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Cry hammock

T IS my strong belief that the hammock was origi-

Inally designed and meant to be used as a weapon of

war. It’s purpose, I suspect, was to launch your sol-
diers over deep uncrossable ravines or high fortress walls.
I was thinking this the other day as I was being involun-
tarily jettisoned across the campsite that Jenn and I were
staying at. This happened immediately after I decided to
lay in my hammock for a “nice, relaxing nap.”

Instead, for a fleeting moment, I thought I was about to
do a reasonably good half-gainer into the lake, which was
problematic since I still had my cell phone and wallet in
pockets. It turned out that I was stopped by an immova-
ble hemlock.

Sometimes you just get lucky.

This occurred because, Jenn and I decided to take our
camping to a whole other level. One that possesses an
additional element of danger, uncertainty and adrenalin.

That’s right, we now camp in
hammock tents.

I know what you are think-
ing. What's the big deal? A ham-
mock is a benign entity, meant to
enhance relaxation. And that is
true.

But you have to get into the
hammock first.

I have named my hammock
Old Diablo, an apt name for an
inanimate object that has the
temperament of a grizzly bear
with a sore tooth.

Typically, our encounters go
something like this:

“I think I'm going to take a nap now,” I whisper to Jenn
as I look at Old Diablo, though not directly at it. (You
never want to look directly at them, as they take this as a
challenge to their dominance.)

“Do you think that’s a good idea?” Jenn says. “You hit
that poor hemlock pretty hard last time you tried. I'm not
sure it can take another collision like that.”

I shudder at the thought.

“Why not just nap on that rock beneath it? It looks com-
fortable,” Jenn suggests.

I know she’s right, but I am still holding a grudge.

So, I bravely saunter within reach of Old Diablo and act
as if I'm not going to attempt to tame it.

Sensing this, it rustles nervously in the wind.

Next, I place my hand out, gently pat it, and quietly
whisper “Whoa boy! Whoa...”

A palpable tension fills the air — and it doesn’t help that
Jenn is recording it all on her phone.

“This ought to go viral,” she mumbles.

My next move is to slip under the overhead tarp and
unzip the bug net that envelops the hammock.

It shudders nervously.

Then in one quick move, I leap inside the bug net and
sit crossways on Old Diablo.

What happened next is a bit hazy, but Jenn says I stayed
atop it for a full seven seconds — which is a record —
before it bucked me off it. Luckily, the tarp and bug net
threw me back on, so I got a second chance, which only
made Old Diablo even more angry.

This time instead of bucking me as I lay in it, it appar-
ently, spun around 12 to 15 times and tightly trapped me
within, wrapped like a mummy. Then, according to Jenn,
it unwound at about 2000 rpm and spit me out on the
ground below.

Jenn looked at me. I looked at her.

Then I said, “You know, I think I'll just nap on this rock.
It looks comfortable...”
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his is the Lorne Bailey Mill on Head Lake. You can see the hardwood logs that got
milled and shipped out by train. It burned down in 1969. /Photo submitted by Lisa

Robertson

Avoiding the inevitable

ARK WAS pretending he

Mcouldn’t hear. His mother was

calling him from the cottage
door but he refused to answer. Know-
ing what she wanted, he had decided not
to cooperate. Not responding to her call
was his solution to the current problem.
That problem was the prospect of return-
ing to the city and school. Mum wanted
him to gather his stuff together, pack
everything in the big brown suitcase and
what wouldn’t fit there, to
fill up a couple of cardboard
boxes.

But Mark was having
none of it. His plan was to
convince his parents that he
was old enough to stay at
the cottage on his own for
the coming academic year.
While he preferred coun-
try living to being in their
subdivision, the main rea-

Saron

son for his desire to stay put
was school.
Entering Grade 9 was not Ly?’lCh

what he wanted to do. His

knew his parents would have about him
staying at the cottage. He had a plan for
tackling food, water, heat and what to do
if there was an emergency.

A lot of that depended on help from
the friendly neighbour down the road
but that was fine. The guy was reliable
and local so he knew his way around. He
and Mark had become friendly over the
summer, with Mark helping out a few
times with fence repairs and piling wood.

So for now Mark was
content to walk through

(4+] the spent raspberry bushes

o behind the cottage and get

- as far away from his moth-

. er’s calls as possible. He

— felt kind of bad not answer-

ing her though. She was a

° pretty good mother most
of the time. As a former
teacher, she had always
been a big help with his
homework. And he had to
admit she was a great cook
and he’d miss that staying
on his own. But it would be

best friend Jake was just
the opposite. Jake didn't really under-
stand Mark’s dislike of school. Jake was a
‘brainer” and got along with everybody,
especially girls. The latter was some-
thing Mark found mystifying. For Mark,
school had always been difficult. It took
him longer to learn new things, espe-
cially anything involving numbers. Then
add to that the whole high school change
and he just knew it would be like middle
school only worse.

So he had been thinking a lot about the
situation for the last week. He had even
figured out answers to the objections he

better than high school.

He kept thinking as he walked. His
Mum'’s cooking was something he hadn't
really considered up until now. Spaghetti
and meat balls; scalloped potatoes; rice
pudding and her famous chocolate cake.
Suddenly the thought of substituting
wieners and beans for all that tasty stuff
made him hesitate.

Maybe he was being unreasona-
ble. Maybe high school wouldn't be so
bad, just like Jake claimed. Maybe it
was worth a try. Maybe he should turn
around. After all, a guy needed to eat
well, no matter what.
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Having a fit

WAS Shopping for a pair of age-appropriate blue
Ijeans the other day, when the sales lady asked me
if I would like to try on a pair that had a “relaxed
fit.” Ask might not actually be the right word. It was
more like a subtle plea on behalf of all humankind.

I 'am an agreeable person, so I nodded, even though
I had no idea what relaxed fit meant. Prior to this, I
thought it was when someone really lost their temper
while sitting in a reclining chair. But I immediately dis-
missed that, since she seemed to indicate that it had
something to do with the pants she was holding up.

I soon came to realize that relaxed fit describes jeans
that are not tight, so when an older guy like me walks
into a room wearing them, everyone in the room can
relax.

This also got me thinking that there must be other
fits too. For instance, if there is a relaxed fit, there
must also be an anxious fit, which are jeans so tight
that when an older guy like
me walks into a room wearing
them, everyone gets nervous.

I believe there is also the hissy
fit, which I have never seen on
the shelf, but I've heard a lot of
people take them.

When I was a kid, the only
fit option we had was stretchy
—and they were found in the
bargain section of stores your
parents dragged you into on
the week before school started.
When I say stretchy, I mean
stretchy. Rumour had it that
one pair of those could fit
you from whatever growth spurts you endured from
kindergarten to the end of high school. It was also
rumoured that, should you find yourself in a survival
situation, you could fashion a lethal slingshot from
them — and still have a pair of embarrassing cut off
shorts when it was done.

Oh sure, there were also jeans that did not stretch.
They were called “cool jeans,” but they were for kids
who had parents who cared about their child’s social
standing.

My parents did not. In fact, they preferred the
stretchy kind because they featured a price that was
“not ridiculous.” Plus, they also had no concept of
man’s inhumanity to man, despite the fact that they
spent a lot of time in bomb shelters during the Second
World War.

Now that I have made it through the other side of
childhood, I am grateful that my parents went with the
stretchy jean option. For they were what people used to
call “character building.”

Now, every time life throws some unpleasantness
my way, I always think, “It could be worse. I could be
walking into the school yard on the first day of Grade 8
wearing a new pair of stretchy jeans.”

Those experiences also provided a valuable life lesson
— clothes make the man. That’s a lesson I have taken to
heart. It explains why my camouflage is never off trend
and why I only discard T-shirts that have six or more
visible f>(/)od stains on them.

Frankly, the relaxed fit jeans I bought also have a
lot of stretch in them — unlike the other jeans the sales
associate showed me.

They were cool, but the price was ridiculous.
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Irwin’s Store on Pine Avenue in Haliburton. Photo from the year 1883. /FILE
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Questioning Doug Ford

To the Editor,

Finally, on October 1st, following a promise to
my daughter, Kinsley, at FordFest during summer
of 2023, Doug Ford placed a call to me and indi-
cated we would meet when I was next at Queen’s
Park, with simply a day’s notice. I immediately
requested a meeting for October 23rd (three weeks
in advance), and have followed up regularly by
email, text and phone calls. But now Doug says
he’s busy, “They have me booked.” In other
words, NO, I will not meet with you as promised.

“Our community is greatly suffering,” I told
Ford. “Many of the people don’t drive, can't afford
it. The Minden ER was a guardian angel of the
community, and it was robbed in six weeks.”

In response, Premier Ford acknowledged the
challenges, stating, “I apologize. I'm doing my

very, very best. Just a large province with 16 mil-
lion people.” However, residents remain skepti-
cal of the government’s commitment to improv-
ing healthcare services in rural areas like Minden
while I urged, “Please work more on rural health-
care for us because we really are suffering.”

I am determined to advocate for his community
and want to hold the Premier to his statement:
“We will continue helping in any way we can.”
Premier Ford’s unfulfilled promises for a meet-
ing are raising greater concerns among residents
about the future of rural healthcare in Minden.

I invite the media and the public to join in urg-
ing Premier Ford to take immediate action on
rural healthcare.

Patrick Porzuczek,
Minden

Economic security is key

Haliburton Basic Income Group applauds the
Health Unit Board’s endorsement of a guaranteed
basic income at their September 19th meeting. The
Health Unit has consistently, made the connec-
tion between health and income. A guaranteed liv-
able basic income (GLBI) is a comprehensive way
to lessen the negative impact of the multiple crises
faced by a growing number of Canadians includ-
ing a significant portion of our community.

While paid work provides income security for
most people, there are many for whom it does not.
Whether the issue is low wages, seasonal work,
not enough hours, or the rising costs of housing,
food and heating; people in our community face
challenges that a GLBI could address. A GLBI
would be determined solely by income and recip-
ients would not be penalized for working. As
income from other sources increased, the amount
of GLBI received would decrease.

Canada’s success with unconditional income
guarantees for seniors and families with children

under 18 has improved lives. As children’s ben-
efits have grown in amount and effectiveness,

the economic spin-offs have also grown and sup-
ported parents to stay attached to the paid labour
force. The evidence points to the effectiveness of
an unconditional cash transfer to ensure that no
one falls into poverty. The stress of having insuf-
ficient income to meet the needs of life contrib-
utes to illness and loss of productivity. If we want
healthy, vibrant communities we need to recog-
nize the role of economic security in enabling all to
live a dignified life and contribute to society. A bill
before the Senate calling upon the government to
create a national framework for a GLBI passed sec-
ond reading in April of this year. In these turbu-
lent times, this is an urgent call to action.

Haliburton Basic Income Group
Judy Paul, Carolynn Coburn,
Marybeth Wilson, Joan Grant

Letters to the Editor note: Submissions are subject to editing for newspaper

style and punctuation.



points of view

Tuesday, November 26, 2024 o THE HALIBURTON COUNTY ECHO 7

Thinking big

HE OTHER day, I walked into a store, when a fel-
I low I know greeted me with, “Hey Big Guy!”
I won't lie to you. This always confused me.

I mean, at 5-foot-3 (provided the relative humidity, bar-
ometric pressure, and earth’s current gravitational pull
is favourable), I am not exactly what anyone would envi-
sion as a “big guy.”

Yet, I get this greeting a lot. So much so that I have
started to reconsider the situation. I mean, there have
been countless occasions when I have been wrong while
everyone else around me has been right.

Which begs the question: What if I really am a “big

uy”’?

Suddenly, it all made sense.

When I was a kid in the late 60s, there was a TV show
called Land of the Giants.

It was a science-fiction show, in which sub-orbital space
travellers on a trip from Los Angeles to London, found
themselves dragged through a dimension lock. They then
crashed on a planet quite simi-
lar to Earth. On this new planet,
however, everything was almost
the same, except twelve times
larger in size.

OK, here’s the strange part.

Somewhere around that time, I
was riding my three-speed bike
at almost sub-orbital speeds to
my friend’s place — and, in an
unsuccessful effort to avoid a
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steve kid who reputedly had cooties, I
] crashed into a garbage can. Sev-
galea eral actually — which also gave

me cooties. (I'm better now.)

But the question is did I go
through a dimension lock prior to that crash? The evi-
dence supports this. You see, in the time that has fol-
lowed since that day (I was 11), everybody around me
has always been at least 12 times larger than me. Back
then, my parents told me that my growth spurt would
come.

It never did.

But what if that was part of the conspiracy?

I guess what I'm trying to say is I can’t believe it has
taken me 51 years to realize that I have been stranded
here in the Land of the Giants — or what you giants call
the Land of us.

It’s OK. I'm not upset. At least it all makes sense now.

Sure, I can’t help but think how well I might have done
in the NBA of my former planet, but I wouldn’t go back.
I am accustomed to not reaching things on the top shelf. I
enjoy being good at limbo. I like being the most difficult
target at dodgeball.

I mentioned this to Jenn last night and she sighed. I sus-
pect she’s under strict orders from your secret planetary
council not to let me in on this.

Instead, she explained that when people say “Big Guy”
to me, they are just trying to be funny — because I am
actually a small guy.

Sure, but that didn’t explain why she suspiciously
skirted around the dimension lock issue. Also, how do
you explain the fact that your whole world is essen-
tially scaled too large for me, a “big guy”, by all other
accounts?

Nonetheless, Jenn is not budging on this — though she
did mumble something about me having gigantic issues.
Later, I asked, “So, you are saying is that people will
call another person something that is the exact opposite

of what they so obviously are, just because it’s kind of
funny?”

“That’s right, Smart Guy,” she replied.

And then she let out a gigantic laugh.

picC of the past

past in hopes that someone out there knows the names of these students. “All we

know at the moment is that the gal on the viewer’s left in the back row is Ria Finlay,
of the great Finlay clan of Tory Hill environs,” he writes. This photo is from November of
1939 and is marked “Haliburton Cont. School.” If you know any of the other people in the
photo, give the Echo a call at 705-457-1037 or email emily@haliburtonpress.com. Have a pic
of the past to share? Bring it in to the office at 146 Highland Street.

C an you help George Pratt solve a mystery? George sent in this image for pic of the
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Thanks to local
medical team

To the Editor:

When my alarm clock went off on Friday, Nov.
8, I thought this day would be like most others.
How wrong I was when my wife Joan said she
wanted to go to the Haliburton Hospital! I asked
what was wrong and she replied with chest and
back pain.

I'said okay and before I was dressed she said
please just dial 911. It became really serious when
the ambulance was dispatched and arrived very
quickly in our driveway. The paramedics attended
to Joan and she was Haliburton bound within
about ten minutes. The Algonquin Fire Depart-
ment was also on hand with reassuring sugges-
tions, very much appreciated.

I arrived in Haliburton a few minutes after the
ambulance and was taken in by the security guard
and a nurse told me it really looked like a heart

attack.

A doctor told us Joan would be transported to
Peterborough Hospital as soon as possible and
around 11 a.m. they left Haliburton.

I was informed that an operation would likely
take place in the early evening and the hospital
would call me. To my surprise Joan called me and
said there were patients ahead of her but that the
hospital would call when they were finished. True
to form they did call and said she now has three
stents in one artery and is in recovery.

Such wonderful care from doctors, nurses, and
paramedics is just incredible and all in one day
from 9 a.m. to 9 p.m.. How fortunate we are to live
in such a great county. Our sincere thanks to eve-
ryone involved.

Bob Mann,
Algonquin Highlands

Letters to the Editor note: Submissions are subject to editing for newspaper

style and punctuation.
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