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Mississaugi River poured into 

Georgian Bay of Lake Huron.  At 

least a mile away).   Continuing, I 

was in the boat without a 

paddle!!! Grandpa shouting at me 

all the time. Looking around, I 

found a bailing pail, about a two 

pound honey pail, and that was 

what I used to pull myself  

into shore. The water was icy old 

so when I finally landed, my 

hands were red with cold. I ran up 

the hill, ignoring Grandpaôs 

tirade, into the house and plunged 

my hands into the hot water on the 

stove in the boiler. Needless to 

say, that hurt even more. Nobody 

had to say ñI told you soò. Poor 

Grandpa. He must have felt so 

helpless and frightened as he had 

no other boat to help me. No car 

to get help, no phone. Can you 

imagine, me floating into the 

lake? What an adventure that was! 

 

More about the log house. 

The kitchen walls were 

whitewashed faithfully twice a 

year with a lime solution and a 

wide brush was used on the logs. 

The floor was wood and when I 

got older, it was my job to scrub 

the boards at least once a week. I 

didn't consider this such a t trial, 

as I would be so proud to see the 

boards looking so clean and 

shiny! Sometimes in winter, the 

stove backfired smoke and we had 

to avoid the the kitchen for hours 

at a time.  I donôt know if anyone 

was brave enough to go into the 

kitchen to cook.  However, I donôt 

ever remember being hungry even 

though we were poor. We always 
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had cured pork in a barrel, and 

the root cellar was packed with 

vegetables, jars of fruit, tons of 

pickles and the most 

appreciated raw cranberries 

which was most of the time my 

only raw fruit unless someone 

went into town to get apples 

and oranges. 

 

I loved trapping season, when 

my uncles would come home 

with furs which were turned 

into money and then magically, 

we had fruit, even grapes! 

There probably was some fresh 

beef and such, but the fruit and 

nuts was what impressed me the 

most. And the oranges were 

wrapped in fine tissue paper 

which was wonderful in the 

outside toilet. Much better than 

the Eatonôs catalogue!  We 

lived five miles from Blind 

River, so having commercial 

toilette paper was a rare luxury. 

Early on in my growing up 

years, my mother came to visit 
 

Continued on page 3é 

 

In the kitchen of the log house we 

lived in, there was a large cast 

iron stove sort of like the stoves 

they had in lumber camps with an 

attached boiler for heating water. 

Of course that was not adequate 

for washing so grandma had a 

copper boiler where she heated 

enough water to do a laundry. I 

have to tell you a story relating to 

that boiler. 

 

I always loved rowing our little 

boat all over the river. (No life 

jacket either). One spring, I said 

ñIôm going for a boat rideò. 

Grandpa immediately voiced his 

disapproval, saying it was too 

early in the season. I disregarded 

that objection and I ran down to 

the river, Grandpa behind me, but 

I had no trouble outrunning him .I 

jumped into the boat, pushing 

myself out into the water and was 

amazed at how fast 
 

I was moving. The current at that 

time of year was obviously 

extremely powerful. Then I 

realized my mistake!! I had no 

oars in the boat, (Only a slight 

oversight.) I was moving faster 

and faster, heading toward the 

mouth of the river. (The  
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and was appalled at how skinny I 

was so she gave Grandma money to 

buy a cow so I could have fresh milk. 

Carnation milk just didnôt cut it. 

How I loved that milk. 

Unpasteurized, but luckily, our 

Jersey cow was healthy. And the 

cream! Imagine fresh cream on my 

porridge in the morning. It was 

heavenly!  

We had no fridge, but the ice box 

was quite adequate. Before that, it 

was a bucket lowered into the well 

that kept things cold, and in the 

winter, the outdoors was our 

refrigerator. I used to look at the 

catalogues and dream about the time 

I would have a real electric fridge 

and stove. I wasnôt really 

complaining about our living 

conditions, but I was simply 

dreaming of the future. For some 

reason, I never felt deprived. I just 

knew that sometime in the future, life 

would give me all the things I had 

dreamed about. 

Going back to the log house, the rest 

of the house was wallpapered but I 

donôt know what was under the 

paper. We did the wallpapering once 

or twice a year. That was before pre-

pasted paper. We made glue out of 

flour and water and brushed it on the 

back and then applied the paper to 

the wall. That was hard work! But it 

felt so good when it was done. Of 

course it was the women of the house 

who did the papering; the men did 

the hard work like getting wood, 

fishing, repairing the roof, etc. When 

I was old enough, the uncle 
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Camping by Chiblow Lake  

By Rita chiblow  

 Back in my day . . . (nee ever sound old!), camping and 

spending time outdoors fishing, swimming and canoeing 

were what summer was about. Camping out at Chiblow 

Lake was something my brothers and sisters always looked 

forward to. The lake was so clear you could see the bottom, 

and in the evening it was so quiet you could hear your voice 

echo as it bounced off the opposite side of the lake.  If you 

have ever camped out at the point, you will remember this 

lake as being very windy; thunder storms always made you 

feel like you were right in the middle of the lake.  

 

When I was older, I invited some friends to come camp at 

the point we set the net.  Anticipating the fresh fish in the 

morning, we were excited to find several trout in the net. 

 

for the weekend.  Being the city natives that they were, I 

was skeptical and not sure if they really knew much about 

rough camping. We borrowed my dadôs net, pitched the tent 

and I made dinner. The first night was great;  

 

I was so proud, showing those city natives how to set net.  

Nee ever! I beamed with pride when my mom and dad 

stopped in to check up on us. It was funny though, because 

after cleaning net, we were sitting around visiting and all of 

a sudden we had a visitor.  It was Uncle Richard.  When he 

arrived he began with his óbullshitô stories, by saying you 

can bullshit a bullshitter.  Being the uncle that we all 

remember, he began his story about how young people are 

supposed to give offerings to elders as a sign of respect. 

Well, before anyone could say anything, city native guy . . . 

gave him the biggest fish out of the bunch.  Yaaah!  Well, 

Richard had a smile on his face, and my dad was pretty 

upset since it was his net and he too was an elder.  We had a 

good chuckle. 

________________________________________________ 

 

  
Hear me, my chiefs! I am tired. My heart is sick and 

sad. From where the sun now stands, I will fight no 
more forever.        

 
Chief Joesph (Nez Pierce)  
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 Barry is Williamôs Eldest son and anticipates over 1.5 

gallons of syrup by nights fall. Barryôs son Chico, and 

Steven, and great nephew Francis all chip in by 

gathering the sap from the bush on top the hill a short 

distance away. This process didnôt always use to happen, 

this process allows for Mr.William Boyer Sr and wife of 

?? years can still sit and help and give tips and secret 

family traditions to make the best maple syrup possible.  

As the smell of the fire burns and the stories continue of 

the past I soon realize the family commitment and the 

bonding this family has. Imagine 7 generations continue 

the family tradition and never missing a sap season for 

the past 45 years. Barry also remembers playing hooky 

just to get in on the family tradition.  As we laugh 

together and Barry remembers the long hours and the 

cold brisk mornings, hoping for frost the night before 

and sunshine the next. Barry still plays a little hooky 

from work today as he takes holidays from his everyday 

job as he truly enjoys this time of year. Barry was 

formally a Miner as was his Father Mr. William Boyer 

was a miner for years as well. So this family is no 

stranger to hard work and hard work certainly pays off. 

This tradition will continue as the next generation will 

see the end result from season to season a truly 

remarkable family tradition right  here in Mississauga 

First Nation.  

 

The next time I prepare waffles or pancakes for my 

children I will remember this story and many others 

thanks to Mr.& Mrs. William Boyer Sr. for their stories. 

I thank them for sharing them with me and the hints if I 

ever get the time to bring this tradition to my family I 

will now know the hard work that is in store and the 

long days but once u taste what u worked so hard on and 

see how the family gathers around to enjoy this great 

treat we take for granted each time we pour into our 

plates, this family continues to do it the hard way instead 

of purchasing their syrup like many of us do today at our 

local convenience stores. 

 There is however other families in our community that 

finds the time to boil syrup. Earl and his wife Lynn 

Niganobe do a process similar to what the Boyerôs do 

also just on a smaller scale from their back yard.  I thank 

them for sharing them with me and the hints if I ever get 

the time to bring this tradition to my family I will now 

know the hard work that is in store and the long days but 

once u taste what u worked so hard on and see how the 

family gathers around to enjoy this great treat we take 

for granted each time we pour into our plates, this family 

continues to do it the hard way instead of purchasing 

their syrup like many of us do today at our local 

convenience stores.  There is however other families in 

our community that finds the time to boil syrup. Earl and 

 

Continued on page 5éé 

  

 

 

 

 

Itôs that time of season again as the Boyerôs anticipate a good season 

to make syrup the old fashion way. Mr. Boyer and Mrs. Boyer sit by 

their homemade boiling still, they await the arrival of their grandsons 

to come back for the bush with more sap to boil.   

 
The family has been making syrup for the past 45 years, but this 

family tradition goes back 3-4 generations before Mr. and Mrs. 

Boyerôs Grandparents use to walk a distance from boom camp to 

sugar bush aka maple ridge road daily during this time every single 

day. That would work to be 6-7 miles per day plus all the hard work 

during all long spring day. But boy it must have produced some 

surely great maple syrup, why else would someone go to the extreme 

if it wasnôt worth it! 

 

I soon realize the great tradition that goes back many years ago and 

those stories shared by the fire on this fine beautiful day. The sun 

shining and the laughter as the way it was not long ago, the fine art of 

drawing sap form those same treeôs today. I soon realize that the 

work only begins as the sun begins to shine and the fire crackles all 

day and syrup boils all day long in this biggest out door pot I have 

ever seen. I asked Barrry how old this pot was as I sat and watched 

the fire sizzle under this aged cast iron pot. Barry seem to say with a 

chuckle ñ wholly geezeò probably over 100 years old. I then ask 

myself amazed at how may hundreds or thousands of gallons this pot 

has boiled over the years. Mrs. Boyer remembers the when she was 

young her mother use to make sugar cakes.  Other recipeôs were 

mentioned as well with the maple syrup in full bloom the memories 

of there past are all coming back. This is one of the reasons they like 

to keep the tradition going today. They continue to say how they 

gather each weekend afterward as in years past enjoy big breakfast. 

Iôm sure the whole family enjoys this time of year and looks forward 

to maple syrup and breakfast at Grandpa and Grandmaôs house. I 

know  I certainly  would.  There were huge containers tallying 

tallying over 145 gallons, as I sit and watch a truck rolls in with the 

young boys bringing their Uncle Barry (Michael) more sap. 

 

 

 

 

Mr. & Mrs Bill Boyer (sitting)(from Left to right) Chico Boyer, 

Francis Chiblow, Steve Boyer, Barry Boyer  
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Sugar Bush Story 
Continued from page 4é.. 

 

His wife  Lynn Niganobe do a process similar to what the 

Boyerôs do also just on a smaller scale from their back yard. 

In closing I would like to remind those including myself to 

be respectful of our great wilderness that has these 

wonderful ñmaple treesò in our forests especially the ones 

used each season on maple ridge road. If any body is 

wondering if this tapping causes any damage I would have to 

say no as I see 100 year old maple treeôs still standing today 

on Maple Ridge rd .So when we are considering fire wood 

and are in the bush cutting please remember not cut in the 

designated area as most already do know as the sugar bush.  

______________________________________________________ 
 

�³You must teach your children that the ground 
beneath their feet is the ashes of your 
grandfathers. So that they will respect the land, 
tell your children that the earth is rich with the 
lives of our kin. Teach your children what we 
have taught our children, that the earth is our 
mother. Whatever befalls the earth befalls the 
sons of the earth. If men spit upon the ground, 
they spit upon themselves��� ́
 
Chief Seattle  
____________________________________________ 

*Note From The Editor  

We are looking for stories from the community 

members, stories of our past.  If you have any 

stories you would like to share and have them 

published, you can submit them to the library 

and we can insert them  into our next publication.   

Any businesses that would like to advertise in the 

hardcopy of our Smoke Signal, please submit 

your information to the library.  

____________________________________________ 

 

Mississauga Reserve  

 
The main species consumed is Walleye with 

sturgeon and pike second and third respectfully.  

 

Fishing success has declined over the past 10 

years but the people are still catching enough 

to meet their present and projected future 

needs.  

 

The majority of the people interviewed (71%) 

would not like to see fishing regulations and 

seasons developed for the reserve.  

 

Most of the fishing takes place  adjacent to the 

reserve in the Mississaugi River, Blind River and 

Mississauga Bay.  With some in Chiblow and 

Matinenda lakes as well.  

 
The above excerpt was taken from the:  

 

Robinson -Huron Anishnabek  

Fishing-hunting -trapping Inventory  

By Evan Armstrong, B.SC. 

Biologist  

June 198 3 

___________________________________________________________

_ 

Mrs. Lena Boyer adding wood to the fire 

The name "Mississauga" is believed to mean 
"river of the north of many mouths," referring 
to a river in Northern Ontario which drained 
into Lake Huron. It wa s from this part of 
Ontario that the Mississaugas had traveled in 
the late 17th century.  
 
Taken from the website  

http://www.patriciabrewitt.com/4a_custpage_5836.html 

_____________________________________________ 

 

 

The best remedy for those who are afraid, lonely or 
unhappy is to go outside, somewhere where they 
can be quiet, alone with the heavens, nature and 
God. Because only then does one feel that all is as it 
should be and that God wishes to see people happy, 
amidst the simple beauty of nature. 

       - Anne Frank  

 


