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Hope Island Lighthouse
There’s a legend surrounding the Hope Island 
lighthouse near Christian Island. Beausoleil First 
Nation is a reserve located on Georgian Bay that 
has three islands under its status: the reserve itself 
where folks live, Hope Island where the lighthouse 
stands, and Beckwith Island.

In the late 1800’s there was a great change 
happening on the islands, it was a place with 
seemingly endless supplies of lumber and other 
natural resources. The passage between all islands 
was used regularly for vessels carrying materials to 
reach Victoria Harbour or upwards to Lake Superior. 
Georgian Bay was created by an ancient ocean so the 
waters are incredibly deep and hard to navigate—
and the sunken ships to prove it.

During this time, there were two lighthouses 
in operation: one on Christian Island  (John 
Hoar, reserve settlement) and the other on Hope 
Island (Albert Collins). Time goes on and the two 
lighthouse keepers switch stations so Collins’ 
children can attend school near Christian Island 
since Hope Island is often (and still is) a hard place 
to get to. Hoar built a stable he wanted to take with 
him to Hope Island, but was refused. Hoar also 
wanted to leave Christian Island because of the 
poor living conditions, so he was understandably 
upset after Collins was given money for repairs 
immediately upon arrival to Christian Island.Hoar 
complained to the Coast Guards and because of 
how irate he was, he was replaced with Thomas 
Marchildon. Once Thomas tried to go to Hope Island, 
he was greeted by Hoar’s shotgun and camped at 
shot-distance from Hoar on the shores of the island.

Then fishermen Francois Marchildon and 
William Lacourse went missing off the shores of 
Hope Island. According to local tales, the two had 
been murdered and buried under the steps of the 
lighthouse. In 1906, there was evidence enough that 
relatives Severe and Alfred Marchildon went to the 
Hope Island lighthouse and dug up the stairs but 
found nothing. But, rumours persisted that the pair 
were buried elsewhere on the island and that Johnny 
Hoar admitted to the killing on his deathbed.

To this day, Hope Island is completely vacant, 
there is no life but the birds and Eagle’s nest where 
the latern used to be. Sometimes referred to as 
‘Snake Island’ the island also has an incredible 
amount of snakes about.

In the 1950’s-70’s Christian Island’s main 
exports were lumber and other natural materials. 
My own family members who had to camp on the 
island for work say that they will NEVER stay on the 
island overnight again. They told us about lights 
they’d see over the water, Vessel bell’s ringing in the 
distance, voices from the other side of the island, 
steps on the lighthouse stairs...

Adapted from: The Toronto and Ontario Ghost and 
Hauntings Research Society, www.torontoghosts.org

How Christian Island Got Its Name
by Andre Wagner

This is the story of the first settlers who came to Christian Island as 
refugees from invading Iroquois in the mid 1600’s, the Huron. Their stay 
was brief, and most of us are vaguely familiar with the stone remnants 
of the old French fort down in the village, not too far from the school. 
Hopefully I will be able to fill in some of the back story to help expand on 
what is commonly told about their brief period of occupation.

After the abandonment of Fort St. Marie in Midland, the Jesuits 
wanted to reassemble the converted Hurons on Manitoulin Island and 
start anew, but this proposal was met with resistance from the elders. 
They knew growing corn in large enough quantities to support their 
previous level of trade with tribes further north was not sustainable given 
the much shorter growing season. 

In May of 1649 Hurons began relocating to Christian Island, then 
known as Gahoendoe. The elders promised the Jesuits that even the non-
Christian traditionalists would convert to the new faith if the Jesuits agreed 
to join them on the island. Reluctantly the missionaries agreed. They 
preferred a safer location, one not quite as vulnerable as the island turned 
out to be. Their hands, however were tied, as they had already experienced 
quite a bit of success in converting the Hurons, and were committed to 
continuing their work amongst this group. As will be revealed in greater 
detail below, this is one of the major reasons why Gahoendoe became 
known by its present name, as it was a site of mass conversion for the 
Jesuits, whose primary motivation after all was saving souls. 

The French were not just interested in converting the local 
population; they were also motivated by the profits to be made in the 
fur trade. In spite of all the challenges of the previous year (war with the 
Iroquois, famine, drought and the loss of Fort St. Marie in Midland), the 
Huron still managed to deliver 5000 pounds of beaver skins to Quebec. 
Missionary work and the business of providing fur to the lucrative 
European market seemed to go hand in hand.

Since the previous year had been one of famine, food was pretty 
scarce for those who came to the island. Acorns and wild roots became a 
major source of food when fish and game were not available. The summer 
of 1649 was one of drought, so not enough corn was harvested to support 
the growing community on the island. As we know ourselves, during a 
dry summer the blackberry crop suffers. Imagine scouring the bush with 
thousands of others for the meager pickings that were able to be gleaned 
during the relatively short harvest season. 

Fortunately the Jesuits were able to bring their accumulated corn 
reserves with them to the new island settlement, but it turned out to 
not be nearly enough to sustain the thousands of mainland refugees 
stranded on Christian Island. Of course, being typical Europeans, the 
French looked after the needs of the missionaries and their workmen 
first. They set aside enough grain to meet their requirements for a year. 
For the burgeoning Huron population (estimated at 5,000), the Jesuits 
allocated 400 bags of corn. Even if the bags were very large, everyone 
knew this would not be enough for what was predicted to be a very 
difficult winter. 

In order to try and feed their converts, the Jesuits purchased 500 to 
600 bushels of acorns from the Algonquins, as well as some dried fish. 
Unfortunately this was only enough for a few hundred people, not the 
thousands who came to the island seeking protection and sustenance 
from the French. Even though attempts were made to fish through the ice, 
not much success was found in this effort to feed the starving population. 
Desperate, people turned to eating moss, bark & fungus. 

In order to convince the missionaries that they were worthy of being 
fed, expressions of faith and religious piety flourished. Services in the 
chapel were extremely well attended. Baptisms & confessions were as well.

It must be noted that the Jesuits kept meticulous notes on their 
religious activity in the new land. These are known as the Jesuit Relations, 
and they provide a rich source of primary material for historians 
researching this crucial period. One observation made in those journals 
is particularly revealing as to how the priests viewed the work they were 
doing among the starving population. Convinced that the Huron were 
near extinction, the Jesuits viewed the inadequate supplies of food that 
they had to distribute less as a means of keeping them alive than of 
preparing them for heaven. 

As the winter progressed, the situation went from bad to worse. 
Hurons were dying by the hundreds. The French however, continued to 
thrive as they made sure that their nutritional needs were met, as stated 
earlier. The Jesuits were very pleased that over 2000 Hurons were baptized 
on the island over the course of that brutal winter. They would have been 
much less pleased to discover that some of their new converts reverted to 
cannibalism in order to survive. 

Clearly, the situation was not sustainable. Something had to be done. 
Eventually 300 Huron stragglers made it to Quebec City, together with the 
Jesuits who were their spiritual leaders. A small reserve was eventually 
set aside in the community now known as Ancien Lorrette. Interestingly, 
in 1992 I made a trip out east with a goal of finding what remained of 
the once thriving Huron people. I was very fortunate to be able to buy a 
cedar strip canoe made by an elderly craftsman, who was very proud to 
carry on the traditions of his forefathers, who were renowned all along 
the Great Lakes as skilled canoe builders as well as makers of snowshoes. 
The community was very difficult to find, as it has become completely 
engulfed by the growing municipality of Quebec City.

Another group resettled in the Windsor area, where a French 
community was established at Fort Ponchatrain, at the site of present 
day Detroit in 1701. This is the community I grew up in. As with a lot 
of Canadian history, the only remnants of that period live on in place 
names. Very few people realize that when they cross the Ambassador 
Bridge from Michigan into Canada, the road leading to the 401 is named 
after the displaced group of refugees who abandoned their once thriving 
agricultural lands here on the Huronia peninsula. In some circles the 
Huron were also alternately known as the Wyandot. In Windsor a major 
road is spelled in the French manner, Wyandotte. This street, in addition 
to the previously mentioned four lane highway known as Huron Line, are 
all that remain of their presence in southwestern Ontario.

Ultimately, the story of the once proud and very successful Huron 
confederacy is one of defeat, dispersal, and assimilation. Small 
communities survive near Quebec City and somewhere in Oklahoma. 
Many Hurons joined other first nations and were incorporated into their 
tribal traditions. As someone who believes that telling the hidden stories 
are important to understanding the communities we live in today, perhaps 
this will provide a bit more detail about a short but important part of the 
island’s history. If nothing else, it explains where the French found their 
inspiration for naming it Christian Island. If anyone knows where the 
name Beckwith originates from, please share, as it remains a mystery.

As a side note, while researching this article, I came across an 
interesting little factoid. In order to celebrate the sacraments, wine is 
an essential part of the ceremony. Being a rare & expensive imported 
commodity, a more local solution needed to be found. At Fort Saint 
Marie from 1637 on, the Jesuits manufactured their own wine, but did so 
from wild grapes. Quite probably the first winery ever established in this 
province. Not quite a Beaujolais, I’m sure, but as Frank Zappa would say, 
necessity is the mother of invention. 

Welcome
Warm greetings! Let’s hope as you receive this 
magazine that we have all enjoyed an incredible 
summer in our wonderful homes away from home, 
our Christian Island cottages! As President of your 
Christian Island Cottagers’ Association, it has been 
and will be a pleasure and a real privilege to serve 
you and, along with your Board of Directors, do 
our best to enhance your cottage experience on our 
beautiful island paradise.

Speaking of the Board, let me introduce you 
to them, but before I do, I want to issue another 
big Thank You to Andrew Lam, who has stayed on 
the Board as our Treasurer, beyond the end of his 
term while we continue to search for a replacement. 
During his tenure he did a wonderful job, not only 
looking after our finances but also getting our 
Membership Lists organized and accurate in the 
absence of a Membership Chairperson. 

The Present Board Members are:

President:  Sonny Goldstein—LHP
Secretary:  Elizabeth Herrema—LHP
Treasurer:  Vacant at this time 
Directors:  Doug Bingley—LHP
  Stephen Christie—BSB
  Eli Rubenstein—MP
  Paul Keefe—LHP
  Andre Wagner—BSB
  Gary Moorecroft—BSB

As you can see, we have added Andre and Gary 
as Directors to even out the representation from 
Big Sand Bay and Lighthouse Point. With the 
loss of Andrew, we need another Board member, 
hopefully someone who is interested in taking on 
the Treasure’s role. We also need everyone from 
both LHP and BSB to join CICA if you are not already 
a member or renew your membership if you joined 
last year because of the then pending rent review. 
We need to represent all of the cottagers if we are 
going to be able to have any influence with our 
landlord over the rents in the future. We need to 
build our reserves through your membership fees.

Enclosed with the Islander is a copy of the 
minutes of the Annual Meeting, and if you missed 
it, it was a good one. Our guest speaker was Derek 
Finkle, who was entertaining and informative. 

If you wish to contact me directly about any 
comments or recommendations you may have about 
the Association, the Board or our relationship with 
our landlords, my email address is cicasonny@live.
ca and my cottage phone number is 705-247-9061. 
I look forward to another great summer with our 
cottage friends and neighbours.

Sonny Goldstein, President
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Rod Monague was chief of Beausoleil First nation for a  
number of terms, starting in the mid 60’s when, like Pierre 
Trudeau, he represented a generational change of leadership. 
He was a friend to many cottagers and in latter years was a 
celebrated elder in the community. Rod knew a lot about  
the history of Christian Island and he was a great storyteller.   
A few years back he participated in a television interview  
which is now available on YouTube. Here are a few of  
his reminisces.  

Rod Monague was born in a hospital in 1942. An  
unusual occurrence in his family, as his grandmother was 
a practicing midwife. This would be the first in a series of 
unusual occurrences throughout his life.  Rod didn’t know 
he was adopted until a classmate informed him at age 10, 
having known his biological mother as his sister up until that 
point. The news was broken to him at his public school, where 
learning would have been easy—if five-year-old Rod spoke  
any English at all.

His first day of school, Rod remembers laughing at his 
teacher, Ms. Wilson, because he thought English sounded 
funny. After being dragged by the ear into the classroom’s 
corner, Rod resolved then and there he wouldn’t be going back 
to school anymore. His grandmother had different thoughts 
on the matter however, and Rod was back the very next day. He 
slowly but surely learned English after that, which must have 
been hard for a young boy suffering from a pronounced stutter. 
Luckily, his grandmother had a sure fire cure.

“We got up to the bush,” she told me “‘here’s what I want you 
to do: nobody’s around here, when you go gathering sap, and 
you’re way out there somewhere, get up on a stump, and talk 
to the trees. Pretend that they’re listening. If you hear them 
rustling, they’re applauding.’” Rod would do that every time no 
one was around, and after that season he no longer stuttered.

Rod’s grandmother had a big garden on Christian Island, 
but there was a dog that would stop by every now and then 
to pee on her tomato plants. His grandmother would shoo 
away the animal, but Rod took it upon himself to find a more 
permanent solution; he shot the dog. His grandmother was 
horrified and ordered him not to tell anyone about what he had 
done. She had young Rod bury the animal in an old potato sack.

Rod’s pride got the better of him, which led to bragging to a 
classmate about the terrific shot he had made from a bedroom 
window. Before you knew it, everyone was aware that Rod had 
shot a dog, including the pooch’s owner, a local horse farmer. 
Rod was terrified of the farmer, and avoided him at all costs. 

One day he spotted a sick horse in a field and nursed it to 
health, saving the animal’s life. It turned out that the horse 
belonged to—the same farmer. Rod was forgiven and no longer 
had to hide when he saw the farmer coming!

Rod said goodbye to his Christian Island community at age 
twelve, when government regulations meant he was to attend 
residential school in Sault Ste. Marie, a school that “wasn’t so 
bad so long as long as you kept your head down.”  He was always 
hungry at that school, although he wasn’t seriously mistreated.

All of that changed though, when he was transferred to the 
now infamous residential school in Brantford. Rod arrived at 
age 14, and on his first day was made to fight a classmate by 
other students. Standing in the middle of a circle of students, 
one of the biggest kids started punching and kicking Rod. But 
Rod was a farm-boy who had worked on the land all summer 
and Rod remembers scaring himself after losing his temper 
and knocking that classmate out cold.  There were no problems 
from the other kids after that.

This aggressive start was followed by many nasty surprises, 
including a farmer for which Rod worked. Rod recalls having 
been kicked in the head by this farmer after he had failed 
to wash manure off a pair of boots properly. While living 
conditions could be harsh in residential schools at the time, 
Rod did have a few fond memories. He recalled a female 
classmate who worked in the school’s kitchen at the time, 
having given him “the look” several times during meals. 
Goading from classmates had Rod asking the girl to leave the 
kitchen door open for them late one night, a request she gladly 
went along with. Rod was able to sneak out of the male dorms 
late one night, with the help of some dorm mates and blankets, 
and got into the kitchen in the search for food. 

“I got into the kitchen, but I didn’t know what to steal!” Rod 
recounts “so, I went in the pantry, and there was lots of canned 
stuff, ketchup and stuff, huge cans. There was no small stuff. 
So I saw this other, must have been a barrel or something, it 
had the cheese in it, wheels of cheese! So I pulled one of those 
out, rolled it down the hallway, and out the door.” With the 
help of his dorm mates, Rod was able to get this giant wheel 
of cheese back into their sleeping quarters, but the wheel was 
huge, and there were only 12 students to eat it. They broke 
up the cheese and hid it in vents, eating pieces every so often. 
Days later, school officials lined all the students up outside, 
demanding to know who stole the cheese. Rod fessed up and 
received ten lashes to each hand.

“What they were running was basically a farm” Rod said 
of residential schools of the day “so I planned in the fall, I 
thought, sooner or later I’m going to run away.” Realizing  
many of the runaway students were brought back in pairs,  
Rod resolved to go it alone. He said he knew when the time  
was right to go. One night, Rod was sexually abused at the 
school. That’s the night he took off from that Brantford 
residential school, with $13.63 in his 
pocket. He walked for three days to 
Hamilton, before buying a bus ticket to  
get to his aunt’s home in Toronto. 

A few weeks later, Rod’s grandmother 
came to collect him, swearing he’d never 
return to that school again. Months later, 
a Federal Agent tried to bring him back 
to the school, but was turned away by 
his grandmother. “She gave Mr. Morris a 
good tongue lashing. She just called him 
a liar. She went on and on, and the guy 
was scared!” Rod said of his grandmother. 

“She told me to go home, and she was still 
yelling at him as I was leaving, so we  
didn’t cross her too much!”

Rod made his return to Christian 
Island in the late 1960s, after having served in the Canadian 
Armed Forces as a peacekeeper stationed in Germany. At that 
time, Federal Indian Agents continued to oversee band affairs 
in the community. Rod became the first chief after the agents’ 
departure in 1968, and began making sure his band  
became more autonomous.

“He was totally committed, totally involved in our 
community for years and years and years, right up until he  
got sick with cancer a couple of years ago.” said his son, 
Chief Rod Monague Jr., during an interview with the  

Stories from Rod Monague
by Brett Glover

 Cows come to Christian Island
as told to Doug Bingley

Native people pride themselves on their verbal history. Rod had many stories that were 
passed on to him by his grandmother. One day we were sitting outside the café when Rod 
told me about an incident that occurred in the mid 1800’s. “We used to live on Beausoleil 
Island and the government decided to move the reserve to the present location. Most of 
the people were farmers and they didn’t want to leave their cattle unattended. For the 
journey to the island, in addition to passengers, they loaded up a barge with livestock and 
other possessions. Those cows didn’t enjoy the journey too much. When they came close 
to the island, the cows smashed down the barge railing, tumbled overboard and swam to 
shore. So, many of their cows arrived on the island before the people did!”  

Midland Mirror. “We didn’t take direction from Indian 
Affairs or their agents anymore. It was the direction of what 
our vision was, he basically built our community to what we 
wanted it to look like.”

Even after his time as chief came to an end in the 1990s, 
Rod continued to serve on council so he could remain involved 
in community affairs, especially in Christian Island’s business 
and economic development. Chief Rod Monague received 
the Anishinabek Nation Lifetime Achievement Award in 2006, 
recognition for “countless” contributions to his community 
and band, including the establishment of a ferry service to and 
from Christian Island.

After a long battle with cancer, Chief Rodney Monague 
passed away on January 5th, 2013 at age 71. In honour of his 
legacy, schools and public buildings around Christian Island 
were closed so everyone could attend his funeral five days 
later. The funeral was held at the Christian Island Recreation 
Centre; five hundred seats were laid out, and they weren’t 
nearly enough.
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Many centuries ago, a boat was sailing in the middle of the sea. Sitting in the ship’s galley, 

were three very wealthy men, and a quiet, small man, one who did notseem very distinguished 

in either his bearing or his clothing. The wealthy men’s conversation turned to matters of 

business, and each one bragged of his own wealth, trying to outdo the others.

One said: “I own large numbers of ships that sail to the very ends of the earth!”

The second said: “I own many castles spread across many countries!” 

The third said: “And I own acres of land, as far as the eye can see!”

Then turning to the quiet, unassuming man, hoping to make sport of him, 

one of the arrogant men asked him: “What do you own?”

He did not disappoint with his reply. He answered in a soft voice:  

“I am simple teacher from a small village, so I cannot compare 

with the material possessions you have. All I own are my 

thoughts—only my knowledge, only the wisdom that was taught 

to me, that is what belongs to me. But I would not trade it for a 

moment with all of your worldly wealth—for wisdom is the most 

precious of all treasures.”

What a profound and beautiful philosophy by which to live!  
“We do not inherit the Earth from our Ancestors, we borrow 
it from our Children” is a quote that some attribute to Chief 
Seattle, but regardless of its origin, it reflects the same values 
as this story. 

So what does the story teach us? Two important lessons: 
1. We are guided by the wisdom of our ancestors
2. We are here for future generations—we must leave them

a better world then than the one we found.
You wonderful students here at Christian Island, all come 

from a noble tradition that has existed for thousands of years. 
My hope and prayer for you, is that each of you connects 
with your tradition, your history, your language, and use 
that knowledge to improve the world for yourselves, for this 
generation, and for future generations.

And here is the second and final story:

So my message to you today is: you come from a glorious tradition, which 
abounds in wisdom, and you live in an era of unprecedented access to 
education and knowledge of all kinds—science, history, and philosophy—
please consider embracing the knowledge of both the past and the 
present, the wisdom of your heritage and the exciting innovations that we 
are discovering every day in the modern world.

I hope each of you considers not only graduating from high school, 
but also continuing on to university, college, or another institution of 
higher learning. If you dedicate yourselves to a life of learning—you will 
never grow old, you can travel the world and never be wanting, and you 
can, most importantly, lead a productive life, one that enriches not just 
your own spirit, but is a credit to your people and all humanity.

I wish you all the luck in following your individual life’s path, and may 
God bless you all.

The three wealthy men laughed at him heartily, and called him a sad and 

misguided fool. Every time they saw him, they insulted him, and made him 

feel very low indeed.

But then later in the voyage, disaster struck. The ship was caught in a vicious storm 

and sunk with almost no warning. Fortunately for them, the four men washed up on a 

nearby, remote island (not Christian Island!).

They all went their separate ways, but things were not easy for the three business 

magnates—for they were thousands of miles away from civilization—and not a soul 

on the distant island had any idea who they were.

Whenever the wealthy men approached a local resident wearing only the 

tattered clothes on their backs—all they could salvage from the shipwreck—

they would be ignored.

“Do you know who I am?” each wealthy man would thunder, to no avail.  So 

they ended up in the most desperate part of the island town, begging daily 

on the streets for a simple slice of bread to keep themselves alive.

How far had they fallen!

Not so, was the fate of the quiet man—he found a position as a teacher on the island and soon 

became a beloved figure to all the locals. You see, as the quiet teacher knew, knowledge has no 

borders, and a man of wisdom is treasured everywhere.

One day, the teacher entered the street where the formerly wealthy men would beg for 

their daily share of bread. He immediately recognized them and promised to assist 

them. Every day, he pledged, he would put aside a small portion of his wages to help his 

former shipmates, until he would have enough to help them make their way back home 

and assume their former, privileged lives.

At first the wealthy men were shocked by his kindness in light of the way they had 

previously treated him. “Do you not hate us?” the first man asked. 

“My tradition teaches me that hate poisons the one who does the 

hating”, replied the teacher.

“Do you not want to take revenge?” asked the second man. 

“My ancestors taught me that revenge means making the same 

mistake twice,” answered the teacher.

“Are you not depriving yourself?” questioned the last man.

“No, on the contrary, my elders taught me that, the more one gives, 

the more one receives, and the happiest people are those who help 

others,” the teacher patiently explained.

Eventually, with the help of the teacher, they all made their way home, but the three 

wealthy men never again bragged about their riches, or insulted anyone else for their 

lack of worldly wealth, for they had learned a most important lesson: 

Wisdom is 

the most precious

of all treasures.

Each year CICA gives an award  

to the Most Improved Student in the  

Grade 8 graduating class at the  

Christian Island Elementary School.  

While I usually present the award  

with a few words of encouragement,  

last year I was unable to attend and  

our Board Member, Eli Rubenstein,  

filled in and delivered the following talk.  

It was so well done, it bears reprinting. 

SG

It is my pleasure to be here this evening to represent the Christian Island 
Cottagers Association. I want to share with you two short stories—both of 
which exemplify the values of education and the importance of learning 
from the wisdom of our ancestors.

The first story is about 2000 years old—and comes from the Middle 
East. The folktale goes like this:

Grade 8 Graduation, 
               Christian Island Elementary School
      delivered by Eli Rubenstein
board member: Christian Island Cottagers Association

One day a man was journeying on the road 

and he saw an elderly man planting a carob tree;

he asked him: “How long does it take for this tree to bear fruit?” 

The man replied: “Seventy years.”

He then further asked him: “Are you certain that you  will live another seventy years?”

The man replied: “I found ready grown carob trees in the 

world; as my forefathers planted these for me so I too 

plant these for my children. As the generations before me 

for me, so too do we plant for future generations.”
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The Christian Island Cottagers’ Association (CICA) 
has represented cottagers since 1964, and works with 
Beausoleil First Nation (BFN) to maintain a stable long-term 
environment, so that cottagers and their families can enjoy 
the Christian Island experience for years to come. 

Our website, islanderonline.ca, and annual Islander 
Newsletter enable cottagers to find out what is happening 
on the island and share information. CICA also looks for 
opportunities to hold social events where cottagers can  
get to know each other and the BFN community. CICA  
is led by a volunteer Board of Directors and supported by 
membership fees.

If you are not currently a member, it is imperative that  
you join us now. We are entering a very important time in  
our history on the island and need all cottagers to be 
members so we represent a united voice to our landlord  
when the time comes to discuss our lease renewal. Come  
to meetings, voice your opinions and volunteer to help  
build our cottage community, and help us retain our  
rental levels at reasonable rates.

Christian Island Cottagers Association 
(416) 519–0513 

PO Box 246, Station C 
Toronto, ON M6J 3P4 

contact.cica@gmail.com   islanderonline.ca

Note to the EMS crew on the island from an elderly women who 
was a weekend guest at a cottage. She fell down a flight of stairs 
and had to be taken to the hospital in Midland.

Produced for the Christian Island Cottage Community
by The Christian Island Cottagers’ Association

Summer 2015

Fireworks at Sunset
by Andre Wagner

He raged against his competition
Frustrated that his purchased magnificence
Was no match for nature’s paintbrush

They boomed,
They echoed
Their brash “look at me” insistence
Eventually falling on deaf ears

As all eyes once again
Returned to the pastel light show
Languidly ushering in
The even more spectacular night sky

Dear Niki & Sara,

I would like to thank you again for 
the kind and compassionate care 
that you showed me during my recent 
experience on Christian Island after 
my fall when I was visiting my friend, 
Eli Rubenstein’s cottage.

You managed to put me at ease with 
your professionalism, humour and 
warmth—in short your human  
touch made the situation that much 
more bearable.

I am back home on my way to a full 
recovery and I am certain that your 
extraordinary care played a role in 
this. The island is very lucky to have 
the two of you on staff to help in  
times of need.

In Gratitude, with Warm Regards,

Yael Israeli
Jerusalem, Israel

Hello Yael!

I am glad to hear you made 
it home safely and are 
on the mend. I hope you 
enjoyed your visit to Canada 
and more specifically, 
Christian Island.

It was our pleasure, and 
we enjoyed meeting you as 
well. Your words of thanks 
are much appreciated, we 
don't hear thank yous often 
so it means a lot.

Take care and enjoy the 
rest of your summer.

Niki and Sarah 
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