The men-only fishing teips, which often
mcluded Greendad's ather two sons, Nor-
manand William, continued for a dozen
years. Just geteing to the Jake was a two-
day expedition. You could count on at
leiast 10 or 11 flat tires before you arrived.
‘T'he route glorified hy the name Highway
35 was in tact a one-lune dirl track with
turn-affs every so far. If you met & car
coming the other way, one of vou had to
hack up to the nearest turn-off to make
room [or the ather one to pass. The men
parked their truck and camped at the
public camping ground on Little Hawk
where Oakview Lodge is now.

Fishing was their chiel activily and
only passion. One old family photo after
another shows men and boys proudly
holding up serings of catches. To give
themselves as much scope as possible, the
Pinch men kept boats on each of the Jakes
un the chain ahove Little Hawk—Clear.
Paint, and Kennisis- and portaged the
onuthoard motor between them.

In 1924, Pa(a.k.a, Warren, hut nobody
called him that) decided it was time o
bring the family: his wife Ethel and their
six children— led, Horrell, Gerry (beteer
known as Chub), Elsie, Bill. and Alan.
For the next seven summers, the family
stayed in Sam Davis's boathouse at the
witter's edge next to the campground.

(Ethe] Pinch had been a Barnardo
¢hild, onc of thousands of English child-
ren sent out to the colonics in the late
19(Kr's as indentured labour, Most were
orphans, but Ethel and her sister be-
longed to a family that was too poor to
keep them. [he g@rls came 1o Canada
when they were ahout edght and ten yeurs
old. Lventually Ethel and Warren were
married in Coboconk.)

In 1930, Pa {Warren) decided there was
no use continuing Lo ey Lo make a living
as a farmer in the Newcastle-Bowman-
ville area, So he sold the latest of several

Cleveland, the hometown his father had
left around 1905. But that meant the

* family needed a more. cstablished place

up heie. So,in 1931, Pa decided to build a
cottage,

In those days. being poor didn't keep
vou from cottaging. The Pinches may
have had to scrimp and save to huy gas
for the car and the boat, But land prices
were still reasonable. compared with the
wages of the day, and there was scope for
ingenuity and hard work to muke up the
ditference hetween what you needed and
what you had in your pocket.

For $30, Pa purchased some Crown
land ncar the public campground at the
end of the logging rond (now the paved
route in to Little Hawk) and, with his
brother William and his son Ted, built
the cottage known as Fisherman's Para-
dise. t was the original time-sharing
plan: euch man and his family would have
it for ane of the three summer months
June, July, or Augusi, The only problem
was, whoever got to use it in June didn’t
want to leave at the end of the month to
make room [or the next one.

At the same time Pa bought the lot for
the cottage, he was offered all the land at
that end of the luke for $100. His response
is now part of family legend: “What
would I do with all that land™ he asked.
But as time went on, he figured out what
he conld have done with it and set about
to make up for his mistake. One person
could not buy maore than one parcel of
Crown land, So Pa used everybody's
name in the family—including the sisters-
in-law—in arder to purchasc more pro-
periy.

The lumber compuany which had a
camp on Mcl.aughlin's Bay said he could
huve any of their logs that escaped the
boom on the way across the luke, So Pa
salvaged stray logs, trucked them down
to the mill at Carnarvon to he cut into

coltages an the various pieces of land he'd
bought in evervbody else’s names. They
weren't fancy places, more like fishing
camps, but they sold well—to his brother
William and his nephew Bruce, to the
Finneys, Fosters. Welburns, and Moguins.

Most of Pa Pinch's cottages are atill
standing-—as is Fisherman’s Paradise,
although it has changed hands many
times over the years. Unfortunately, all
but one of the dinosaurs and monslers
that he fashioned out of driftwood are
gone fram in front of the cottage, as is the
big totem pole he put up with places for
pictures of each of his six children carved
into the waod.

The log cabin that his second son
Haorrell built by himselfin 1939 with help
from Bobby Davis is still standing. al-

at ldle Rock, up the lake,

In the fall of 1942, Pu's eldest son Ted
remarried, and he and his bride Jean
honeymooned that October in Harrell's
log cabin. The following summer, Ted
and Jean and the two children of his first
marriage, David and Sally who had
both taken their first steps at Fisherman's
Paradise - staved in the old boathouse
that Pa and Ethel had first used with their
brood. It was only about 10 fest by 12 und
one ¢orner was taken up with outhoard
motors for the fishing boats, When two
more children, Flsic and Rick. came
along, it got pretly erowded. So Ted built
a lean-to out the back with a bunk-bed-
the top far the girls and the bottom for

{more on page 10}

Before Highway 35 was rebuilt in the mid-1930°s as a Depression work project, this
is what travellers like Ted Pinch has to 1ook forward (oo, The road was only one
lane wide with no room for passing. Turn-offs were provided every so far so that
one car could pull over (o make room for the other. The trip from Lake Ontario was
a two-day expedition involving up to # dozen flat tires along the way.




Thc men-only hshmgtnps which often
included Greendad's ather two sons, Nor-
-.man and Wilbam, continued for a dozen
years. Just getting to the Jake wis a two-
day expedition. You could count on at
least 10or 11 flat tires before you arrived.
‘T'he route glorified by the name Highway
35 was in tact & one-lane dirl track with
turn-affs every so far. If you met & car
coming the other way, one of you had to
back up to the nearest turn-off to make
room for the ather one to pass. The men
parked their truck and camped at the
public camping ground on Little Hawk
where Oakview Lodge is now.

Fishing was their chiel activily and
only passion. One old family photo after
another shows men and boys proudly
halding up strings of catches. To give
themselves as much scope as possible, the
Pinch men kept boats on each of the Jakes
on the chain ahave Little Hawk—Clear.
Paint, and Kennisis- and portaged the
ocuthoard motor between them.

In 1924, Pa(a.k.a, Warren, hut nobody
called him that) decided it was time (o
bring the family: his wife Ethel and their
ix children— led, Horrell, Gerry (hetter
known as Chub), Elsie, Bill, und Alan.
For the next seven summers, the family
stayed in Sam Davis’s boathouse at the
witer's edge next to the campground.

(Ethel Pinch had been a Barnardo
¢child, one of thousands of English child-
ren s¢nt out to the colonics in the late
19007s a5 indentured labour, Most were
orphans, but Ethel and her sister be-
Jonged to a family that was oo poor to
keep them. Ihe grls came o Canada
when they were ahout eight and ten vears
old. Eventually Ethel and Warren were
married in Coboconk.)

In 1930, Pa (Warren) decided there was
no use continuing lo tey Lo make a living
as a farmer in the Newcastle-Bowman-
ville urea, So he sold the latest of several

Cleveland, the hametown his father had
left around 1905. But that meant the
family nceded a more. established place
up heie. So, in 1931, Pa decided to build &
cottage.

In those days, being poor didn't keep
vou from cottaging. The Pinches may
have had to scrimp and save to huy gas
for the car and the boat, But land prices
were still reasonable. compared with the
wages of the day, and there was scope for
ingenuity and hard work to make up the
difference between what you needed and
what you had in your pucket.

For $30, Pa purchased some Crown
land near the public campground at the
end of the logging road (now the paved
route in to Little Hawk) and, with his
brother William and his son Ted, built
the cottage known as Fisherman's Para-
dise. Tt was the original time-sharing
plan: euch mun and his family would have
it for anc of the three summer months
June, July, or August, The only problem
wis, whoever got to use it in June didn’t
want to leave at the end of the month to
ke rovm for the next one.

At the same time Pa bought the lot for
the cottage, he was offered all the land at
that end of the lake for $100. His response
is now part of family legend: “What
would I do with all that land™ he asked.
But as time went an, he figured out what
he conld have done with it and set about
to make up for his mistake, One person
could not buy mare than onc parcel of
Crown land. So Pa uvsed everybody's
nume in the family—including the sisters-
in-law—in arder to purchase more pro-
periy.

The lumber company which had a
camp on Mcl.aughlin's Bay said he could
have any of their logs that escaped the
boom on the way across the Jake, So Pa
salvaged stray logs. trucked them down
to the mill at Carnarvon ta he ¢ut into

coltages an the various pieces of land he'd
bought in everybody else’s names. They
wepen't fancy places, more like fishing
camps, but they sold well—to his brother
William and his nephew Bruce, to the
Finneys, Fosters, Welburns, and Moguins.

Most of Pa Pinch's cottages are still
standing-—as is Fisherman’s Paradise,
although it hus changed hands many
times over the yvears. Unfortunately, all
but one of the dinosaurs and monslers
thut he fashioned out of driftwood are
gone from in front of the cottage, as is the
big totem pole he put up with places for
pictures of each of his s1x children carved
into the wood.

The log cabin thut his second son
Harrell built by himselfin 1939 with help
from Bobby Davis is still standing, al-

I

at ldle Rock, up the lake,

In the tall of 1942, Pu’s eldest son Ted
remarried, and he and his bride Jean
honeymooned that October in Harrell's
log cabin. The following summer, Ted
and Jean and the two children of his first
marriage, David and Sally ~who had
both taken their first steps at Fisherman's
Paradise - staved in the old boathouse
that Paand Ethel had first used with their
brood. It was only about 10 fext by 12 and
one corner was taken up with outhoard
motors for the {ishing boats. When two
more children, Elsic and Rick. came
along, it got pretty crowded. So Ted built
a lean-to out the back with a bunk-bed-
the top for the girls and the bottom tor

{more on page 10}

Before Highway 35 was rebuilt in the mid-1930°s as a Depression work project. this
is what travellers like Ted Pinch has to 1ook forward too. The road was only one
lane wide with no room for passing. Turn-offs were provided every 5o far so that
one car could pull over (0 make room for the other. The trip from Lake Ontario was
a two-day expedition involving up to # dozen flat tires along the way.
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Area traffic encouraged Pinches to relocate

{from page 9)

the boys.

In 1946, Ted Lore the boathouse down
at the request of Pete Sawyer, who had
huilt Oakview Todge a few years hefore,
and moved it further along the shore.
There he and Jean and their youngsiers
spent the next 12 summers. Eventually

the presence of OQakview Lodge and T.ittle
Huwk Resord right next door created 100
much traffic for Pa and Fthel. So, in the
early 1950, they sold Fisherman's Para-
dise and moved into the cabin Pa had
built nearhy for his daughter Elsie, who
stil] spends her summers there, inspile of
her 70 wears.

(Pete Sawyer is a legendary figurc on
Litile Hawk Iake {or those whose memo-

it’s a little hard to tell
which meal of the day
“Greendad” Pinch, his
sons Norman and War-
ren, and a Mr. Hudlett
(below) were enjoying
on this day in 1920, The
items on the table in-
clude Kellogg's Toasted
Corn Flakes, Beehive
Comn Syrup, Heinz Baked
Beans, corn on the cob,
an apple, and what look
like two wine bottles.
The totem pole (right)
was built by Warren
Pinch and set up oul-
side Fisherman's Para-
dise. The squares near
the hotiom were made
to hold pictures of his
| 8$ix children.

ries go back far enough. Apparently he
had wanted to buy Queenic Juhnson's
place, a little genera) store right beside the
public campground. But Evelyn Hewitt
beat him to it and built Little Hawk
Resort. Pele retaliated by building Oak-
view Lodge right on (he public camp-
ground which was, of course, illegal. In
the end, he paid whatever fine the authori-
{ics imposed and got mnta a litelong feud

with the Hewitts,
story.)

But that's another

This is the first of iwa instalmenis about
the Pinch family on Litrle Hawk Take
and the eighth in a series of articles aboul
cortaging on the lokes of Haliburton
County. Next week: Ted and Jean finally
get their own conage.
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Hooked on Little Hawk

The next generation

by Susan Wilson | . AT oy ? ; G

The scory of the Pinch family on Little
Hawk lLake goes back o 1912 when
Warren (Pa) Pinch und his father, Alpha
Omega Pinch, first came from the New-
casile area on the shores of Lake Ontario
10 fish the lakes of Haliburton, Tast
week’s instalment told the story from that
first teip up to abous 1950, around the
time whem most conaging fumilies in
Haliburion were just getting started. The
story picks up this week as Po's oldest
con. Ted, und his family finally get a
cortage of their own.

For 16 summers, beginning in 1942,
Ted and Jean Pinch and the children—
first David and Sally, then Elsie, then
Rick —had stayed in the old boathouse
near Fisherman's Paradise, the cottage
Pahad builtin 1931 near the government
dock on Little Hawk Luake, The boathouse
was barely 10 by 12 and one corner was
taken up with the motors for the fishing
boats, fishing being the main reason the
Pinch men came to Little Hawk.

Ted und Jean weren't “free” to buy

land and build their own place beeause ' ;N

ther names were tied up in one of Pa’s il .

land deals, {One person couldn't huy : P e T IR ey i — o

more than one picce of Crown land, Jean Plnc_h, second from left. her daughter Elsic und son-in-law Peter Nelson, and her grandchildren Teigh, Cooper,and Pam
When Pa figured ont he could makesome are the third, fourth, and fifth generations of Pinches on Little Hawk Lake, Behind them are the gardens that her late hushand |
money by building cottages and selling Ted Pinch grew and tended. The dry rock walls along the shoreline are also part of Ted’s handiwork.

them to folks from the ¢ity, he used the
wame of meervone in the family to acquire  lay off the company. He was kind of an One year, the Pinches arrived in the  and Torontu. Pa's sister Elsic. now in her

ot VTS



money by building cottages and selling
them to folks from the city, he used the
pame of evervone in the family to acquire
parcels of land around the lake.) Finally,
in 1958, Pa sold the particular piece of
land that had Ted und Jean's name on it
to the Fosters, and for S300 they bought
150 feel in a little bay on the big central
island that divides Big Hawk from Little
Hawk.

The cottage Ted built sits on an illusory
plateau created al the bottom of the very
steep hillside. "When we bought it, the
shoreline was a jumble of rocks and
driftwood,” says Jean, “Ted designed the
cortage and, after hauling some hig houl-
ders out of the way, built it with each of
the four corners on a rock. The cottage
isn’t big, but we can sleep 12 if we have
‘0.“

Creating a useful dwelling on the rocky
hillside, along with the necessary accou-
trements— like the privy with the Dutch
door. the bouathouse, the tool shed, and a
flagstone patio—commanded all of Ted’s
ingenuity, He was also an avid {lower
gurdener and pul in an elaborate rock
garden at the shorehne. Since there was
littte soil an the rocky ground, he had to
create his own through composting. He
then built extensive dry-stone walls around
the garden to keep the soil from running
into the lake,

The cottage was, and is, very much &
seasonal place— although for Ted, the
season was as long as he could make it,
“Ted was & construction carpenter.” says
Jean, “wha built his whaole life around the
{act that he wanted 1o be here. He'd quil
work in the late spring. come up here for
three or four months, then go back and
sign on again at the union hall in the
autumn. He used to say, if the company
could Lay him off, he could just as easily

| Ted Pinch grew and tended. The dry rock walls along the shoreline wre also part of Ted's handiwork. |

lay off the company. He was kind of an
original hippy. But he knew what he
wanted and lots of people never figure
that oue.”

The kids didn’t mind. Thirty years ago,
Little Iawk was awash in teenagers.
“We'd spend all day hanging out at the
landing,” Elsic remembers. “The kids
from Big Hawk would come to our
landing becuuse thers wis no marina up
there then. You'd just wait around and
see who showed up and hang out together.
The best part for us girls was when the
camp counsellars from Kawabi came by.
‘Those guys weren't part of the gang—
they were older, and special.”

Recause they were living in Cleveland.
it took the Pinches at least 12 hours of
driving to get to Little Hawk. In order not
o waste precious Lime, they would set off
the very cvening of the dav that school
ended, Ted would driveall night while the
four children slept in the back of the car,
And a full car it was. In those days, you
didn't leave anything at the cottage be-
cause the mice would get i, So vou
packed vour life—{ood, ¢lothes. bedding,
towels, whatever vou thought you might
need for the next couple of months-—and
off vou went.

Flsie remembers they would pull over
by the side of the road inthe middle of the
night to have sandwiches. “Every time we
slopped 10 ¢al, there'd always be people
stopping to ask if we¢ needed help. But
we'd be across the border in Canada by
that time. That never happened in the
States. And we always went back to
Cleveland on the Sunday before Labour
Day. The kids on our block had a ber
cvery year as to whether we'd make it
home.”

One year, the Pinches arnived in the
morning to find the road to the lake
washed out, It was still raining; so Ted
drove back out to the highway and pulled

the car, loaded to the root-ruck with kids .

and belangings, inta one of the bays in
Art Welch's garage at Hall's Lake on
Highway 35. There they all sat and waited
until the road crew had repaired the
washout.

When they got the “all clear”, they
drove in once again only to find yet
another washout further along. This time.
they all piled our of the car and walked
the rest of the way in 1o the lake,

In the interests of keeping the cottuge
on the rustic side, the family resisted
installing electricity when it became avail-
able around 1970. “We only gave in when
the Hewitts stopped cutling ice," Jean
recalls. "The Hewitt boys, Pete and Yern,
used to do an ice run around the lake by
boat first thing every morning, But when
they stopped, we had to hook up to
hydro. Afterall, we had to havesome way
to keep the beer cold?™

Instead of in the usual icc-box, the beer

and perishables were kept on ice under

the floorn front of the kitchen counter in
boxes lined with galvanized tin. These
boxes, accessible by trap-doors, ace still
used for storage.

At one time or anolher, nine members
ol the Pioch family bave owned cottuges
on Little Hawk Lake. (Thesame year that
Ted and Jean bought an the island, his
uncle Norman bought the lot next door
and his father, Pa, the anc beside that.
Both cottages have since been sold out of
the tamily.} They still come back regular-
1y from Ohio, New Jersey, and Florida, as
well as Oshawe, Ennismore, Brooklin,

and Toronto. Pa’s sister Elsie. nowin her
seventies. still stavs on the original land at
the end of the lake

The Pinch men's passion for fishing
seems to have deelined somewhal among
the younger generation—but after Ted's
regime of lake trout and potatoes for
dinner £very night for the entire summer,
perhaps that's understandable. As Jean
points out. it’s also cxpensive fur non-
Canadians to buy a licence—and then not
catch anything.

While the lake may not be teeming with
fish asit was nearly 80 vearsago when Pa
and his brothers regularly returned with
orange crates full of hig ones, there is still
plenty of wildlife, “There is o ruffed
grouse that lives in a tree,” Jean reparts,
“and a fox that comes by lor breaklast.
There are mink. otter, and beaver. |
counted scven lonns last fall, We have a
seagull thal comes by regularly for scraps,
ganser ducks with enough ducklings tn
start their own day care centre, swallows
living under the eaves of the boathouse,
squirrels, ground hogs. rabbits, snapping
turtles, 0o many raccoons and porcu-
pines. and rumours of bear.”

Cottaging on an island has put enyiron-
menatai concerns al the top of the hst from
the beginnning. So the Pinches have heen
doing for decades what the rest of us are
Just waking up to. "On an island.” as
Elsie’s husband, Peter Nelson, points aut,
“you have to be sensitive 1o the ecolopy.
You have to bring cverything in and,
when you're done wilh it, vou have to
tiake it oul. Su we compost our vegetable
waste. feed scraps to the seagulls, watch
what kind of packaging we buy. and so

{more on page 12)
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Put yourselfin their place for a bird’s-eye view |

(from page 9)

would be approaching the
end of our annual stay in
Central America.

Having led a relatively
undemanding winter exis-
tence, changing hormonal
levels would Giuse us to
boost our daily food intake
by more than 23% over
theee weeks and, during

this time, we would moult
most of our body feathers
and acquire a resplendent

-new plumage of black and

red. Then we would divert

our increased [ood intake -

into the production of fat.

As we came into peak
condition, we would become
increasingly restless until
one night we would risc
into the air and head north,

Flying all night long we
would make astonishing
progress. The Gull of
Mexico, over B00 kilometers
wide, would take us a mere
12 hours of non-stop ¢xer-
tion. Back over land, we
would at least. have the
option of landing and
replenishing our fat deposits
while waiting out bad

weather fora day or two at

Hooked on
Little Hawk

{from puge 11)

on, We were very annoyed a week or 50
ago that we couldn't get paper plates at
the IGA in Minden, They only had plastic
ones and you can’t burn thosc. So we
" didn’t buy them,”

By the mid-sixties, when the children
were out of school and more or less on
their own, Ted had extended the cottaging
season at both ends so that he and Jean
were at Little Hawk from early June to
Thanksgiving. Jean has vivid memories
of bailing snow out of the boat one year.
But since Ted's death two summer ago,
she spends less time at the cottage than
she used to, dividing her life among Lattle

Hawk, Cleveland. and Florida,

Shestill swims 100 yards across the bay
to a friendly rock every day and does
whal she can to keep Ted's garden under
control. The children and grandchildren
keep her company when they can. Nearly
half-a-century after her honeymoon on
Little Hawk, she is still an.unabashed fan.
“It's a delighttul Life,” she enthuses. “As
long as I can, 'l be up here for the
summer.”

This is the lasi of two instalments abou!
the Pinch family on Litile Hawk Lake
und the ninth in a series of articles about
cottaging on the lakes of Haliburton
Caunty.
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a time. Generally speaking,
though, we would keep
making steady
northwards every night
using our ability tocompute
our position from the stars
and the carth’s magnetic
field 1o keep us on course.

On about the Tth of May
we would enter Canadian
airspuce, perhaps stopping
for the day at Point Pelee
Nutional Park on thenorth

shore of Lake FEric. In.

another couple of days we
would be back in Algon-
quin, in fact at the very
same place we nested Jasl
vear. Almost immediately
we would start flying from
perch to perch around our
old patch of woods and
loudly proclaiming our prée-
sence, It wouldnt be too
had at first bul over the
next few days the woods
would LMl up with late-
comers from Central Amer-
ici and the competition (or
space would become in-
tense. Your imitially large
territory would shrink as

progress.

vour equally determined
neighbours crowded in on
you and you found it
harder and harder to rush
from one side of vour
territory to chase out the
invaders.

Needless Lo sav you
would use your dazzling
plumage, especially the
fanned out red tail patches,
to dazzle and intimidate
any trespassers” but your
bluff would be called and
you would have to attack
them physically. Locking
claws and vigorously peck-
ing vour encmy (go for the
¢yes — you can do more
damage that way), you
might tumble 30 feet to the
ground and tear out a few
beakfuls of feathers before
you established your supre-
macy. Eventually things
would settle down but only
in relative terms.

Yaou might reach a stage
where vou didn't have to
fight so often but even
then, just to keep a firm
grip on your ferrilory, you

would have to keep criss-
crossing your land bellow-
ing (ie.. singing) violent
threats against your neigh-
bours in a4 voice so loud
you could be heard hun-
dreds of yards away, over
300 times an hour, all day
long, from sunrise to sunset
all through May and June
and well into July.

During this time. you
would raise your sans and
daughters from helpless
nestlings ta independent off-
spring. And through ic all,
you would simultaneously
hold off ex pansionist neigh-
bours and shooawiy amhi-
tious teenagers. The latter,
in spite of their pitiful inabi-
lity to grow a beard we
mean adult plumage—ne-
vertheless would persise in
trying to sneak into your
territory and court your
wife.

Qops, hy saying things
like “wife” and “ambitious”™
we have proved one maore
time how prone we are to
thinking of wildlife in
human-cen ered ways.
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- Hooked on Little Hawk:
The first generation

by Susan Wilson

Tn 1912, Warren (Pa) Pinch and his

father Alpha Omega Pinch (nicknamed -

wGreendad” tor Granddad), along with
Old Man Gamsby trom Orono, were up
{rom Newcastle to do some fishing on
Maple Lake, when they heard tell of
another lake further up that was teeming
with fish, Little Hawk, it was called. They
made their way there along the logging
track in the old Ford truck that was fitted
out s a camper and hired 4 man named
Frn Davis to row them around while they
fished, Tn a few hours. they were back
with an oranage crate full of big ones.

This casy success so inspired fatherand
son that they went home to the farm
resalved to get their work done as soon as
possible so they could come back. Lt was
August before they were able Lo return.
The fish didn't hite as obligingly as they
had the first time, but nonelheless the
men were hooked on Little Hawk and
came back regularly. Eighty years and
severl gencrations later, the Pinch family
is still hooked on Little Hawk.

The men-only fishing teips, which often
included Greendad's other two sons, Nor-

The Pinch men were
all avid fishermen.
William, Warren, and
Norman, standing at
the back with their

father Alpha Omega
. Pinch, look onastwo
of Warren’s sons,
Horrell and Ted, dis-
play the latest catch.
They started coming
to Hawk Lakein 1912;
this picture was taken
in 1920. L
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farms where they had tried to make a go
of it and moved the Tamily back to
Cleveland, the hometown his father had
left around 1905, But that meant the
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lumber, tricked the sawn boards back up
to the lake, and over the years built
coltages on the varivus picces of Jund he'd
bought in everyhody else's names. They
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though it too is no Jonger in the family.
The thicd son, Chub, would build in 1947
at Tdle Rock, up the lake.

In the fall of 1942, Pa's eldest son Ted
vnmarred and he and hic Bride Ienn



