend the summer camps. 
Some· had to help on farms. One of these, one of the smartest and 
most alert, was Lawrence Campbell, who used to ride into the 
weekly meetings on horse back from seven miles out; though I 
would be hard put to it to name any one of the troop who was not 
smart and alert. They all became caught up in the magic 
enthusiasm of scouting. But some of the leaders' keenness 
received a damping on one occasion. The boys had been proving 
themselves sharp observers in tracking and indoor tests, so we 
decided to try something a bit more ambitious. The war was on 
and there were constant rumors of German spies being about. 
The plan was for the Scoutmaster to be absent from the meeting. 
Bruce Martin would start up the meeting and explain that a 



suspicious-looking character had been seen prowling around 
the village . This character had been suspected of dropping little 
pieces of torn up newspaper wherever he went. He was odd , to 
say the least. The Scouts were to go out in pairs, divide up the 
village , and look for him, and challenge him to return to Town 
Hall with them . Eventually two boys saw a stranger peeping in the 
windows of the public school. They approached him . He spoke to 
them as he thought a German might speak English , and told them 
to run away. They came up close and he tore a piece of news
paper which he had under his arm . "This is him ," said one. "What 
are you going to do?" said the man . "We 're going to take you to 
the hall to answer questions." The man then took off his fancy hat 
and scarf, and admitted the game was up, and went back with the 
boys to the hall. Then the whole troop discovered why the Scout
master had been absent from the meeting . The damper came 
when Albert Grexton , the school custodian , reported to the 
powers that be, that he had seen a suspicious looking characte r 
prowling around the school , peering in the windows and acting 
very strangely. Our little "spy hunt" received greate r notoriety 
than we either expected or desired , but we were never inter
viewed by the police. 

Most sissies could go camping in the summer, we told our
selves , but had anyone ever heard of camping out in tents in th e 
middle of the winter? And so there came about what we all 
acclaimed to be our biggest adventure , a winter camp . Alth ough 
seven of us only spent a day and a night under canvas , it was , 
nevertheless , a winter camp. A detailed account of th e exploit 
was published in the Scout Leader, the official publication of th e 
Canadian National Boy Scouts Association , and I am indebted to 
Ke ith Armstrong for preserv ing h1s copy of the articl e. It was 
Saturday, February 13th, 1943, when we met at our headquarters, 
the Town Hall , all with snowshoes in addi t ion to our k its and 
provisions . The A.S .M ., Bruce Martin , had drawn up a sketch map 
giving the route to the proposed camping site, and this he ha nded 
to the Scouts. They were to follow this devious bush trail where 
they would meet Bruce and myself at the spo t Bruce had picked 
out . Bruce and I hauled two sleds with the two pup tents and all 
the gear by another ro ute along the Shore Road . 1t was a f ine , 
sunny day, w ith only a few degrees of frost . Scouts i:i nd Scouters 
ar rived at the si te w ith in f ifteen minutes of each othe l', :1 nd at once 
began to gather firewood and coll ect everg reen bough s for tent 
f loors . Water was obtai ned by breaking throu gh a foo t o f ice . A 
good fi re was started , and supper was cocoa, hot beans . 
sausages and toast . In the middle of the dense bush the wind was 



but lightly felt, and a camp-fire sing-song, accompanied by 
mouth organ music kept us all merry until we turned into bed 
around 10:30 p.m. 

We slept in heavy clothes with caps and mittens, but in the 
middle of the night the temperature dropped rapidly. The trees 
began to crack like thunder. The cold crept into our clothes, and. 
Bruce and I took turns in making up the fire until6:30 a.m. when 
everybody got up, and practically sat on the fire. First we faced 
the fire until one side of us was warmed, and then we turned and 
cooked the other side, and by then .. our front side was freezing 
again. The bread and beans were frozen solid, and breakfast, 
prepared before dawn, was a slow affair, hot cocoa becoming 
lukewarm before you were half-way into your mug. Yet everyone 
was cheerful and jolly remembering, no doubt, the ninth Scout 
law: "A Scout smiles and whistles under all difficulties." After 
breakfast the gang waited for daylight in order to take pictures, 
one of which the Scout Leader printed. At 9 a.m. we struck camp 
and made for the lake where the snowshoeing would be easier 
than on the road trail. But this proved too bitterly cold, so we 
turned off the ice on to the trail where the going under foot was 
much harder because of the deep, unbroken snow, yet it was 
warmer because of the trees on either side. With true Scout 
endurance the boys plodded along in the teeth of the bitter north
west wind. After a mile or so Richard Martin developed two 
circular white patches on his cheeks, but the A.S.M. quickly 
doctored him up and stopped the frostbite. Arriving back in the 
village the startling truth about the temperature glared at us from 
the thermometer outside Tom Inglis' house. It read 28 degrees 
below zero , fahrenheit. No woncter we lay under blankets with 
hats, boots and mittens on, and shivered like leaves on a tree. 
Anyway, the boys went home, changed clothes, and went off to 
Sunday School: I dashed to my boarding house to get cleaned up 
for the 11 o'clock service at Emmanuel Church. Before shaving a 
sore face, I hurried to get some circulation back into my hands by 
holding them close to a hot stove. It was among the most foolish 
things I ever did, and one of the most painful experiences. How
ever, the unanimous verdict of all the adventurers was "I would 
not have missed it for anything." 



CHAPTER 5 

Harold Scott Trefry, M.D~, a Surgeon-Sub-Lieutenant in the 
Royal Navy in World War 1, who saw service in submarines and 
on a destroyer, was a Bluenose, or, as he often called himself. a 
herring choker, a native of Nova Scotia. He was also the most 
unforgettable character I have ever met, and his 29 years' 
devotion to St. Joseph Island ancr its people is legendary. One of · 
his oft-quoted maxims was "People should not have to pay for 
being sick." Acting on this piece of philosophy he instituted, with 
the eventual co-operation of the ~land's township councils, a 
medical scheme whereby every ho~sehold on the Island would 
contribute $2.50 per head per annum, payable to fhe townships, 
who then reimbursed the doctor. A proviso was that no one family 
should contribute a total of more than $10 a year. This brought 
him in an income of something little more than $3,000 yearly. By 
even the standards of doctors' incomes in the 1940's, this was a 
ridiculously low sum. Dr. Trefry passionately championed his 
aims, which were not a few, but the pursuit of money was not one 
of them. His heart was always bigger than his pocket and, with 
him, the needs of his patients-and of his practice came upper
most. Understanding this, it was not hard to see why he should 
feel that the Ontario Medical Association often looked askance at 
him. Nor was it to be wondered at that he was irked by some of the 
regulations imposed by the administrators of the Red Cross . 
Society. No doubt there were other doctors who would not have 
found t~e same difficulties. But here was an exceptional man 
whose eyes were only on, and his heart with, the people of St. 
Joseph Island; and so he was impatient of administrative details. 
When he was required to transfer his office and consulting room 
from Matthews Memorial Hospital to his own house, I saw him 
loading a wheelbarrow with his books and instruments, and he 
was moved to say that the Red Cross Society was as useless in 
peace time as it was useful in war time. Of course, one had to 
remember that he always spoke of his likes and dislikes using 
superlatives. Some might call itexagge~ation. Every case he had, 
it seemed to me, was the worst of its kind he had ever had. Every 
baby delivered was the finest child or else the mother had had ther 
most difficult time in delivery. If he thought a man bad, then he 
was the worst man of his particular kind. If he ttiought a man was 
a good man, then he was the best man he had ever met. The fact 
remains that he wholeheartedly liked. or disliked, no half
measures. He was primarily a surget>n, and could undertake all 
surgical operations with the one exception of eye surgery. In his 
day all babies were delivered at the little hospital at Richards 
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Landing. As a country doctor, he liked to think of himself as such, 
and was unique in this. Surgeon and physician to his-people,· he 
was also called on to treat their sick horses, cattle, cats and dogs. 
There was no bridge to the Island, and no Veterinary surgeon 
nearer than Desbarats. That situation applied also to dentists, 
and Dr. Trefry never refused emergency dental work, mainly 
extractions. Whatever Dr. Trefry felt about the Red Cross as a 
Society, he certainly owed a great deal to the devoted assistance 
he received from their nurses. Two of these, Elizabeth Broadfoot 
(later Mrs. Trefry) and BarbarS\ Cox stand out in the memory of 
those who had close connection with the hospital during the 
1940's. When his community medical scheme came into effect, · 
and the then unbelievable notion that the Island people could 
have their babies, their operations and house visits all for $2.50 a 
year became a fact, the doctor began to attract province-wide 
attention. One person who was interested was Miss Agnes 
McPhail of the C.C.F. Party, who was known for her genuine 
concern that the country should adopt some scheme for social 
security, particularly in times of illness. Dr. Trefry felt that he 
could arouse the nation to a realization of the need for a form of 
what he called community medicine-- if he could get elected to 
the Federal House. So he ran for parliament, but not for Miss 
McPhail's party. He stood as a Conservative candidate for the 
Algoma riding, but he was the despair of some of his fellow Con
servatives notably Stanley Tranter, on~ of his closest friends, and 
a fellow churchwarden, to boot. Stanley travelled around with 
him on his speaking trips; and would come back chagrined by 
listening to what he said were nothing but Socialist speeches. 
Stanley said to me: "I think Doc has forgotten which party he is 
supposed to be standing for." To cheer up Stan , I quoted a verse 
from the Psalms "But the righteous is merciful and liberal." 
Perhaps he arid I and .Doc were all in the wrong party, that is if we 
wished to be thought righteous .. But we had an exceptional -
candidate in Dr. Trefry. He was too big to be tied down to any 
political party line. At heart he was both a Conservative and a 
Socialist. He believed you could conserve and be loyal to 
tradition, but at the same time be mindful of the needs of the 
people and seek to benefit them. He should have run as a Con
servative Socialist or a Socialist Conservative. But such honesty 
does not catch votes. Sadly for his friends and supporters he was 
not elected. 

Dr. Trefry was interested in every. facet of the Island's life) 
-and parti cularly in fa rming. He had gone around to the farme rs 
talking up the idea of keeping pedigree stock. Especially, he 



urged, the keeping of Guernsey cows for milk produc~ion, and he 
acquired a farm on the C Line. But good ideas require money to 
put them into practice, and in those days the country was only 
just beginning to emerge from the great depression. Money was a 
scarce commodity on the Island, and there were people who were 
very poor, hence the doctor's idea o·f community medicine. 

This episode will illustrate how passionately he felt about 
dairy farming. One day I left the boarding house intending to call 
on Mrs. Ernie Burnside, whose house stood somewhere near the 
site of the present nursing home. I took a short cut, which meant 
climbing a post and wire fence. Attempting tovaultoverthefence 
wi th one hand on the wooden post, I lost my grip on the slippery 
po&t top, for it had been raining. I landed on the other side 

. sideways instead of on my feet. Hidden in the long grass was the 
jagged upturned end of a broken bottle. I thought by the sudden 
sharp sting , that I had struck a bees' nest. Getting up, I saw a long 
rent in my trousers just below the knee. Then I began to be aware 
of my right foot squelching in my shoe. Blood was running into it. 
Then I peered through the 'slit in the trouser leg and could not 
believe what I was looking at. It looked like a piece of flesh 
hanging down and exposing something dark blue. Without going 
indoors, I went straight across the few yards to the hospital. The 
nurse had me lying full length on a couch by the time Doc Trefry 
came. He took one look at the leg and began walking back and 
forth , exclaiming "I don't know what I'm going to do with that. I 
never saw anything like it. That's the awfullest looking gash I ever 
saw", and some more along the same I ines. But he had me by now 
full length on the operating table, trouser leg pulled up, local 
anaesthesia administered, and all ready to work with his suturing 
needle. I looked out the window and saw a cow going by. Strange, 
I thought, to see a cow right outside the hospital. Some comment 
seemed in order. "Look, doctor," I said, "there's a cow out there." 
Needle in hand, he was just getting ready to begin the stitching 

-up. He turned to look out the window. "What," he shouted, 
coming towards my face and brandishing his needle, "you don't 
mean to tell me you· call that blasted thing a cow, do you?" 
Waving his huge cobbler's needle, for that is what it looked like to 
me in my panic, the doctor proceeded to relate all that he had 
tried to do to get farmers to go into Guernsey cows and nobody 
listened to him. I felt that if I ventured to say anything to him at 
this stage, that needle would go into my left eye, so I held my 
peace while he sewed me up. A week or two later Dr. Trefry 
attended the annual garden party of the Holy Trinity Church, 
Jocelyn W.A., held in Mrs. Humphrey Young's garden. Sitting, 



talking, and drinking tea with me, he suddenly remembered the 
stitches in my leg. I was staying at Mrs. Young's and so had some 
of my things in her hotJse. "Have you got a safety razor blade?" he 
asked . I produced one, and on the tea party lawn Doc removed 
the stitches with the razor blade. I never saw anything so 
perfectly deft and dexterous as the way he did this, while keeping 
up a running commentary on the iniquitous state of the world in 
general. 

This seemed like a routine hospital visit until a nurse came up 
behind me. "Have you been to Mrs. W. yet?" she asked in a voice 
reserved for a desperate or difficult case. I had not, b_ut of course, 
I would. With no more conversation than that she moJioned me to 
follow her into the one and only private room possessed by the 
tiny Outpost hospital. 

The first thing that struck me was the smell in spite of the 
heavy dispersion of formaldehyde throughout the· room , the 
stench of putrescence was uppermost. In the bed was a slight, 
little old lady, eyes closed , but babbling away with her tongue. 
"Get me some buttermilk, I want some buttermilk, please bring 
me a glass of buttermilk." As she went on like this, she brought 
her hands out from underneath the bed covers and I saw her 
fingernails, grown so far beyond the tips of her fingers that they 
curled inwards, resembling the claws of a bird. As she talked, so 
her eyelashes flickered up and down, and with each flicker small 
specks of black dirt fell from them to her face. The only thing I 
could do was pray for the poor soul, pray that the Lord would 
speedily bring to an end the tenure of this soul in so wretched and 
miserable body. The nurse said.she was "very poorly", which I 
knew well enough signified that there was little or no hope of 
recovery. "Look at this" , the nurse said, rais ing the covers just a 
fraction. It was a horrible sight. I suppose it was a bedsore. The 
flesh had almost gone from the bones, certainly the hip bone was 
visible. 

Descending the hospital steps I met the doctor on his way in. 
"Just the fellow I wanted to see." he greeted . "There's something 
in here you should see and know about," and he pointed towards 
the private room. "Doctor," I said, "I have been and seen and now 
I'm going out to be sick." 

"Sick!", he bellowed, "We brought that poor old lady in with a 
team and sleigh , and I vomited all the way." I said I had never 
come across such an awful case of neglect in all my born days. 

"Mr. Dixon," said the doctor, "You will see things on this 
Island you will never see anywhere else in the world." 



"That poor creature must have been weeks and weeks 
getting into that state. She could not have had one bit of 
attention. Did nobody care? Who was looking after her?" I was 
getting pretty well worked up. The more I thought about it, the 
angrier I got. 

When I stopped for breath the doctor said, "I'll tell you. She 
lived out there below the mountain, just she and her husband, 
and he going on for 87. She's 82. He wouldn't let anyone come in 
and see her, wouldn't let anyone come near the house. Chased 
them off with a gun. You don't know him, he's the ugliest old devil 
alive." 

"Well, what did you say to him when you finally got out there 
and saw her condition?" 

"What did I say? Nothing. I just picked up an axe and chased 
that old buzzard up into a hayloft." 

I went away thinking how sadly far away was the Kingdom of 
God. But then there came over me the burning desire to stay for
evermore on this Island. There was so much to do here and I 
could do some of it. "Settle down, stay and face it, and I will be 
with you," was what the Voice seemed to say. As I entered my 
lodgings just across the road from the hospital, I felt full of deep 
contentment. It was as if I had no more questions to ask, no more 
decisions to make, my life was resolved for me. 

Only Mrs. Rains was in when I opened the door of the 
boarding house to let myself up to my room. She ran the only 
public dining room in the village, and I was the only boarder. "Are 
you in for supper?" she called out to me. 

"I'm in, but not for supper." I told her. 
"Are you feeling all right?" 
"I'll just have a cup of tea, thanks." 

I had the cup of tea in the kitchen with Mrs. Rains and her 
husband who was just coming in. They were accustomed to my 
being fed by hospitable parishioners, so asked no questions, and 
I was able to get to my room without having let any cats out of any 
bags. But the sight and plight of poor old Mrs. W. stayed with me 
until the telephone rang about 9 o'clock. It was the hospital 
notifying me that she had died. So, I thought, that pitiful, 
shrivelled up little body was out of its misery, bless the Lord. How 
was it possible that anyone in this day (1940) could be so 
neglected without it coming to the notice of, at least, the 
neighbours who lived half-a-mile away. How could so ugly a 
thing happen on so beautiful an island a_§ St. Joseph? 



The three churches of the Anglican parish of St. Joseph 
Island are so situated as to form a triangle. Since the 1940's the 
road from Richards Landing to Hilton Beach has been changed 
and shortened . In those days it was eleven miles between the two 
villages, and ten miles from Richards Landing to Jocelyn, and ten 
miles from Jocelyn to Hilton. Sometimes in the winter Emerson 
Smith and I went all around in on~ trip, leaving Richards after the 
11 a.m. service for Jocelyn at 3 p.m., and thence to Hilton for7:30 
p.m. Emerson kept the horse and cutter, and I counted myself 
fortunate to have this service provided for $30 per month. The 
diocese paid no travelling grant. Sometimes, on arrival at Jocelyn 
or Hilton I would be so cold that I could not move my lips to speak 
until I had thawed myself out round the Holy Trinity stove, or over 
the St. John's furnace register. Mr. Stotesbury, the United 
Church minister, told me that if the thermometer registered 
anything below zero F., he would not venture out if he had to go 
by horse and sleigh. I know now that he was a wise man. But I did 
take one measure to alleviate the harshness of those winter 
journeys, which plan brought me a repercussion. One day Miss 
Fremlin at Hilton asked me whether my companion in the cutter 
was a "drinking man. " I replied that I had never known him to be 
the worse for drink, but the conversation went like this: 

Miss Fremlin: "Is it true that that man who drives you round 
on Sundays is a drinking man?" 

Myself: "Not real:y . I don't think so. I have never seen him the 
worse for drink. What makes you ask?" 

Miss F.: "Well, they say that he carries a bottle of brandy in 
that cutter when he is with you." 

Myself: "Oh no, he does not." 
Miss F. : "Oh , I'm so glad to hear that." 
Myself: "But I carry a bottle of brandy in the cutter , Miss 

Fremlin ." 
I cannot remember whether she replied to that or not. I do 

recollect that she drew in a deep breath, and I went on to explain 
that many were the times the both of us might have frozen to 
death if we had not had some form of stimulant -- a bit of an 
exaggeration , no doubt. The truth of this matter may be more 
unbelievable than the rumour. I used to buy a 26 ounce bottle in 
December which lasted us until the end of January, and then the 
second one carried us through to the Spring. We each took one 
drink between churches, and another on the homeward trip . 
Then the bottle was put away until the next round trip. It was a life 
saver. We never carried a bottle on the car trips. 

When the end of that year drew ne.ar I was honoured by Miss 



Fremlin with an invitation to her New Year's Dinner Party. This 
was one of Hilton's renowned annual social events and the 
guest list was an exclusive one. To receive an invitation meant 
that you were accepted into an elite society. Richards Landing 
was doubly honoured this year, two guests being invited from 
there. The other was Stanley Tranter, and he took me with him. 
We both dressed up in our best and I put on my seldom worn 
evening dress vest. I can still remember the truly gargantuan 
meal Miss Fremlin put out. There was goose and turkey and 
everyone was expected to partake of both. Miss Fremlin 's 
bachelor brother, William, carved both fowls, entertaining us 
meanwhile with some of his apocryphal tales of early pioneer 
days. It was a long and happy evening and after the New Year had 
been properly welcomed, Stanley and I headed for home. But 
what a night! It was snowing and blowing hard, and must have 
been for the past two hours. The snow was already deep and crisp 
and even, and the road was trackless. Stanley ploughed 
doggedly through it at about 30 miles an hour, stopping every ten 
or fifteen minutes to wipe , the car windshield. The farther we 
went, the deeper the snow and the thicker it fell. But that old hill 
on the D Line just beyond Gawas Bay provided the highlight. He 
ran at it, backed all the way down, and tried it again and again 
while I tried to keep a track shovelled out. But as fast as it was 
shovelled out the wind blew it in again, and eventually the car 
stuck fast. We shovelled some more, and then I tried pushing and 
riding the back bumper. We would make a few feet and then the 

. car would get stuck firmer. Filled with so much rich food and all 
dressed up for the party, we had little heart for tackling this 
present chore. Both had only light overcoats, and Stanley had 
only a pair of light galoshes. I had ankle length overshoes only. I 
suppose it was around 2 o'clock in the morning that Stanley 
announced "We're licked." All the hearty enjoyment of the 
evening and the happy afterglow faded away, and it seemed 
years ago since we had that marvellous dinner. We left the car 
and proceeded to trudge the remaining three and a half miles 
home on foot. Walking single file and not wasting precious breath 
on talking we reached the village of Richards Landing around 3 
a.m., Stanley, in his low rubbers, wet-footed, and both of us 
dishevelled, feeling very much the worse for wear, and covered 
with heavy, wet snow. 

The other social function at Hilton Beach was the celebration 
of Alfred Kitchen's birthday. This was also an exclusive affair for 
an all-male coterie of Alfred's friends, and I always understood 
that a good time was invariably had by all. Mr. Kitchen, on 



meeting a new acquaintance, would never fail to offer what he 
called the riddle of his birth. He would say "I w·as born in March, 
but my birthday is in February." If you said that was nonsense, he 
would answer that it was absolutely true. He would then go on to 
explain that he was born in February 1857 in the town of March, 
Cambridgeshire, England. His last surviving child , Mabel 
McGregor, died this year,(1984) ~t the age of 98. 

One of the earliest families to settle at Hilton along with 
Fremlins, Bishops, and Eddys, was the John Marks family, and 
wh_at is now called Hilton Beach was originally named Marks
ville. In 1942, John Marks' grand-daughter, Miss L~sley Bowker, 
left Hilton Beach to reside in Windsor. Before she left, she sought 
to fulfill a long-time wish of her mother's that the body of her 
husband (Lesley's father) should be exhumed from a cemetery in 
the Sault and re-interred in St. John's Anglican Churchyard at 
Hilton. Sidney Bowker lost his life by drowning in the St. Mary's 
River in 1915, and his body was not recovered for a considerable 
time. Miss Bowker obtained the necessary exhumation order, 
and the Barton brothers undertook the re-burial at Hilton. Tom 
and Maurice brought the casket to Hiltor;1 and I went along at 
Lesley's request to say the committal service. On arrival at the 
churchyard we found that no grave had been dug. Miss Bowker 
herself had not wished to attend the ceremony, but apparently it 
was left to nobody to dig it. Maurice Barton volunteered to go 
down to the village and make enquiries. He could find none who 
knew anything about it, and none who was prepared to dig it now. 
So he returned with two shovels and a pick which he managed to 
borrow, and the writing on the wall was plain. We all had on good 
clothes and light shoes, but we took it in turns to use the pick. 
Fortunately we only had about two turns each with the pick 
because the ground was easy digging after the first twelve inches 
or so. Then two at a time worked with shovels while the third one 
took a breather, and so the necessary excavation was made, 
great care having been taken not to make it an inch too long or 
too wide. There were no gloves, so there were six dirty hands 
when it came to the recital of the committal, office. We rubbed our 
hands on the grass, and I put on the surplice and stole and said 
the committal without the Prayer Book. To be serious, it was all 
reverently and decently done, but the ever-cheerful Maurice 
wondered, he said, when I cast the handful of dirt on the coffin at 
the "earth to earth", etc., whether I was going to throw the whole 
lot back in. As he pointed out, it would have saved a lot of 
shovelling. 

The winter of 1942 brou9ht a letter from the Bishop of Eau 



Claire, Wisconsin, offering me a place in his diocese at a stipend 
of $1,800 a year. My salary here was still $1,000, so it would have 
been quite a jump financially. He said that the Very Rev. Victor 
Haag, the dean of his cathedral, had suggested me to him. Dean 
Haag, when staying at his Llewellyn Beach cottage, had once or 
twice attended our services, and I had great admiration for him, 
and I have no doubt that I could have been very happy in his 
diocese under him and his dynamic Bishop Horstick. However, I 
declined the offer for three reasons. I felt that St. Jospeh Island 
was a God-given appointment evidenced by the sheer 
friendliness and co-operation of the three congregations and one 
ought not to disobey God; secondly, Bishop Kingston had 
promised to release me to the Chaplaincy service, having told me 
I should await the will of the Lord in the matter; thirdly, I was 
unwilling to give up my British citizenship, which would have 
meant being an alien in a foreign country, and I would not care to 
be an alien. Meanwhile Bishop Kingston offered me the parish of 
White River, which I also declined, though he could have sent me 
there because St. Jospeh Island was a mission, and not self
supporting, and mission clergy are moveable. It may be 
noteworthy that during Mr. Tranter's churchwardenship, Anne 
Young proposed to me that the St. Joseph Island mission 
become self-suppurting. Perhaps we could have managed it, but 
Stanley, for one, was against it on the grounds that our 
commitments to the diocese would vastly increase. He had a 
great deal of knowledge and .wisdom about these things, having 
been a churchwarden in three different dioceses. Not only that 
fact influenced me but the steadfast loyalty he had maintained 
towards the Church throughout his life also counted much . 
There was a long period when, Sunday after Sunday, he was the 
sole person present at Emmanuel Church . That was an amount of 
witness whi ch served to keep the church alive in Richards 
Landing until brighter days dawned. Surely the Bishop will not 
allow it to be closed now. In any case, there are more Anglicans 
around now than there were then . 



CHAPTER 6 

The winter of 1942 was a mild one. Snowfall had been 
meagre and the roads stayed open a long time for motor vehicles. 
There was also a good, solid road across the lake from Richards 
Landing to Port Findlay, and another good road down the lake 
from Kensington Point to Hilton Beach. It was Sunday, March 
8th . Spring , according to the caJen_dar, was just around the 
corner. It was a bright, sunny day, with no wind, and , having 
uneventfully held services at Richards and Jocelyn, I was all set 
for the evening trip to Hilton. The previous night I had sat up with 
Peter Chesterfield who was dying at his home on the Shore Road 
with only his daughter Winnifred there to nurse hirn. It had been 
about 1:30 a.m. when I left to get some sleep before the Sunday 
round of services. But fear of sleeping in caused it to be a very 
light night's rest, and I was feeling somewhat drowsy when 
Emerson Smith came to pick me up in the Ford coupe for the 
journey to Hilton . 

It was an easy journey to Hilton on the hard packed road 
down the lake, and following the church service Emerson and I 
were invited to the hotel for a cup of tea . Mr. and Mrs. Roxie 
Smith, who kept the hotel , were Anglicans and Mrs. Smith had 
been at church that night. As we came out of the church it was 
starting to snow heavily. It had begun to snow lightly before the 
service started . The Smiths could not very well withdraw their 
invitation, but once around the tea table, Roxie urged that we 
linger not too long. It was one of those gale force blizzards 
coming on strongly. We could stay the night, he said , but if we 
really must go back , we should get away as soon as possible. 
Emerson wanted to get back. I had told my landlady I would 
probably not come back that night, but would stay in Hilton and 
visit around . However, it was not a fit night for anyone to attempt 
to drive back alone, especially when he had a painful hand. So I 
decided to go with him . We had not travelled very far before we 
discovered that it was going to be pretty rough . We had driven out 
into a howling blizzard, the gale raging and the snow drifting 
rapidly piling up in front of us. We stopped frequently to shovel 
out in front of the car, but as quickly as we cleared a bit of a path, it 
filled in again twice as quickly. We would make a few yards, get 
out and shovel , then the car would stick, and I would push from 
behind , and we might perhaps gain a few more yards . Emerson 
had chains on the tyres, but they only ground down into the slush 
underneath the deep, loose snow above. He seemed to be forever 
adjusting them , lying under the car and getting himself soaking 
wet in the soft , sticky snow. After one of our few yards moves, we 



stalled again, and before he could do any more haywiring with 
them , we had first to find the chains. We had lost them . Not even a 
foot print stayed in view any longer than it took to make it , and we 
had to guess where the tyre tracks had been. When the chains 
had been recovered, and we thought we were under way again , 
the same old performance of shovelling , push ing and shovelling , 
continued until we went into a drift that came up over the hood. 
This time the chains had broken, and no amount of shovelling 
and pushing could budge the little car. She was stuck fast. 

So what to do now was the question. By Emerson's watch it 
was 10:30 p.m. We found out later that we had come about three 
miles in the one hour or so since we left the Hilton hotel, and that 
we were within a quarter of a mile from the lighthouse. It was too 
dark and too wild to attempt to find the shore and the Canoe Point 
road. In any case, we felt too weary to try t ramping anywhere. 
Sitting side by side in the small coupe, we discussed our 
situation. We really could do nothing at all until daylight, so only 
one option remained --sit it out in the car until morning. What 
would we do when morning came? Should we stay in the car 
hoping for someone to come and rescue us, or should we try and 
make it to the shore? We would wait till morning to decide. It all 
depended on the weather. So Emerson ran the motor unt il the 
fuel ran out about 4 q.m. We had agreed to take turns napping so 
that there would always be one of us awake. Emerson was in a 
good deal of misery from the pain of the blood poisoning in his 
hand , and he was very restless during his cat-naps. He was also 
feeling wretched in his wet clothes. Once, when he woke up he 
wanted a c igarette, but found he had only the papers. I suppl ied 
h im with some pipe tobacco and he was able to roll himself a 
smoke of sorts. The blizzard never let up rag ing and I found my 
right leg covered with snow which had somehow been forced in 
the cracks of the car door. So we shive red on until 7:30 in the 
morning when it came my tu rn to doze off . I had a hard time 
rousing Emerson this time. He seemed to have gone off into a 
deep sleep. It should have been daylight at this hour of the 
morning on March 9th, but it was st i ll dark and blowing and 
snowing as hard as ever. I d id not feel I wanted to try and sleep 
any more, so both of us, fai rly conscious at least, began to face 
the situation. Shall we stay in the car or shall we make a break for 
where we think the shore line is? I had told Mrs. Rains not to 
expect me back on Sunday night. Emerson said that his wife, 
Anna , would th in k he had sense enough to stay the night with his 
relatives , seeing the storm was so bad . So, we decided , nobody 
will be looking for us. Nobody would be ala rmed . Therefore, we 



said, let's wait until 9 o'clock, and then strike off. By then the 
storm may have died down, and, in any case, it will be a lot lighter. 

I think it was at th is point that Emerson said, "What about a 
prayer?" "Good God, man," I said , "while you were snoring, 
snorting and grunting all night I was praying." He was silent, not 
even accusing me of snoring, snorting or grunting. Afterwards it 
came to my ears that Emerson told it around that it was those 
prayers that saved us. So, before coming to write this chapter on 
our ordeal on Lake Huron that night, I thought I would consult 
Emerson and hear what he had to say about it. Speaking of it 42 
years after it happened , he said that yes , he told not one, but 
many people that prayers had saved us. The whole thing was still 
a vivid memory with him, as if it had occurred only yesterday. I 
know, also, that after people on the Island got word on that 
Monday morning that we were missing , a great many more 
prayers went up for us, and we certainly needed them more than 
ever after we left the car. But before I take you back with me to the 
point where we abandoned the car, I should wish to put on record 
that Emerson and his wife were confirmed by the Bishop of 
Algoma on the following August 10th. 

At 9 o'clock on the morning of March 9th, 1942, we 
abandoned the car to try to reach the lakeshore and thence find 
our way to somebody's house. But to leave the car was much 
easier said than done. The door on my side would not open . It was 
stuck tightly with snow piled to the car roof. Emerson managed to 
work his door open wide enough fo r us both to squeeze out. We 
started to walk away from the back of the ca r. That was surely the 
way to Hilton, though we could see nothing but unbroken snow 
around our feet and the blinding snow of the blizzard in front of 
our faces. If we could only pick up the line of cut spruce trees 
which had been placed to mark the trail we should have nothing 
to worry about. For a long time we kept on walking, one behind 
the other, Emerson in front, without seeing a sign of the markers. 
Snow was knee-deep and we wondered if we had strayed further 
out on the lake. That endless plodding in the swirling blizzard 
with nothing in sight except our two selves, and sometimes losing 
that sight, seemed so hopeless. What a virtue is hope! St. Paul 
puts it as one of the three greatest virtues, with charity being 
number one. If only we could have seen some sign to give us 
hope. Without hope you grow weak and weary and listless. For 
me it seemed pointless to go on. If only I could stop and rest. It 
was not very cold , about 25 degrees F., so that was no problem, 
nor was fear nor panic. It was sleep that appealed, sumptuous 
sleep. I can only describe that glorious drowsy feeling as 



delicious. But it would have been dangerous to indulge in it, as 
Emerson pointed out: "If you lie down and go to sleep now, you 
will never wake up," he said, and he was right. He went on to 
remind me that since the engine stopped running at 4 o'clock, we 
had sat in the car without heat for five hours. Although he must 
have felt rotten with pain from his poisoned hand which had gone 
up his arm, Emerson remained calm and cheerful, and the 
courage, sheer guts if you like, that he displayed throughout the 
ordeal must have been God's way of answering our prayers. 

Perhaps we had covered half the distance to Hilton when we 
saw the shoreline. There were some red willows protruding 
above the huge snowdrifts that ran the length of the shore, just 
the tops of these scrubby little shrubs. I pleaded with Emerson to 
let me go over to them and hang on to them for just a few 
moment's rest. He was not at all keen on that idea. He was all for 
relentlessly pushing on, going down over his knees with every 
step. I wished I could do it like he did, but I suppose, somehow, I 
was doing it, but only half-consciously. I had my way, grabbed a 
bunch of the willow gad tops, and since I was already waist-deep 
in the drift, got myself into a sitting position. Emerson just looked 
at me with a look that was half pity and half disgust, so I thought 
perhaps ·a short sermon was called for. "Look, Emerson, I said, 
"You are a marrieq man with three children. I am single with no 
responsibilities. If you think you can make it to Hilton, you go on 
without me. You have a pretty good idea of where they can find 
me." This was a critical stage in the adventure, and a good place 
in this narrative to break off and see what was taking place in 
Richards Landing. 

When Anna Smith knew that her husband had not returned 
from Hilton and no telephone message had come in, she asked 
William Brayley, a relative of Emerson, to go to her mother's 
house, my boarding place, and to the Creamery, where Emerson 
was the butter-maker. Mrs. Rains, at the boarding house, was 
naturally not alarmed at my absence, as I had told her not to 
expect me home. But at the Creamery, Stanley Tranter, 
Emerson's employer, was concerned. The snow storm was still 
raging with tremendous fury, and, indeed, continued altogether 
for three days and three nights. Mr. Tranter was not only 
concerned about Emerson, who was very dependable and would 
never have been absent from work without letting him know, as a 
churchwarden, he was also concerned about his parson. Mrs. 
Rains concluded that Emerson had "storm-stayed" with his 
relatives in Hilton, but Mr. Tranter said that if that were so, he 
would have telephoned to let them know. Something must have 



happened. For the next hour his telephone must have been busy 
as he initiated a search organization. Inquiries to Hilton Beach 
established that we had left the hotel about 9 p.m. to drive up the 
lake to Desbarats, and thence crossing the ice again to Richards 
Landing. Stanley's next enquiries were to folks in Desbarats. Had 
anyone seen us around or pass through there? no one living near 
the lakeshore had seen or heard a car come off the lake that night. 
Then he decided we must be somewhere on the ice between 
Desbarats and Hilton, and in that storm and for that many hours, 
twelve or thirteen, we must be in dire straits, and urgent action 
was necessary. He contacted three owners of snowplanes who 
were all willing to attempt a search of the lake. Clarence Kent got 
his machine started but could get no further than his gate. Fred 
Rogers started up his motor, tried it out on the lake near his 
house, but could make no headway in the very deep, loose snow. 
Bob Langstaff at Desbarats tried to get out with his machine but 
could get nowhere. 

The only hope now of getting a search started lay with 
horses. More telephone calls for Stanley to make. He tried Lloyd 
Barber, of Desbarats, who was known to keep a sprightly team . 
Lloyd harnessed them up to his sleigh and got them to the ice, but 
they could not face that howling gale and he had to give up. Then 
Stan discovered that Dan McPhail, the Hilton mail carrier, had not 
attempted to drive his team to Desbarats to collect the mail 
because of the storm. Dan was enjoying a day at home and his 
horses having a day off in their warm stable when the S.O.S. 
came. Dan immediately got his team of big heavies hitched to his 
mail sleigh. By this time word of the missing travellers had spread 
all over the Island, and men, staying at home because they could 
do nothing outside in such a blizzard, were available for a search 
party. They were William Trainor, Lauchie MacDonald, Glyn 
Smith, Frank Brown, Maurice Brown. Albert Caufield and Russell 
McMinn, the churchwardens at St. John's, had done the work of 
organizing the party, with Roxie Smith aiding in provisioning the 
posse. Dan McPhail wanted to test out his team as to their willing
ness and ability to face the blizzard, so he drove a way up the 
Canoe Point Road before steering them on to the wide open 
frozen lake. But domestic animals capture the mood of their 
masters. Dan was good natured and easy going, and so were his 
two horses. They pulled the searchers on to the lake, but easy 
going and good natured or not, they just could not face directly 
into the wind and blinding snow. When they resisted Dan tried 
zig-zagging them and after what seemed ages to them the 
searchers sighted our deserted car. 



While the activity was going on and people were anxiously 
praying and waiting for news, we two were stumbling our way 
towards Hilton through the swirling snowflakes, and the ever
deepening snow. As I wrote, before cutting you off to take a look 
behind the scenes, for me a critical stage had arrived in our snow 
hike. When I told Emerson to go on alone, and , if he made it, to 
send someone out to look for me, he answered "I never heard you 
say you were licked yet." 

"I am now." 
"You're not." 

Not having strength nor ambition enough to fight with him, I 
got up out of the red willows patch and struggled after his already 
disappearing figure. In that storm, if you let three or four yards 
separate you, you disappear. If only we could see a building or a 
really big tree, we would have hope to keep us going. Presently it 
happened . A white spot showed up far in front and to the right of 
us. It must be something solid because it began to grow bigger. 
Within another half-hour or so we could see it was a boathouse 
on the very edge of the shore. Now I felt I could go on forever. The 
boathouse belonged to Mr. E.W. Shell's summer cottage, but 
there was a large-meshed wire fence around it, and this we had to 
climb over. We pulled and pushed each other over to the drift on 
the other side. Then we made our way out to the Canoe Point 
road deciding to call at the first house we came to and ask for 
something to eat. The house was Mr. and Mrs. Mcintyre's. They 
took us in, and Mrs. Mcintyre fried some bacon and eggs. 
Meanwhile we stood over the hot air register and shamelessly let 
the ice and snow drip off us. We had icicles on our eyelashes 
which had the effect of weighing down the eyelids, and we looked 
at Mrs. Mci ntyre after the manner of people with bifocals. I had no 
money w ith me, but Emerson gave Mrs. Mcintyre a small gift. We 
greatly appreciated her kindness, yet at the same time feeling 
ashamed to have knocked at her door begging. It only shows how 
desperate you can be when you are really cold and hungry. We 
had been walking for nearly four hours in the teeth of that 
howling blizzard on the wide open lake. It was while we were 
consuming Mrs. Mcintyre's bacon and eggs and feeling very 
snug and comfortable that we saw through the window a big 
sleigh with five or six men standing up on it. The sleigh was being 
drawn by a pair of heavy horses and was heading up the Canoe 
Point road . I know I said "What fools would be going into the bush 
on a day like this?" Emerson recognized the rig as Dan McPhail's. 
"Surely. " he said, "he is not going to try and get the mail. Do you 
suppose they are going to try to cut wood?" It was a mystery to us 



that a gang of men should have hitched up a team and ventured 
out for any purpose at all in a storm like that. 

We learned later that it was the search party heading out to 
look for us. 

Leaving Mrs. Mcintyre's we wandered rather aimlessly into 
the village of Hilton Beach. As we turned into the main street, we 
saw a lone figure standing in the middle of the road. He looked as 
if he had seen, or was going to see ghosts. He was crossing from 
his store to his house. It was Albert Caufield. As we came closer 
he called out "You fellows are just staggering. Come into the 
house." We went. Later Emerson left to spend the night with his 
cousin, Charles Wood and I spent the night at Caufield's. Next 
day, Tuesday, we set out to walk back to the Landing . The storm 
had not abated, the roads were heavily blocked and nothing was 
moving, but we set off on borrowed snowshoes. Emerson did not 
want to miss another day at the Creamery, and I was wondering 
how Pete Chesterfield was, so storm or no storm, we would make 
the effort to get back. We travelled via the I Line, 5th Sideroad, F & 
G, and 10th Sideroad. I say "travelled" because that was what we 
did when I was not sitting down with the snowshoes pointing to 
the clouds. We both had difficulties because the snow was too 
new, too loose, and too deep. Emerson , being much more 
experienced, did not trip himself up half as much as I did . As we 
reached the F & G Line, having come five miles, and having 
encountered only one other person, Cedric Eddy delivering milk, 
we had a welcome surprise. Gordon Cain was coming out of his 
father's driveway with a team and sleigh , bound for Richards 
Landing. He told us he would not have thought of putting his 
horses out in that storm and through those drifts if he had not run 
short of feed for them. He gave us a lift home. 

Eleven days later Emerson and Lloyd Barber, who took his 
team and sleigh, went out from Desbarats to retrieve the car. 
They had to search for it a long while before they spotted what 
they thought was a black hat lying on top of the snow. That was all 
that was visible of the car. It was almost totally buried. 

Mabel Trainor, the Sault Star Hilton correspondent, wrote a 
piece for the paper which was read by the diocesan secretary, 
Canon F.W. Colloton, and he wrote me, saying in part "You 
appear to have been in some danger. You really will have to be 
more careful." 

The day after our return Mr. Chesterfield died and I 
conducted his funeral on March 12th. He had been the Island's 
undertaker for a good many years. 



The summer of 1942 saw two visitors staying at the Maples, 
Jocelyn, with Mrs. Bell and her sister, Jennie. They were Madge 
McNabb, their neice, and a daughter of the Rev. Samuel Ferris, 
the first of the four Anglican priests to be buried in Jocelyn 
churchyard. Mrs. McNabb celebrated her 90th birthday on 
October 31st, 1984, in British Columbia. The other guest was Mrs. 
Kew, a sister of Canon Charles Piercy, who was the second 
resident Anglican clergyman on the Island. Piercy, you might 
say, extinguished himself by writing in the parish register in red 
ink this legend: "Mr. Fremlin takes Communion but he is not con
firmed." This inflamed one of Hilton's leading families. Mr. 
Fremlin was a Presbyterian, but his family all attended and 
supported the Anglican Church. It was some time after that the 
parish register disappeared. Miss Fremlin alleged that Mr. Piercy 
took it with him when he left in 1890 after a tenure of two years. 
There was a duplicate register kept by Mr. Beer, and which has 
survived, but it contains no entries for the ten years from 1888 to 
1898. 

In June, 1942, Bishop P.T. Rowe died at 85, having been 
Bishop of Alaska for 46 years. He was the Island's second 
incumbent from 1878 to 1881. At that time we were part of the 
Garden River mission. After Henry Beer's departure in 1888, the 
clergy popped in and out of St. Joseph Island in rapid succession 
until 1940, when I became the 25th incumbent since 1876. 

The year 1942 was marred by three tragic occurrences. I den 
Cornell was a young father of four children who died after a brief 
illness. He was only 32 and endeavoring to make a living on the 
west end of the A Line. I shall always remember the kindness, 
coupled with material assistance, showed to his family by Tom 
Barton and his brothers, who undertook the funeral. Later in the 
year, Oliver Barton's fami ly had their own personal tragedy when 
the youngest son, James, was killed while watering a team of 
horses at the Two Tree Ri ver on the A Line, and the team ran 
away. He was only 16. The third tragedy happened to a newly
wed couple from United States who had come to the Island on 
their honeymoon. They were both 21 years old and lived on a 
farm -- clean, straight, simple and lovable young people. And 
what was even more endearing about them, I thought, was the 
fact that they had brought the girl 's father with them. He had long 
wanted a hoHday, and the young folks felt that this was a good 
opportunity to have one. While it appeared an odd thing for a 
bride to take her father with her on her honeymoon, his presence 
turned out to be a Godsend for her. After a few days the 
bridegroom fell seriously ill with something ltke pneumonia and 
he passed away suddenly in the Landing hospital. 



Another untimely death of a young man occurred in March, 
1944, when Denzil Haight died in the Landing hospital at the age 
of 22. I had married him to Freda Still in November 1941. Denzil 
had joined the army in 1943 and was home on leave when Dr. 
Trefry operated on him for appendicitis. He went home, but in 
the matter of days he came down with a lung cold and was re
admitted to the hospital. His cGndition became serious and he 
passed away on March 20th. At his graveside in St. John's 
cemetery, Hilton, he was accorded full military honours. A 
Sergeant and about a dozen soldiers came up from Camp 
Borden. A firing party fired three volleys and a bugler sounded 
the Last Post and Reveille. The Canadian Legion members 
attended in a body. As padre of the Legion branch I escorted the 
coffin from the funeral home with Tom Barton. It was early spring 
and the roads were breaking up, and motor vehicles were getting 
bogged down. The hearse was a long vehicle and difficult to 
manoevre if it became stuck on the road. So Tom decided to drive 
across the ice from Desbarats, that route still fairly solid, though 
beginning to soften. About midway to Hilton there loomed up 
ahead of us a long fissure in the ice. The cleavage was about 
twelve to eighteen inches wide, easy e'nough to step or jump 
across, but the opposite edges were heaved up, and it looked as if 
we had a formidable problem confronting us. We even thought of 
removing the casket and sliding it across before attempting to put 
the hearse over. But once again the Lord was with those who call 
upon Him in their troubles, and the slight run at the gap carried 
the hearse over safely but looking back at it, one wondered how 
the back wheels did not drop into the open water. 

It was small wonder that the introduction of snow ploughed 
roads was hailed as a blessed improvement by the Islanders. But 
most blessings can be mixed with small disappointments, and 
one thing we missed after the roads became ploughed was the 
beautiful, pure, clean air there used to be when motor vehicles 
ceased to roam the roads. With year-round motoring now, 
sleighs and cutters have become museum pieces, and there is a 
most interesting exhibit in the Island museum donated by the 
Barton brothers. It is the box sleigh which they used as a hearse 
in the winter. The casket was placed inside the box, and the driver 
was perched up on an exposed seat. It was a great way to get full 
benefit of the fresh air. I think I shared a couple of journeys on this 
sleigh hearse with Maurice Barton and Bob Holmes. One of them 
was from the Landing to Tenby Bay. I well remember that one 
lasting two to three hours in heavy going. 

I had some chilly trips with Dr. Trefry on his travels to the foot 



of the Island, when only the warmth of our friendship kept us from 
freezing to death. On our way to Tenby Bay one day in sub zero 
weather with a strong east wind in our faces, we had just turned 
off the D Line on to the A, when the doctor asked me if I was warm 
enough. He repeated the question about every five minutes until 
the Harmony School. Each time I replied "Yes." But now we were 
in more exposed territory, and the question was changed to "Are 
you cold? " To this the answer given was "No." We were opposite 
Graydon Kent's house, when, having replied "No", a couple more 
times to Doc's question , he asked me to look at his face and see if 
he had small, white round patches on it. I told him there were two, 
one on each cheek. "Then," he said, "that means my face is frozen 
and you're a liar." And so I was. I don't think I had ever been so 
cold in all my life. The hot bricks we started out with as foot 
warmers were now cold, and that east wind seemed to go right 
through our thick wads of clothing. 

The doctor had one call to make before we reached Tenby 
Bay. At this log house I stayed in the cutter holding the horse 
while the patient was being visited. Usually the doctor made his 
visit and came out, and then I would go in. This time only he was 
to make the visit, and when he came out I pointed to the little 
house with part of the roof off, and the inside covered with snow. I 
said, "I don 't wonder people's bowels don't work when you see 
the kind of places they have to use." "Bah", said Doc., "You can't 
expect the ir bowels to work when their brains don 't work." I 
assumed another lecture had been delivered on eating habits and 
the evil of the frying pan. 

Our final call that day was to the home of the Levens family. 
The Levens were three people all over eighty, two brothers and 
their sister Maggie, who was a widow. They were characters from 
a bygone age, and Maggie was the outstanding one. Their sheer 
simplicity, lack of sophist ication, honesty and big-heartedness 
greatly impressed Dr. Trefry, and they became his pets in a 
special way . 

It was late when we arrived at their house. From upstairs we 
were loudly invited to come in and make ourselves at home. 
Maggie and Jack had gone to bed and Alex was sitting up in a 
chair downstairs sleeping . There was an open ladder like a 
stairway connecting the one downstairs room with the upstairs, 
and down this ladder came Maggie, backwards, with both hands 
and feet on the steps. She was in a long nightgown and smoking a 
corn cob pipe. During his examination of Alex, who was 89 years 
old, the doctor asked Maggie what nourishment he had been 
getting. Maggie said she had been giving him milk porridge. "Milk 



porridge!" exclaimed Doc. "What's that? I never heard of it." 
"It's flour mixed with milk,"replied Maggie. There ensued 

what can only be described as an ominous silence. Then Doc 
asked Maggie if she had any baking soda in the house. 

"What is it like?" asked Maggie, "and what's it for?" 
"It's white stuff and it's for me." 
"Air you goin' ter be sick, do.ctor?" 
"Yes." 
"What d'you reckon's goin' ter make you sick?" 
"Milk porridge." 
Maggie went to her little shelf cupboard and opened a door 

showing a row of small bottles. Not being able to .read, she had 
the doctor pick out one. Whether it contained baking soda or not I 
cannot say, but he took some, followed with a cup of water. It 
could have been aspirin. Before leaving he arranged for Alex to 
come to the hospital, and Maggie sent us off loaded with a bag of 
apples. 

Maggie had had a son who was also called Alex. Dr. Trefry 
brought this young man of 21 or so from Tenby Bay to the 
hospital one winter day with one arm around him to keep him 
from falling out of the cutter, and holding the reins with the other. 
It was nineteen miles from their house to Richards Landing. But 
young Alex was very ill, and never went home from the hospital. 
On the day of his funeral Maggie told Mrs. Gibbs at the post 
office, "Big day at our house today. We're burying young Alex 
and it's old Alex's birthday." 

The day came when old Alex died and Tom Barton drove me 
down to conduct the funeral, he being in charge of the under
taking duties. The service was in the Tenby Bay church, where 
two months previously the United Church minister had 
conducted a Harvest Thanksgiving service. Maggie Levens, as 
most folk knew her, was always called by her married name, Mrs. 
Steele, by Mrs. Rex Gibbs. Mrs. Steele then, according to Mrs. 
Gibbs, went to the post office to enquire about the Harvest 
Festival that was coming up. The postmistress told her what it 
was all about and added that the people who lived in the 
community would bring gifts of flowers, fruit and vegetables, and 
place them in the church as thankofferings. Well, said Maggie, 
she did not know about the flowers and vegetables as they hadn't 
much of a garden, but they did have apples. Would some apples 
be alright to bring? To quote Mrs. Gibbs: "When we got to the 
church that Sunday, we could hardly get in for apples. They were 
all over the place and some were on the seats." Maggie's reaction 
to the amazement expressed by the other church folk was "We 



was supposed to bring a thank offering to the Lord, wasn't we? 
Well, when I thank the Lord, I want to thank him real good." 

But to go back and finish what I started to tell about Alex' 
funeral. I think everyone in the small community was present. 
Maggie and her brother Jack sat in the front seat. She had on 
high, heavy work boots with thick woollen stockings showing at 
the tops, and into the top of one of the stockings she had stuck 
her corn cob pipe. We could not have any music as the squirrels 
had chewed through the pedal straps of the small organ, so we 
sang a couple of hymns with our naked voices. One of the hymns 
was "What a friend we have in Jesus." I thought to base a few 
words of consolation on it. I pointed out the difference between 
man 's judgment and God's judgment, saying that whereas men 
judged us from our outward appearance, but God looked into the 
heart and, therefore, what mattered was what God thought of us 
and not what other people thought. God could see the goodness 
in us when people could not. People might think so, but God did 
not think it was necessary to have a good education and possess 
wealth in order to be good. Yet goodness was the most important 
thing and sometimes this most important thing was in a person 
whom the people of the world thought was a nobody. 

At this point in the address Maggie was much moved, and 
started to cry into a large handkerchief, at the same time calling 
out "pore ole bugger, we never did treat him half right when he 
was alive." This outburst was the means of shortening the 
address, perhaps for fear of there being another, but really so as 
not to harrow the poor old soul's grief any further. At the 
graveside, where the casket was lowered before the committal 
rites began, as is the Anglican rule according to the Prayer Book, 
Maggie was quite composed, and insisted on hearing how every
one in Richards Landing was, and hoping they were all well, 
especially the "dear doctor". 

One of the sources of these memories is the Anglican Parish 
Paper which was our church reporter from March , 1942, to 
September, 1954. It began as a venture of faith. I never asked 
anybody for the money to pay for it. It was printed by Mr. Rickaby 
of Bruce Mines, and there was always money to pay for it. One by 
one, people came forward with donations, and although I paid for 
the first issue myself, it became self-supporting. There were 36 
issues altogether, an average of three a year, and its purpose was 
to be like a parish magazine on a small scale. I delivered it to 
everyone on the parish roll whether they came to church or not. 
Cost of mailing was very low then . It travelled far beyond the 
Island, and I once received a cheque for $100 from a lady in 



Michigan. It seemed an enormous sum in those days. The parish 
magazine is still a feature in England and the people there should 
thank God for it.These puny little weekly bulletins telling you 
what page the Creed is on, the hymn numbers and the rest of the 
order of service are hardly worth the time and money spent on 
them. 

Some folk have kept a whole set of our A.P.P., including two 
people who left the Island years ago but have now returned in 
their retirement. They do not go to church, but then, the church 
does not go to them, as it did in the old days. Perhaps we shall see 
a return to the visiting pastor and the forsaking of answering 
services and clergy offices complete with office hours. 

The October 1942 issue of the little paper contains mention 
of the brilliant scholastic successes of Noreen Rains, who took 
her senior matriculation with multiple first-class honours. She 
had previously won distinction by winning first prize in Ontario 
for an essay, written in French, on General de Gaulle's Free 
French Movement. From de Gaulle's Free French Committee, she 
received a decoration, the Cross of Lorraine. 

In July 1942 Bishop Kingston held his first confirmation at 
Richards Landing. There was only one candidate, Dr. Trefry, who 
came into the Anglican Church at the age of 48. I felt it must have 
taken some moral courage to be the only one to go up in front of 
the Bishop. His preparation for confirmat ion was even more 
unique. Most of his "lessons" were received while driving his 
horse and cutter with me on the other side of him. Once or twice 
we had a session in his house, and once in his car. He quite often 
queried his worthiness in taking this step in his life. None of us is 
worthy of God 's grace, but I have found that most adult people 
get that feeling while preparing for confirmation. Years later, at 
Little Current, we had a doctor who had been chief surgeon at the 
Sick Children's Hospital, Toronto, for many years until his 
retirement, and a barrister, an O.P.P. corporal, and a fire chief, in 
different confirmation classes. All these men wondered about 
their worthiness, so that my experience was that the more worthy 
the man was, the more he felt his unworthiness. Anyway all four 
of them became regular communicants, three served as 
churchwardens, and all of them became real pillars of the church. 
Two of them have died, but the O.P.P. officer now holds high rank 
in the police, and the lawyer is in a large practice in Southern 
Ontario . It is no secret what God can do once He gets hold of us . 

1943 was the second successive year we were able to have 
five services on Easter Day, ~ach taken by the incumbent. The 



day began with Holy Communion at Hilton at 8 a.m., then H.C. at 
Richards Landing at 9:30, and Jocelyn at 11 a.m. There were ten 
communicants at Hilton , eight at Richards and 18 at Jocelyn. The 
other two services were Evensong at Richards in the afternoon , 
and Hilton in the evening . There were good attendances at the 
latter two. At Little Current we had six services on Easter Day, and 
one year a sick communion was added . So it can be done. Easter 
was wonderful to me, for all my life I had spent practically all day 
in church on Easter. Every little church, no matter how small in 
numbers, should have service on the greater Holy days. 
Nowadays the outlook is different, not only in the Church, but in 
education , the medical profession, and almost every other walk 
of life. What counts today is numbers, money, and especially 
salaries. The needs of children and people are secondary 
considerations. During the depression of the 1930's, the clergy in 
Algoma diocese accepted a reduction in stipend. Whatever 
happened, no church was to be closed because it could not 
afford a pastor. 

I had another five-service Sunday later on, the three regulars, 
plus a funeral for Reg and Jean Furkey's baby, and then an 
evening trip to the Sault with three men to be confirmerl in St. 
Luke's Cathedral. This was a total mileage of 130 for the day. But I 
did not do any of the driving, thanks to Emerson Smith and Tom 
Barton. 

By the spring of 1943, there were 130 men and women in the 
uniform of the Armed Forces. Two families had four sons each in 
the Service . Mrs. McCarty, of Hilton, had three sons, one of whom 
Sergeant Air Gunner John McCarty, of the R.C.A.F. was reported 
missing on a bombing raid over Germany and never returned. 
Mrs. John Campbell had two sons and her daughter, Edna, 
serving . One son, William , was killed in Italy. The Alfred Simons 
family and the Ralph Nelson 's had four serving. The Tweedle 
famil y had three sons in action, and lost Charles of the R.C.A.F. , 
repo rted missing. John Simons was the one from that family who 
did not return . 

One of the duties of the clergy was to deliver the telegrams 
sent from Ottawa to the relatives of the casualties. In those 
wartime days the local telephone exchange was staffed by 
Eleanor and Erminie Smedley, whose kindness and never-failing 
courtesy will always be remembered. They were responsible for 
the delivery of the casualty messages. They passed on to me two 
of these , one for Mrs. Campbell , and one for Mr. and Mrs. Will 
McGregor, whose son Ross had been killed. Others who gave 
their lives were Reginald Smith, brother of Emerson; Arthur 



Wigmore, and Douglas Gapp, only child of August and 
Marguerite Gapp. Roy Bishop, Marcus Still and Rev. John 
Stewart, serving as Chaplain, were wounded. Roy's parents 
received a telegram stating he had been seriously wounded. 

Mention of the Smedley sisters leads memory on to the days 
of the North Shore Hockey league, when teams from Bar River, 
Desbarats, Bruce Mines, and St. Joseph Island played each other 
for the sheer sport of the game. I remember holding some office 
in the organization. I believe it was president or secretary. No 
matter. A good time was had by all. All the games were played on 
outdoor rinks, and if it happened to snow a bit during the game, 
the rink would have to be swept off between periods. The players, 
among others, would do this. The temperature was never too low 
for a game to be played, and always there would be a goodly band 
of supporters watching from behind the boards, a good many 
ladies among them, some wearing their husband's long johns. 
The fans would help to carry the players'. equipment, and I 
remember us walking the ice at Kensington Point carrying our 
players' hockey sticks and other gear. I think it was not wrong to 
mention how, on a particularly cold night, some of the men fans 
would retire between periods behind some convenient shelter 
and warm themselves up with a little something. There were 
skating rinks at Hilton, Jocelyn and Richards. The last named 
was situated somewhere near the present nursing home, and I 
can well remember Ira Holmes, at the age of 50, playing in a 
game. He had been through the first World War, but he could still 
show the younger players how to do it. The Island team had a 
solid defence pair in the Jagger brothers, Maurice and Allie. 
Though much of the actual results of the games is now forgotten, 
I can still, with the mind's eye, see the goal scored by Alan 
Rousseau at Bruce Mines. He was racing down the left wing and, 
when still along way out and in full flight, let fly a shot from an 
oblique angle that I consider the most glorious goal ever scored 
in my experience, not excepting the N.H.L. games seen on 
television . Occasionally Clyde Cumming came to the Landing 
games as leader of the shouting from behind the boards. He had a 
great voice, which was also much in demand at funerals at St. 
Mark's Church, where his reverent rendering of "The Old Rugged 
Cross" was often heard . In any case he was a member of the choir 
and sang solos at other services. But the Old Rugged Cross was 
his masterpiece. 

The fun of the hockey games in the.open air was all very jolly 
and healthy, but one North Shore game was marred by a sad 
occurrence. Eleanor Smedley was with the Island spectators, and 



during the game she suddenly collapsed and died. It was from 
Eleanor that I learned much about the North American birds, 
knowledge which I needed for passing on to the Boy Scouts. 
Happily Erminie is still with us to give us the annual delight of her 
magnificent flower garden. 

It was in 1943 that we could count in our Jocelyn 
congregation for the first time the presence of Mrs. Florence 
Orrell and her friends, Miss Mildred Turpin and Miss Sally 
Wheelock. They had been coming to their summer homes for 
some time before that, Mrs. Orrell from Detroit, and the Pinwheel 
girls" as they were affectionately called, from Chicago where 
they were school teachers. They became generous supporters of 
Jocelyn Church as well as close friends. Mrs. Orrell was the 
daughter of a Unitarian minister, but became a confirmed 
member of the Episcopalian (Anglican) church in the U.S.A. 
Later in life she became interested in the Unity and New 
International Thought movements which are akin to theosophy. 
The Pinwheels were not Episcopalians. The story of how they 
joined up with us is an odd one. Soon after I came here someone 
told Mrs. Orrell that it was awful what was going on at Jocelyn 
Church. This new minister was very high church. Intrigued by 
this information, Mrs. Orrell decided to go to Jocelyn Church and 
see for herself. That first Sunday she was impressed by the warm 
welcome she received from the congregation. But she could not 
discern any objectionable high church practices. Not only that, 
but she felt herself liking the service. So she consulted her 
Pinwheel friends, asking them if they would accompany her the 
following Sunday and give their views of the service. This 
happened and the Pinwheels agreed that not only was there 
nothing objectionably high church about the service, but, on the 
other hand, if the service was high church, they definitely liked it. 
Above all , the friendliness of the congregation completely won 
their hearts, and we had friends for life. During the winter of 1944 
the Pinwheel girls were confirmed by the Bishop of Chicago, and 
Mrs. Orrell became a worshipper at a church in Detroit, thus were 
added next summer three new communicants to Jocelyn 
Church. Clarence Kent visited Miss Turpin and Miss Wheelock at 
their home in North Carolina once or twice, and I have kept in 
touch with them. Clarence has now completed 47 years of 
continuous service as people's warden of Jocelyn Church . 



CHAPTER 8 

On a January day, 1945, Stanley came to the boarding house 
carrying a pick and two shovels. "How would you like a walk up to 
the church?" he asked. We went. On the way he explained the 
plan he had in mind for putting a basement under Emmanuel 
Church. He picked a spot on the north side of the church by the 
porch where we made a start to dig a hole. The church rested on 
the ground. There was no crawl space. We would have to dig a 
hole under the wall and excavate the earth by hand, like coal 
miners, until we could -shore up this one wall. It took Stan and I 
several mornings to get through enough of the hard frosted 
ground before we could make any headway with the shovels. 
There was a tree in the corner that proved a stubborn obstacle, 
but we both wanted to save it, and it was only when its far-flung 
roots impeded us so badly that we reluctantly decided to take it 
out. When we had excavated an opening wide enough and deep 
enough, we had to begin to plan on shoring up the wall. By this 
time our operation had begun to attract attention, and we soon 
had Tom Barton, Emerson Smith, and Bill Burnside as regular 
helpers. For many days we dug out the earth and removed rocks 
as we got down to the depth required. Maurice Barton and 
Clarence Kent came over and helped, and then Alvin Morton 
came. He watched the slow, laborious way of getting out the 
earth, went off and built a wooden skip for hauling out the earth 
and stones. Then Tom Barton, who was an experienced 
horseman, came up with the idea of using a horse to pull the skip. 
Dr. Trefry, now one of the churchwardens, had a little brown 
mare called Toots McGregor, and since he was anxious to get 
into the act , it was agreed to ask him for the loan of Toots. The 
doctor gladly went along , and we soon had a horse-drawn skip 
hauling out the earth, the entrance to the hole, which sloped 
upwards, being now large enough to allow a horse to come right 
inside. Doc did, however, warn us of the little mare's 
temperament. He said she could be very ugly, and had already 
kicked to pieces a couple of cutters. We also obtained the use of a 
cement mixer for the building of the walls and the laying of the 
floor, but, as spring approached, water began to seep in so much 
that water for the cement provided itself. It only had to be bailed 
up from the floor. There was a constant risk of a cave-in resulting 
from the seeping water, and everybody figured that the walls 
were finished not one day too soon. Bill Burnside had recently 
installed electricity as a memorial to his father and this proved a 
great blessing . The doctor's horse surprised us with her good 
behaviour and she performed beautifully for us under the 



guidance of Tom and Emerson. Therefore on the last day that 
Toots worked it was decided to stage a miniature p'arade down 
the main street to show the doctor what a nice little horse Toots 
McGregor was. The horse, drawing the skip with a couple 
standing on it went sedately down the road, the rest of us walking 
behind. All went well until we were opposite the doctor's house, 
then, without a hint of warning, Toots lifted up her hind legs and 
proceeded to kick the skip into small pieces. The two riders of the 
rig baled out with remarkable alacrity, and the rest could only 
gape as bits of Alvin Morton's skip flew through the air. There was 
nothing left of it. An oil burning furnace was installed at a cost of 
$180 and we now had a Sunday School room. · 

Later on the Jocelyn congregation put a basement under 
Holy Trinity Church. Again the labour was all gratis. This job was 
done under the leadership of Clarence Kent and Sam Henry, and 
they were valuably assisted by Tom Barton who brought his 
tractor on several days, for there were some huge rocks to be 
moved. The other volunteer workers were Frank Crowder, Robert 
and Cy~il Bishop; Russell, Burley, Douglas and Jack Campbell; 
Karl Young, Ron Kent, Maurice Barton, Lloyd Moore, Joe Barton 
and Fred Donaghue. An oil furnace was installed and the 
basement room used for Sunday School and church gatherings. 
Following this work, ·two stone pillars embracing a double gate 
were erected at the churchyard entrance and the posts wired for 
the installation of globular lights. 

Reading through the parish papers one cannot but be 
impressed by the amount of voluntary work given to the church, 
and the list of gifts for the improvement as well as the beauti
fication of the church grounds and buildings. During the hard 
times of the 1930's when people had little money, they never gave 
up giving of their time and labour to help their neighbours and to 
keep their little churches going. I remember encountering one 
winter day, on the Base Line, a farmer with a team and sleigh 
carrying a load of turnips in bags. He said he himself was short of 
potatoes and a neighbour needed some turnips, so he was 
exchanging a load of turnips for a few bags of potatoes. He told 
me " it's more than likely we won't see the green back of a dollar 
bill this winter." 

Dr. Trefry understood this situation and that was one big 
reason he set up his community medicine system. Another 
reason was because he knew that many people were still paying 
off old doctor's bills incurred before he came. He was lecturing 
me on this theme while we were riding home from Hilton in his 
one-horse open sleigh in the middle of the night. He had spent 



some time discussing his scheme with the Reeve of Hilton Town
ship, Ralph Nelson. This was at the home of Ralph 's mother. I was 
visiting at Albert Caufield's. Just after midnight Albert put out the 
light as we prepared to go to bed. At the same time there was a 
knock on the door. Dr. Trefry had sent a message. He was very 
tired, so would I mind riding back the eleven miles to Richards 
Landing with him. When I got round lo Mrs. Nelson's Doc was 

.already hitching up his famous 20-year-old stallion, Calumet. He 
had been up all the night before, and now he felt so tired that he 
was afraid that he would fall asleep on the way home. It happened 
to be one of the coldest nights of that winter. Mrs. Nelson's therm
ometer read 20 degrees below zero F. I was sorry for poor old 
Calumet, having trotted around all day pulling a heavily loaded 
sleigh, and now enjoying a pleasant sleep in a warm stable, but 
now having to turn out in the early hours of the morning to face 
another long pull in the bitterest winds and a long trail of 
unpacked snow. The going was hard for the horse, pulling a 
double load and plunging knee deep in snow at every step, and he 
snorted and panted a good deal. Gradually, he slackened down 
to a slow walk, and I got out and walked for half a mile or so. It was 
a glorious moonlit night but the trees cracked with frost. We were 
opposite Bob Harten's farm on the I Line having come about five 
miles, when suddenly Calumet decided he had had eriough and 
he pulled over to the side and quietly lay down in the ditch. He 
may have fallen, but it looked too deliberate for a fall. Now the 
pantomime began. First I had to extricate Doc from the snow and 
the tangled reins, for I had been thrown out on top of him when 
the sleigh upset and he was face down. Clambering back to the 
road we stood gazing into the face of Calumet which was plain to 
see in the bright moonlight. The horse lay quite still, though 
breathing heavily. He was on his side so that only one of his eyes 
was visible. He had lovely large brown eyes which gave him a 
most intelligent look when he was standing upright. But now his 
one visible eye, flooded with moonshine, had a glazed 
appearance. 

"Do you think he's dying, Mr. Dixon ," asked Doc. 
"Surely you are more likely to know the signs of approaching 

death than I am." 
"But what do you think?" 
"I don 't know." 
"We had better ·soon know samething." 

With that Doc knelt down, put his arm atound Calumet's neck and 
kissed him goodbye, telling him what a.good horse he had been.. 
and how much he loved him. Did I' think there was a heaven for 
horses? Yes, I did, and I also knew there was a hell for them, too, 



and that hell was being routed out of a warm stable ·from a gooq 
sleep, in the middle of the niglit, to transport two great lumoxes 
eleven miles by sleigh through deep, unpacked snow. It was quite 
a speech at 2 o'clock in the morning, standing in the middle of the 
road trying to breathe in the rarefied-air of 20 below zero and with 
snow in my boots, but it gave birth to an idea. Why not unhook 
Calumet from the cutter? It would have to be done sooner or later. 
Doc could see no useful purpose in it just then, but it would be 
doing something. So Calumet was unhitched, still lying quietly 
but not breathing heavily any more; and the moment he felt the 
harn·ess slacken he jumped out of the ditch. The doctor, with 
amazing presence of mind, lurched forward in a movement 
resembling a football tackle and grabbed the reins as the old 
stallion started down the road, and I believe he would have gone 
all the way home like that with his master walking behind. But I 
felt equally certain that he would not pull that cutter with us two 
aboard another yard, not that night at least. There was still about 
five miles to go. 

We were right outside Bob Harten's house, and whether he 
heard the commotion outside or had to get up for some other 
reason, I do not know, but a light came on. We d.ecided to call on 
Bob. He could take ~s in for the rest of the night but he had no 
accommodation for the horse. He suggested we try John 
Jackson, a few yards up the road: Up to Jackson's we went, Doc 
leading Calumet. Banging on his door brought John's head out of 
an upstairs bedroom window. Yes, he could find a place for the 
horse. Downstairs he c~me, half dressed and drowsy, and 
wanting to know what our trouble was. He had his father-in-law's 
stallion, Mac, in the barn and the doctor's horse could have the 
space next to him. Then Doc and I walked back to Harten's where 
we found Mrs. Harten now up. She made us some tea and said we 
could settle ourselves for the rest of the night downstairs where 
there was a couch and a comfortable armchair. But Doc was in a 
talkati ve mood, and we kept them talking for a long time, and then 
he wanted a cigare.tte badly (a year or two later he became a 
strong opponent of cigarette smoking). No cigarettes were 
available, but I had some pipe tobacco. He could not have a 
smoke unless someone had some papers. Mrs. Harten asked 
whether butter wrapping paper would do, and fetched a couple of 
sheets. I thought we could make a cigarette of sorts with th is, but 
we needed something to bind the paper onto the tobacco. Bob 
Harten then pointed to a pan of solid glue waiting on the stove to 
be melted. This, we thought, would be the very thing. So Bob 
heated .it up enough to make a little liquid. Rolling the tobacco in 



a piece of butter paper and binding it with glue, I produced 
something between a sausage and a cigar, about eight inches 
long. Doc took it. lit it, and began to draw on it. Very soon the 
doctor was complaining of a horrible smell in the room. It was the 
action of the burning tobacco on the glued paper, so the alteged 
cigarette was thrown into the fire, making a worse smell. The 
Hartens went to bed and the doctor -and I eventually went off to 
sleep. I remember how tt.e young Harten children came tip toeing 
into the room next morning, pointing and whispering about those 
two men sleeping with their clothes on. Mrs. Harten made us 
some breakfast and we went to collect Calumet which had been 
fed and watered by John Jackson. Doc hitched him to the cutter 
and he pulled us into Richards Landing without any further ado. 

Enough has already been written to show that the life of a 
rural doctor and a rura l priest can be adventurous. But if both of 
them like what they are doing they can commit themselves cheer
fully to whatever task falls to their lot. In the letters of 
commendation sent by the Council of Jerusalem to the 
Christians at Antioch, Paul arid Barnabas are described as "Men 
that have hazarded their lives for the name of our Lord Jesus 
Christ." (Acts. 15 v. 26). Christians are hazarding their lives today 
in the communist countries. But even if there is no danger to be 
faced, one should give to one's job everything he has. Dr. Trefry 
did this. Danger and money were the two things that concerned 
him the least. Twice he could have been drowned, once in a 
flooded ditch and once on treacherous ice in Gawas Bay. Only 
the sagacity of his horses saved him at Gawas. At Christmas time 
he dressed up in a Santa Claus suit and drove to the farthest 
points of the Island, giving out presents to the families with young 
children. This was really Santa in a one-horse open sleigh, and 
the one occasion I went with him he seemed to get more 
enjoyment than some of the children. I think it was a bit too real 
for some of the smaller ones and they were frightened. 

His surgical successes were a bye-word, especially his 
saving the leg of a man which had been badly crushed in an 
accident while working on the f~rry. Always he had the 
assistance of the Red Cross nurses, who, in those days, did 
courageous work at these Northern Ontario Outpost Hospitals. 
But his skill and ability was apt to be doubted by folk who came 
from large sophisticated cities. I am thinking of the man whose 
wife fractured a thigh while vacationV.g on the Island. She was 
brought to the Landing hospital where Dr. Trefry was waiting to 
admit her. As .he explained it to me, it was necessary to allow the 
swelling to subside before p\Jtting on a cast, but the husband 
expected that this would be done immediately. So there he was, 



in a great stew, marching up and down the corridor, expressing 
hjs views on the drawbacks of these small country hospitals. If 
only there was somebody who knew what to do, he went on, . if 
only he could get his wife to a specialist. Could a specialist be 
fetched? 

I happened to be going into the hospital just as Dr. Trefry was 
bursting out the door as if the place were on fire. "Specialist," he 
. shouted at me, "he wants a specialist. Listen, I'll tell you what I am 
going to do. I'm going to have a board made with H.S. Trefry, 
M.D., F.R.C.P. and all that stuff, specialist in finger aches on it. 
Then I'll put up a brass plate on the other side with H.S. Trefry, 
M.D., F.R.C.P., and all that stuff, specialist in warts, pimples and 
boils on it. Then somebody will think I know something." 

Thinking of hazards reminds me of the lady who had a horse 
which was taking a course of medicine. Her husband being away, 
she asked me if I would come and give this horse his daily dose 
from a bottle. I would have to be careful because he was an "ugly 
old devil" and he was apt to kick me out of the barn. I had never 
dosed an animal before although long ago I had seen men do it. 
So I entered the stall in fear and trembling. The moment I shut the 
door behind me the horse jumped forward. "See what I mean," 
said the lady who had come to watch, "he tried to kick you." When 
he turned his head in response to a few coaxing words, I raised 
the bottle, wonderirtg how to get his jaws open, when he opened 
them up himself and I only had. to pour the stuff in. "You just 
missed getting -kicked," said the lady. "No, I didn't, his feet went 
the...,wrong way, he acted as if he expected a bash instead of the 
few k·ind words and something to drink." The lady held her peace. 

Another would-be hazard was my proposed visit to an old 
bachelor living alone in a log cabin away off on the edge of the 
bush. There was no doubt he was a bit eccentric, but he was also 
very poor. Instead of windows he had rows of glass bottles for 
letting in the light. These were plastered to the sills. More than· 
one person said he was such a recluse that if anyone attempted to 
call on him he would emerge with a rifle, and would probably 
shoot if that caller persisted in coming closer. Whether he would 
shoot anybody or hot had yet to be proved, but there was one 
sure way of finding out. I went to see him. He must have been 
watching through his bottled window for he was out to meet me 
before I was fifty yards off. He had no gun, but stood and talked 
from a distance, a lonely old man with nothing much to say. He 
used to make periodic trips to Kentvale store, carrying home his 
provisions in a sack. It was when he was overdue for one of these 
trips that Clarence Kent went down to his little house and found 
him lying dead. Joe was 78 years old. 



CHAPTER 9 

On August 28th, 1946, Edna_Campbell and I were married in 
Jocelyn Church by one of my predecessors, Rev. J.D. Wall. The 
Rev. S. Pearson, fromWhiteRivercamedowntobebestman,and 
the Rev. H.P. Hilbish, of Chicago, gave the homily. Alice Bishop 
was Edna's bridesmaid. The service was a nuptial mass, that is, 
the Communion Service combined with the marriage service. Fr. 
Wall was celebrant while Fr. Hilbish and Fr. Pearson assisted. 
Mrs. Humphrey Young with whom I had stayed for the past year 
or two was the organist, and she offered us the use of her house 
for the f.irst few days. The remainaer of our short holiday was 
spent at the Pinwheel cottage, and while there, two couples came 
to be married. 

For the wedding service Mrs. Orrell loaned us two handsome 
brass candlesticks which originally adorned a Russian Orthodox 
cathedral. When we returned the candlesticks, Mrs. Orrell gave 
them back to us as a present. That wedding was the· first nuptial 
Communion service at Holy Trinity, and, I believe, the first time 
lighted candles had been used on the altar. St. John's, Hilton 
Beach, was the only Island church that had altar candles when I 
came in 1940. I was told that Island Anglicans were opposed to 
popish customs and usages ·and, for instance, that old John 
Campbell , Edna's grandfather, would turn over in his grave if 
candles ever appeared on the altar of Jocelyn Church. Therefore 
I was in a hurry to remove them after the wedding. The following 
Sunday Mrs. F.B. Kent, Clarence's mother, asked me what 
happened to those candlesticks, they looked so ni.ce on the altar. 
I had to explain that they were loaned just for the wedding, and I 
did not mean to leave them on because I did not wish to be the 
cause of Mr. Campbell turning in his grave. This gave her a smile, 
but I could tell she was thinking. Anyway, after the Rev. J.D. Wall 
died in 1948, the young people's club of Holy Trinity donated a 
pair of brass candlesticks to the church in his memory. Later, 
1950. Mrs. Edna O'Fiynn gave altar candlesticks to Emmanuel 
Church . 

Mrs. Kent gave a new baptismal font to Holy Trinity in 
memory of her husband; Mr. F.B. Kent MM, and Mrs. Orrell gave 
the new oak doors and provided for new cement steps. T.tlese 
gifts were d~dicated by Bishop Wright in 1946. In 1951 a new 
altar, given by Clarence Kent in memory of his mother was 
dedicated. 



CHAPTER10 

The year 1947 was . notable for the coming to Richards 
Landing of Ada Tranter, and for Stanley's part in this we can only 
give thanks, for she has proved a blessing, not oniy to the 
Anglican Church , but to the whole Island. She is a sister of a 
remarkable man, The Right Rev. James A. Watton, who became 
Archbishop of Moosonee and Metropolitan of Ontario in 
succession to Archbishop Wright. I call him remarkable because 
only having heard him speak twice publicly I can still , after a lapse 
of many years , remember most of what he said. A third occasion 
was at Stanley 's funeral service in Emmanuel Church when he 
recited the whole of I Corinthians 15, v 12 onwards from memory. 
They are such grand words and Archbishop Watton delivered 
them with their full , beautiful meaning. His sister is no less 
remarkable for her talents in the arts as well as her devotion to the 
church and community. In 1949 she organized a Sunday School 
and Little Helpers group and soon there were 35 helpers and 30 
children on the Sunday School roll . Members of the 
congregation rallied round and took turns at conveying the 
country children back and forth . Ada had been organist at the 
church in Southampton, and when she left, the church gave her 
the organ as a present and she, in turn, gave the organ to 
Emmanuel Church.- Another organ has secceeded that one and 
Ada has been organist for 37 years. 

After one year Emmanuel Sunday School brought 
distinction t9 the parish by winning the Bishop's shield. This was 
the award for the Sunday School achieving the highest standing 
in Algoma diocese in the Canadian Church religious exam
ination . The pupils who brought this distinction were seven boys 
of Mrs. Tranter 's class. Kenneth Ward and John Tingley had first 
class honours ; Clarence Reed, Danny Kernaghan and Jim Gill 
(the United Church minister's son) had second class honours . 
Merl Reed and William Brayley had good passes. The exam was 
designed for pupils aged 11 and 12, but Bill Brayley was only 
eight years old . For the previous two years the shield had been 
won by the large town parish of St. John 's, North Bay. 

In addition to her many-sided activities Mrs. Tranter also 
found time to direct a three-act play put on by parish members . 
No one has more deserved the award of the Ontario Bicentennial 
medal which she received in 1984. 

The church bought back the former parsonage for $3 ,000 in 
1946, but the owner afterwards regretted selling it , and asked if 
she might stay on and live w ith us . Th is caused delay in our 
movi ng in and we had some furn iture waiting on the verandah . 



One very wet night Douglas Campbell and myself went over and 
simply moved it in. Meanwhile we had been staying at Edna's 
home. There was much tidying up to be done, and this included 
the grounds --and the expulsion of a friendly rat. 

One day, as I was cutting down some b·alm trees at the foot of 
the garden, my next door neighbour, Rev. Harold Kennedy, the 
United Church minister, came rushing over to make sure that I 
was not also going to cut down the white birch trees. It was none 
of his business, was it? Yes, it was. It is everybody's business to 
protest vandalism, whether on public or private property. I was 
certainly not going to take down those lovely trees, and it pleased 
me to know that he also was another of the many admirers of the 
picturesque birch tree. His successor in the Manse was not a 
countryman but he wanted to maintain the garden in the same 
condition as the Kennedys had kept it. One morning he arrived at 
the door in a great dither. He had discovered poison ivy growing 
in the garden. Harold Kennedy, I told him, was too good a 
gardener to have allowed poison ivy to spring up, and -1 was 
curious to have a look at what he took to be that plant. The 
minister pointed out a whole row of it, a row of strawberry plants. 
He was going to dig them up and burn them. Then he asked me 
about potatoes. Did the potatoes grow on the plant above the 
ground or did they grow underneath it? Never mind, he was a 
wonderful preacher. 

On July 7th, 1947, our baby son was born, only to live for two 
days, though perfectly developed. Fortunately our good friend, 
Fr. Hilbish was holidaying on the Island and he came to the 
hospital and baptised him, and when the struggle for breath came 
to an end next day, Fr. Harry was on hand bringing us strong 
consolation. The baby's second name was Harry, which was also 
my father's and my own second name. When Leonard Barton 
came to the house about funeral arrangements, I told him that the 
baby had been baptised. His first names were now Christian 
names in a real sense. He was a meln~r of Christ's flock as well 
as a member of our family, and he was entitled to the full Christian 
burial service. This was held in Jocelyn Church and conducted 
by Fr. Hilbish. Leonard was kindness itself and made his services 
a free gift. Jocelyn W.A., and Y.P.C. also made us generous gifts. 

In May 1948 a. week-long mission was held in the parish, 
conducted by Fr. R.J. Morley, of the Cowtey Father's Monastery 
at Bracebridge. Daily Communion Services were held alternately 
in the three churches, with an evening gathering every night in 
Jocelyn Church. Having a monk staying with us for a week was· 
not only a new experience, irwas a revelation. Fr. Morley was a 



soldier in the first world war and became a major. He still had his 
soldierly bearing, and I can still picture him, precisely at the same 
moment each morning, ·marching to the bathroom armed with 
razor and towel and clad in blazing red shorts . This was an eye
opener to Edna and me. We had always pictured monastic people 
as wearing nothing that was not black, but they love colour, too, 
even if it has to be hidden. Mrs. Humphrey Young and Ada 
Tranter were the organists . A year or two later Fr. Morley was 
drowned while crossing one of the Muskoka lakes in an outboard · 
motor boat on his way to hold services on a Sunday. We had a one 
day retreat later on at Jocelyn and this was conducted by Fr. 
Hilbish. 

Out of the usual in the way of church services was the open 
air one we had at Beech Beach where Mrs. Orrell had a cottage. I 
think it became an annual event. At this first one in the summer of 
1951 I baptised in the lake the twin sons of Mr. and Mrs. Fred 
Fischer. There was a Communion service with 34 communicants 
and 165 people present altogether. Dean Gowan Williams, of 
Glen Ellyn , Illinois, was the preacher, and the Rev. F.J. Fullwood 
assisted . Mrs. Orrell afterwards provided refreshments. 

One does not hear of bees being held these days, but they 
have been much in evidence on this Island . Annual wood and 
threshing bees were held on almost every farm. The men of the 
church held a wood bee for the parsonage, and another 
gathering of volunteer workers held a bee to erect a garage for 
our car. Clarence Kent and Sam Henry masterminded the job and 
the other workers were Frank Crowder, Robert Bishop, Stanley 
Tranter, Alvin Morton , Stanley Hunt, Peter Etchells, William 
Young, Emerson Smith , Burley Campbell and Jack Campbell. 
The lumber for the garage was donated by Douglas Campbell 
and his brother Jack. 

For fou r months in 1949 I was in England visiting my parents , 
my mother being ill with cancer from which she miraculously 
recovered , flew out to Tasmania at the age of 87 by herself, my 
father having died, and there she died at the home of my 
youngest sister at the age of 91 ; in 1971. While in England I 
attended , at Bishop Wright's request, the annual meeting of the 
Algoma Association at which the Bishop of Oxford presided . 
There I met again Bishop Roxborough Smith and , with him , I was 
one of the speakers . During my absence the Island parish was in 
charge of Rev. C.J. Passey, who stayed with his wife at the 
parsonage. 

During the next year the Bishop appointed me Rural Dean of 



Algoma, the first time this appointment had come to the Island 
since Mr. Beer held the office in 1886. Later that year, or the next, 
Bishop Wright asked me to preach the sermon at an Ordination 
service at St. John's Church , in the Sault , and the next th ing he 
did was to ask me to take charge of the Fort William parish of St. 
Luke for three months while the rector was in England. It was 
there we met David and Gwen Pattison . David later became a 
teacher at the high school in Richards Landing , and when Ada 
Tranter formed a choir they bec~me valuable members of it. 

The year 1953 saw many more gifts to the church and im
provements to buildings and grounds. Great gifts of labour were 
given , notably on Jocelyn churchyard under the leadership of 
Clarence Kent and Sam Henry. The Jocelyn churchwardens , 
Clarence Kent and William Young conducted two ·church 
services, one at Hilton , in addition to their manual work ~ Mr. and 
Mrs. R.T. Holland gave a processional cross to Emmanuel 
Church, and Danny Kernaghan became the first crucifer. The 
laymen put on a chicken supper for which Dave Boyle and his son 
Ross donated 25 chickens. The canvass for chickens produced 
one amusing incident. One farmer offered some c~ickens, but 
the canvassers must catch them first, which they did. 

. The Sunday School at Richards L.anding continued to 
flourish, under the strong influence of Ada Tranter, Deirdre 
Barton, Helen Powis and Margaret Morton. The choir increased 
in numbers and quality under Ada's direction. I remember her 
teaching us men to sing the tenor and bass of "Breathe on me, 
breath of God ." In the parish paper for Christmas 1953 I wrote 
that we hoped Merl Reed would develop into the extra tenor we 
needed. At present Roy Bishop was carrying all the tenor, and 
doing it extremely well. Vaughan Wilford was reading the 
lessons, thus leaving singing to other voices . Vaughan was one of 
those returned soldiers who had found it hard to settle down to 
civilian life. He and his wife came to the Island when Vaughan 
obtained a position on the high school teaching staff. He was an 
Oxford M.A. , and had been a major in the army. Later he entered 
Bishop's College, Lennoxville , Quebec , to study for the ministry , 
and was ordained in the Quebec diocese. I attended his 
ordination. He returned to England and was rector of a parish in 
Lincolnshire, where he died of cancer several years ago. His 
grandfather, Sir Thomas Wilford , had been governor-general of 
New Zealand , and his brother, Sir Michael Wilford recently 
retired as British ambassador to Japan . After Vaughan 's death , 
Mrs. Wilfred came back to Canada and now lives in Alberta . 

"They will know what they don 't have when I'm no longer 
here," said Dr. Trefry, as he came out of a cow barn where he had 



treated a sick heifer. "That man said there was sickness on his 
farm. so I came out thinking it was his wife or one of the children . . 
But no, it was one of his animals," he went on. "Such a cute li~tle 
heifer it was, and he sure couldn't afford to lose it. But I hate like 
hell to be sucked in like that." It was now my turn to pay my 
respects to the family, so I handed over the reins of the waiting 
horse to Doc. I could not be sure of a warm welcome after hearing 
the vociferous monologue Doc had delivered when h&· 
discovered his patient was to be a cow, but it turned out friendly 
enough , but the man, who did not look strong enough to be a 
farmer, was obviously shaken up. It was foolish to be deceitful 
w ith Doc. If a poor man like that farmer had told him on the 
telephone that he was worried about a sick cow, Doc would have 
gone out anyway. He answered, as far as I can be sure , all the 
calls to sick animals, be they horses, cattle , cats or dogs, and his 
fee was always the same-- nothing . Edna and I had a cat which 
developed a cancer in its ear. We took it to the young Australian 
Vet in the Sault, and he operated on the ear and removed the 
tumor. It was a delicate operation skilfully performed , but within a 
year the cat became very ill again , and we took him to Dr. Trefry 
who put him to sleep . · 

There was a humane society on the Island for a few years and 
I was its president for one year. Mrs. Bell of the Maples, Jocelyn , 
was its founder, and most of the meetings were held at her home. 
Walter Haight was the society's inspector. This society did not 
put sick or unwanted pets to sleep, for it had no facilities , but Mrs . 
Bell was accustomed to go to the Sault humane society's shelter 
and assist in the euthanasia of cats . 



CHAPTER 11 

Some scattered reminiscences come to mind n<?w, though 
they are unconnected. On a day in hunting seasol'} one year, I had 
planned all morning to go out to Jocelyn in the afternoon for 
some visits, but just before leaving, the strongest feeling came 
over me to go to Hilton instead. Call it a hunch or usomething 
seemed to tell me!', it was like the ·prompting of an inner Voice, 
and it was strong and urging. So I went to Hilton instead. Outside 
the post office I was met by three men, who said, uWhere did you 
come from? We have just sent a message up to the Landklg 
asking you to come down and see poor old Mrs. Rico let. We didn't 
know you were here already." I explained that i had only just 
arrived in response to an ·urgent feeling that someone was in 
troub.le in Hilton . They made the normal reply that that was a 
lucky thing to h@ve happened. Then they broke the news that 
Mrs. Ricolet's son, Herbert, who lived with her, and was her sole > 
support, had dropped dead in the bush while hunting deer. Some 
other·men were carrying him o.ut on an improvised stretcher, and 
I had only just arrived in time to be with his mother, who was very 

.deaf. 

It is one thing to know the Bible, another thing to believe it, 
and yet another thing to pay attention to it. Did not ~he Lord speak 
to His people ·in · Old Testament times? When did He stop 
speaking to us? He never did, and when at last He spoke to us by 
His Son, it was made plain that God had always been with his 
people, leading, guiding and instructing them. All the years that It 
read the Gospel for Christmas Day that opening verse of 
Hebrews, chapter one, never ceased to be a moving experience. 
Here it is: "God, Who at sundry times and in divers manners hath 
in times past spoken unto the fathers by the prophets, hath in 
these last days spoken to us by His Son." My point is that the 
prophets were men who paid attention to what God was ·telling 
them and passed it onr If I had been an Isaiah or Jeremiah I would 
have said, UThe word of the Lord came unto me saying, do npt go 
to Jocelyn today, for I command· you td go to Hilton and there it 
shall be told y.ou what you must do." Though I may have thought 
of it as a "hunch" or an inner urge I know very well that it was 
obviously God's will for me to go to Hilton that day. Look what 
happened to the prophet "Jonah when God told him to go to 
Nlnevah and preacb against the wickedness of the people. He 
was scared, disobeyed God, and pllid ~is pdssage on a ship going 
to Tarshish. A dreadful storm arose and the s(lilors cast lots to 
find out who had brought this evil on them. The lot fell on Jonah, 
the sailors threw him overboard, and he would have drowned but 



God caused a huge fish to swallow him, and after three days of 
misery and wailing out his penetance, God spoke to the fish and , 
reading from Jonah 2, v.1 0, it vomited out Jonah upon the dry 
land . 

Tom Barton has reminded me of an occurrence whfch I had 
completely forgotten, but is worth recording as an example of the 
road conditions over 40 years ago. A two month old baby had 
died in his crib at his home at Ten by Bay while his mother was out 
of the room for but a short time. First, Tom drove Dr. Trefry down 
to the house with his horse and buggy. It was April , 1947, when 
the spring break-up was at its worst and neither car nor sleigh 
could be used. Because the little one's death was sudden , it was 
necessary to report it to the police. Next day Tom drove down the 
two police officers who had to make a report, and on the third day 
he drove me down the 19 miles to take the burial service. Because 
his sleigh hearse could not be used, he had to strap the baby's 
casket to the back of the buggy and in this embarrassing way we 
had to make the journey. 

Spring break-up and muddy roads reminds me of another 
April when Edna was driving m.e back from Hilton. We came upon 
Maurice Jagger and Thomas Wood with their half-ton truck stuck 
fast in a mud hole stretching the width of the road . Our littie Ford 
coupe pulled them qut, and they said they would get help to see 
us through the hole. We said we would try it on our own first. They 
doubted if we could , but Edna surprised them by sailing right 
through. 



CHAPTER 12 

A parsonage receives a good many calls and callers, and now 
and then an odd one. We had a most unusual one in the summer 
of 1953. There came to the door a nice looking young man, 
somewhere in his late twenties, I judged, and dressed in holiday 
clothes. He introduced himself as a Jewish rabbi who had the 
pastorate of a synagogue in Chicago. He had just arrived with his 
wife and children and their maid to spend a holiday at Hilton 
Beach. He had a problem and wondered if I could see any way out 
of it. He came to me~ he said, because he understood that I was 
the minister of the nglican Church at Hilton and he knew that 
the Anglican Churc was the same as the Episc.opal Church of 
the U.S.A. They were both part of the Church of England, so that 
a confirmed member of the American Episcopal Church was 
entitled to receive Communion in a Canadian Anglica·n Church. I 
said he was quite right about all that, but what was his problem? 
He was coming to that, he said. "Now~·. he proceeded . "our maid 
is an Episcopalian and a good one. She goes to church and takes 
Communion every Sunday." 

"Then she will be able to make her communions at St. John 's 
Church, Hilton," I said. I still could not imagine what his problem 
was, so I asked him outright what it was. 

"My problem", he said, "is the maid." 
"The maid?" 
"Yes, the maid." 
"Surely a devout church woman such as you have described 

cannot be a problem?" 
"There is nothing wrong with her, and we are all very fond of 

her, and we have brought up here to have, we hope, a happy 
holiday. She has never been to Canada before .":and this will be 
quite an experience for her." 

"I think, from what you say, it will be her own fault if she does 
not have a good time." 

"It may not be her own fault." 
"Why?" 
"Because she's black." 
Then it all came out. The rabbi feared his black maid would 

not be accepted by an all-white congregation . Would they want 
to take communion alongside her at the altar rail? It appeared to 
him such an intimate service . Yet the good girl would be very 
unhappy if she could not make her communions . 

I was ready to burst on hearing this . I told him that I knew th e 
congregation at Hilton would give this lady a warm welcome . 
They would find it unthinkable to shun anyone new in their 
congregation , let alone a fellow communicant . The young rabb i 



looked so relieved, and said he would drive his maid to church for 
her first service and sit with her. He did this and afterwards I had 
him introduce the girl to the congregation, which he did, calling 
the girl a friend of the family. The St. John's folk showed her 
wonderful kindness and hospitality, and the rabbi invited Edna 
and me to call on him. He was so patently earnest and sincere , 
and I shall always remember him as a fine Jewish gentleman. 

Ladies as well as gentlemen abounded on the Island, though 
most of them were poor. It would be an invidious task to set out to 
name all the ones I met, but I will mention the three ladies who 
boarded and put up with me in my first six years. First, there was 
Linda Richardson, Mrs. Raymond Rains and lastly, Barbara 
Young, and they all acted as friends rather than landladies, and 
Mrs. Humphrey Young was my second mother. It is Mrs. Young's 
sister whom ·l want to select for special mention as being outside 
the ordinary run of people. She was Ethel Dunn, who lived with 
her husband, Dan, and their only son, Douglas, in a house in the 
woods away off from the K Line. It was remotely situated but 
Ethel loved the seclusion and the peace and all her little friends of 
the wilds. She was 16 when hec parents brought the young family 
'to Canada from Felixstowe, in Suffolk, England. They had been 
accustomed to living in a large house with their own servants. 
Ethel often spoke of her nanny and the nursery and the many 
comforts and advantages they had. Her father had been in 
business as a coachbuilder, but the coming of the motor car 

·meant the going out of the coach builder. Ethel never entered into 
the life around her but lived in her mind in England. "I hate 
Canada", ~he said to me once, and entertained me with her violin 

. and a disc;ussibn of Shakespeare's plays. She tutored her only 
ch.ild, Douglas, at home, and I believe that he never went to any 
schooJ. When Edna and I called on her, we were rebuked for 
knocking at the back door. Only the tradesmen came to the back 
door, we were told ; social callers should come to the front door. 

Dan Dunn had a fine apple orchard which presented a 
glorious sight at blooming time. It was also a great attraction to 
the wild birds which became her friends. Ethel studied them and 
learned about them from her bird books. She had a feeding tray 
on her window sill so that she could more closely observe them. 
There was a woodpeckP-r which, if he found no food on the tray, 
would peck at the window until something was forthcoming . She 
was in the act of telling me this, when the woodpecker came and 
pecked at the window. Seeing is believing . It was at that window 
that I saw for the first time the rare chestnut-sided warbler. It was 
flitting about the apple blossoms catching flies . 



As her sister, Bessie, that is, Mrs. Humphrey Young, lived so 
close Ethel did have someone who could keep her posted with 
current events, but this was mostly done by telephone. When I 
was in England in 1949, I visited Ethel's brother at Feering, in 
Essex, where he had a large nurseryman and seedman's 
business. I can still see those acres of sweet peas in full bloom. 
Sam Catt had returned to England' from Canada, Ethel Dunn was 
84 when she died in January 1953. She had lived 68 years in 
Canada, and was over 70 when I first met her. 



CHAPTER 13 

They grow them big in Australia, and Wilfred Powis was one 
of them, a typical Australian , tall , muscular, and ruggedly 
handsome. He had l ived some years in England before the 
second worl d war, in whi ch he served as a battlefie ld soldier for 
most of the duration. This giant of a man, who seemed to dwarf 
most of us, even our own tall men, carne to the Island after his 
marriage to Helen Smith , and settled on the farm where Helen still 
lives. When I first met him I thought him brusque in speech, dour 
in manner, and one who could not care less about what you 
thought of him. Added to his blue eyes and lightish brown hair 
was an open and honest face. 

One lovely early spring day Dr. Trefry and I were returning 
from a cutter journey. The roads were nearly bare of snow, but 
not far enough gone for the use of motor vehicles. This day was 
warm and balmy, the sky cloudless, and the sun high and strong . 
Both of us felt snug and comfortable. God was in His world and all 
was well. We were all right, Jack. The really great thing was the 
sheer purity of the air, unpolluted by gasoline fumes for the past 
three months. 

As we drew near to the Powis farm, we could see that the fast
melting snow, unabJe to flow through the frozen culvert in front of 
the house, had caused bad flooding. Wilfred was out there 
slaving away with a shovel in an attem pt to let the flood water 
drain away. As he stood there up to his knees in mud, we drove 
by. I called out cheerfully "Lovely morning, Wilfred ." "Lovely is 
it?" he replied. "It's lovely to be two great lummoxes with nothing 
better to do than ride around the country watching other poor 
devils slaving their insides out." 

We did not stop. Doc 's horse that day was Grey Ghost, a 
beautiful high-standing creature with a long, flowing grey tail to 
match the rest of its body. It had formerly been a racehorse, and 
once into its fast trotting stride, it did not like to be halted . 

"What 's a lummox, Mr. Dixon?" asked Doc. 
"A fat, useless, lazy lout. " 
"Well, if you want to be one that 's up to you . I don 't know wh y 

you bother wi th that man." 
"He's my idea of a real man." 
"And he's my idea of a real tart. " 
" He intrigues me," I said. 
"Well , you don 't need to think you intrigue me, because you 

don 't , and that 's all there is to it ." Then to the horse: "Get up you 
lazy maggot. " 



He then turned his back on me, as far as it is possible to turn 
in a cutter with two men riding in it , and the rest of the mile and a 
half into Richards Landing was made in silence. With the journey 
over, there came a noticeable change of climate. The Grey Ghost 
was transformed from a maggot into his master's dear old pal. I 
was promoted from Mr. Dixon to parson. Wilfred Powis was not 
on the list. 

The 1950 confirmation class at Emmanuel Church was under 
way when , one day during the summer, I lifted the telephone 
receiver to hear a deep, belligerent voice ask , "What do I have to 
do to become confirmed?" It was Wilfred. I knew he was the only 
man on his farm and it was hay-making time, so would he be able 
to find time to come to classes? There and then I offered to come 
to his house once a week for his instruction. At the first session he 
had just come in from his evening chores and sat down at the 
living room table smoking a cigarette. I figured he hadn 't had 
much ot an opportunity to enjoy a smoke since coming from the 
barn , so I began the lesson. "Wait, " he said , ''I'm going to put this 
out ," at the same time proceeding to stub the cigarette. I said , 
"Why don't you finish it? " H is reply was characteristic . "You don 't 
smoke in the Lord's presence, do you? He's here, isn 't he? You 're 
his representative." I said , " If you never insult the Lord any worse 
than by smoking a cigarette, you will not do too badly. " 

"Right is right and wrong is wrong, so out she goes," he said . 
And suiting the action to his words he vio lently squashed the 
cigarette. 

I felt that his confirmation was going to mean a great deal to 
him , and that he would indeed carry out the Christian 's vow to 
continue Christ 's faithful soldier and servant unto his life 's end . 

The confirmation service in Emmanuel Church on that 
OctobP.r day in 1950 was a moving experience . There were 10 
candidates, five of whom were adults . Arch bishop Wright (then 
Bishop) , himself a big man , physically as well a·s in al l other 
respects , left the bishop's chai r and stood up to co nfirm Wilfred 
so that he could move more conveniently to lay hands on his 
head. Dr. Trefry was in the congregation , which was nothing 
unusual since he was in church every Sunday as a r0od church
warden should be. But this was more than an unusual occasion 
for him and he was visibly moved . As the Bishop greeted th e 
candidates and congregation afterwards I looked on at an unfor
gettable sight outs ide the church door. Wilfred and Dr. Trefry 's 
hands locked together, two pairs of blue eyes gazing at each 
other, were in an imated conversation , though Wilfred was doing 
most of the li stening . I wish I· could recall the doctor's words to 



Wilfred but I remember the gist of them. The doctor never 
thought he would live to see a day like that , but what Wilfred had 
done that day made him more glad and more proud than V'{ilfred 
would ever know. So when Wilfred released the doctor's hand 
from his vise-like grip, they went down the church steps 
together. Their togetherness remained permanent for Wilfred 
became a regular church attender and his strong, melodious 
voice became a feature of the hymn singing. 

The Christian life is full of mystery. Perhaps we should say it 
is fraught with mystery. We believe that the Lord answers our 
prayers , and that if we pray for sick people they will recover ; and 
we know that they do not always recover. We know also that we 
should listen to God 's Voice and that we should seek His will , yet 
we do not always perceive that will. But there are times when it 
appears that God is saying to us "Get out of the way." 

On the morning of December 29th , 1951 , I was outside the 
back of the parsonage splitting firewood . It was a slack time of the 
year and wood chopping was a relaxation . It was a cold , frosty 
morning with the ground well snow covered, but clear and calm . 
Suddenly the figure of a man burst around the corner of the 
house. He was hatless, had no topcoat on, and I think he had no 
mitts or gloves either. It was Dr. Trefry, and he was in a state of 
great excitement. All in one breath, it seemed, he poured out the 
following intelligence: " I've got Wilt Powis in the hospital with 
only 24 hours to live. I operated on his pancreas last night, and 
stuff like milk came out, and there 's nothing can be done. He's a 
young man of 38 with a wife and two little children , and he hasn 't 
made a will . I want you to come down right away and give him the 
last rites of the church , and get him to make his will ." It is easy 
enough to describe my reaction to this piece of news but difficult , 
if not impossible, to explain it, and far less to justify it by human 
standards. I was absolutely unmoved. I could not be bothered . I 
felt it was a nuisance. 

" Doc," I said , " I haven 't shaved , I haven't had lunch yet. I will 
come down later on ." 

If I had hurled a bomb there could hardly have been a greater 
explosion . 

" Not shaved, not had lunch , and a man is dying , can 't come. 
Good God , I don 't know, I just don 't know," he raved , looking up 
to the sky and waving his arms. Off he went , and I sauntered back 
indoors. Still unenthused by the whole thing , I dressed up a bit , 
wai ted for lunch , and leisurely strolled down to the hospital in 
mid-afternoon . feeling bored . Doc was pacing up and down 
outside when I got there . "Where 's your Communion things? " he 



asked, seeing me empty-handed, "and don't forget you have to
get him to make his will." 

"Oh, Doc, Wilfred can make his Communion up there in the 
church with the rest of us as soon as he gets out, and that goes for 
his will, too." 

Up went the balloon. Roared Doc, "You are the damnedest 
thing for a minister I ever saw." He dashed off and disappeared 
somewhere, while I dragged myself nonchalantly into the 
hospital. Wilfred was deeply asleep, perhaps unconscious, or 
even in a coma. I was quite unconcerned. I may have brought 
something with me to his bedside, I don't know, but certainly I 
said nothing out loud. Coming out of his room, I saw his wife, 
Helen, walk the corridor with a handkerchief to her face. I 
marched boldly up to her, like a sentry at Buckingham Palace, put 
a hand on each of her shoulders with a light squeeze and said, 
pointing to the handkerchief, "Put that away, Helen, Wilfred is 
going to be all right." She replied, tearfully, that she was praying 
all the time, and so were the two girls. I said: "Good, you go on 
praying, all three of you. The prayers of children are strong. I will 
be praying too." 

Next day, Wilfred having survived 24 hours since his 
operation; at least I presumed so, for I had not bothered to find 
out, I yawned, "Ho-hum, I suppose I had better drag myself down 
to the hospital, or that doctor will be awfully mad at me." I met 
said doctor on the way and could not resist getting in a rub . "So 
Wilfred has lived 24 hours," I said. "Yes, he has, but he won't live 
another 24. I have looked up some medical journals, and I find 
that there was one, perhaps two, like this that did survive 24 
hours, but none at all that lived 48 hours. So now you know, and 
those figures are for the whole of the North American continent. " 

I found Wilfred awake just as a nurse was coming in carrying 
a plate with a piece of Christmas cake on it. "Is that for him?" I 
asked. "Yes, it won't hurt him," she said . It was none of my 
business what a patient was given to eat, but I did think rich 
Christmas cake with fruit and nuts was off the beat for a man 
getting over an abdominal operation - but then he was not 
expected to live more than some hours. 

After some light talk, Wilfred said to me, "Aren't you going to 
do your stuff?" Perversely feigning ignorance I said "What stuff?" 
He said "Aren't you supposed to say a prayer or read the Bible or 
something?" 

I said: "When I was in yesterday I prayed for you." 
"I didn't hear you." 
"You didn't have to, the prayer was said to God, not to you. 



There would not be much sense in praying to you, would there? 
The prayer was for you, not to you." 

"So, that is how it goes, eh?" 
"Yes, you bet it does." 
He smiled. However, we did have some audible prayers on 

this occasion, Wilfred himself leading in the Lord's Prayer, and 1 
also quoted some pieces from St. John's Gospel, but I had neither 
prayer book or Bible with me. Nor did I have the Communion 
vessels and vestments, and certainly not a will form . 

Three weeks after his operation Wilfred Powis climbed on 
the roof of his house pouring pails of water down a chimney to 
put out a fire. As his wife, Helen, said, he had fifteen good years 
after he came out of the hospital in 1952. It transpired that the day 
after the operation, there arrived in Dr. Trefry's mail an American 
medical magazine, one of which he seldom looked at right away. 
On this day, as the mail was being placed on the table, either the 
doctor, or Mrs. Trefry was idly thumbing through the magazine, 
or else it simply flipped open. Anyhow it fell open at a page where 
there was an article headed "Pancreas". Dr. Trefry read the article 
and Helen remembers him running into the hospital in a hurry 
and giving urgent instructions to the nurses. I remember Mrs. 
Trefry telling me about the magazine and its article, but, strange 
as it may seem, I n~ver discussed it with the doctor and he never 
mentioned it to me, although I am sure he got from it the inform
ation needed to save Powis. Helen remembers that one thing he 
told the nurses was to inject a saline solution to counteract the 
sugar. I understood that magazine article dealt with a newly-dis
covered treatment for the pancreas. 

Certainly I had to wonder at my own strange conduct. Surely 
it was disgraceful. I had always believed in responding 
immediately to sick calls, taking Communion to the dying and 
commending their souls to God, and trying to uphold those about 
to be bereaved . 

Here was a man I greatly liked, and a doctor whose concern 
and compassion could not have been greater; yet I could not even 
get interested, and I obstructed the doctor whom I greatly 
admired. What a fool and a humbug I would have felt if, after so 
brashly telling this man's wife that he was going to be all right, I 
should find myself conducting his burial service three days later. 
This attitude was beyond my control, simply because God had 
taken control of the situation. He had told me to get out of the way 
because He was in command. He would cause something to 
happen which we mortals would call a coincidence. Not that I 
heard any inner voice or saw any vision, alii have given is my own 



feeble understanding of the matter. Dr. Trefry said he believed 
Wilfred was restored through the prayers that were offered. 
Certainly, whatever the Lord planned to do, He would expect His 
people to pray for him , for "the prayer of a righteous man availeth 
much ," and the prayers of two little girls under 10 years old would 
avail very much. 

Wilfred further endeared him'self when he refused a party of 
hunters to come on his land to shoot at a flock of wild geese 
which had landed in a field and were resting on their migratory 
journey to the south . In the mid-1950's he died at the early age of 
55 . He came in from the barn one day feeling and looking very ill . 
He had an aneurysm and in the ambulance on the way to the 
hospital, he said, "I want Dixon. " Helen told me this when she 
telephoned to me at Little Current to say he had passed on . I 
came up for his funeral , and had the opportunity and priv ilege of 
paying a tribute to him at the service. 



CHAPTER14 

The last unusual encounter Edna and I had before leaving St. 
Jospeh for Manitoulin Island was in the summer of 1954. We were 
returning from a visit to our future home. It was about 11 o 'clock 
at night , as we were coming through the village of Spanish, that 
we saw a tall young man with a packsack on the roadside trying to 
hitch hike . We picked him up, at the same time wondering how he 
expected to get a ride so late at night. People had become wary of 
picking up strangers after dark. He wanted to reach the Sault 
where he had an address he could go to, but we would be leaving 
the highway to the Sault at the turn-off to the Island, and would be 
obliged to drop him off there, still 30 miles from the address he 
was going to. It seemed a hard thing to leave him stranded there 
in the middle of the night. A thought came into my rnind , but I 
suppressed it. Edna's brother had been killed in the war by the 
Germans so how would she feel about offering any further 
hospitality to this young man? We did not know he was a recent 
immigrant from Germany until he was in the car. He told us a 
good deal about himself, saying that he was a qualified precision 
tool maker , that his father had been an officer in the army before 
Hitler came to power, that hi~ father had openly opposed the 
Hitler regime and that his family had suffered in consequence . 
Anyway , that was his story. Edna herself solved the problem 
when we reached the turn-off by inviting Peter to spend the night 
with us. It was really a Christian solution . Next day we took him to 
the Sault, and met t~e people with whom he had been in touch . 
The man was also a German immigrant, married to a red-haired 
Russian wife , and a dentist by profession. At that time he was 
working as a house painter, and it came as a big shock to Peter to 
learn that he could not expect employment as a precision too l 
maker immediately. He would have to take whatever work he 
could get , and hope to practice his own profession eventually. 
The dentist's wife was a very amiable person and at once took a 
motherly interest in Peter. The reeve of Jocelyn , Bill Young, gave 
Pete r about 10 days work in his hay field before he left for 
Thunder Bay. While he was with us at the parsonage, Peter 
entertained us with stories and imitations of the Nazi leaders in 
their radio speeches . 

Another n, : :;,arable event that took place toward the end of 
our stay on the Island was the week's mission I conducted for 
Rev . Arthur Privett at St . John 's Indian Church , Garden River. I 
had met Indian people during my incumbency of Espanola , but 
th is was the firs t close association we had with them . My ove r-all 
impression gained during the mission was that they were very 



spiritual people, aware of the activity of evil spirits, as well as their 
devotion · to the Great Spirit. Two memorable events happened 
during the week. About 2 o'clock one morning the rectory 
telephone rang bringing Arthur Privett on the run from his bed. A 
lady whose young son had died a year or so before was troubled 
by his presence in her bedroom. There he was, and he would not 
go away, would the minister come and tell him to leave his mother 
in peace. I went with Fr. Privett, but stayed downstairs while he 
went up to the mother's room, said some prayers and simply bade 
the son to go away. Before the mission ended this lady 
announced that her son had not returned. 

The other event was a wake service for a person who had 
died. It was the first time in my life that I had been to a wake. This 
one, like the many others I attended later on Manitoulin Island, 
was a solemn and reverent occasion. At the Garden River one we 
sat around the walls on benches and chairs. In the middle of the 
room there was a table with a large glass jug full of lemonade or 
some fruit drink like that. Sitting up to the table was a man wth a 
hymn book who acted as precentor, starting the singing and 
leading it. Scripture messages were read by Fr. Privett and both 
he and I said prayers and gave brief addresses. We left about 
midnight, but the wake continued and some stayed the whole 
night. It seemed to me that only the precentor drank the 
lemonade. It was not served to the watchers. I do not remember a 
lunch being served at the wake, perhaps there was one. On 
Manitoulin there was invariably lunch provided about midnight. 

That same year an outdoor service was held under the giant 
pine trees on the Garden River reservat ion by the Algoma 
Deanery Laymen's Association, with which Stan ley Tranter and 
Dr. Tre_fry were actively connected, so there was present a goodly 
contingent of us from the Island. The sermon was preached by 
Canon J.A. Watton, standing, as he said, in the shoes of the 
bishop for whom he was substituti ng. Afterwards he had his own 
bishop's shoes and became Archbishop of Moosonee. 

Eventually, on August 31st, 1954 Ed na and I left St. Joseph to 
take up the parish of Little Current. We remained there for 24 
years until my retirement in 1978. 
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