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STEPHEN’S BUTCHER SHOP
MUSKOKA’S FINEST CUSTOM BUTCHER

8 Harris Street, Port Carling
or by boat on the Indian River

Open: Monday to Saturday 8:30 - 5:30 p.m. Closed Sunday 
FRESH FISH EVERY TUESDAY & THURSDAY           1 877 810-5824  

765-3936

Fresh organic vegetables from 
Grenville Farms every Thursday.

A HEALTHY SELECTION!
• Atlantic & Wild Salmon

• Ahi Tuna • Pickerel • Halibut
• Frozen Georgian Bay Splake &

Whitefish • Cuban Rock Lobster Tails  
• Alaskan King Crab

• Black Tiger Shrimp & Much More
DON’S BAKERY PRODUCTS

arriving Tues., Thurs., Fri. & Sat.!

Phone (705) 644-1343   Fax (705) 764-1253

For quality products and reliable service 

call Jaye LaChanse

“Muskoka’s Carriage Door Specialist”

Boathouse • Residential • Commercial

Working with Ace Boat Lifts of Muskoka 

to co-ordinate lifts and doors.

Most makes and models of steel, insulated 
steel or wood doors with Liftmaster openers. 

Free estimates anywhere 
on the Muskoka Lakes!

We Beat Home Depot’s 

Installed Price
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It is a beautiful sunny 
day. Wispy clouds drift 

lazily across the blue. My 
wife snoozes in the lounger 
with an open book on her 
lap. The children play on 
the swim raft moored in 
the bay, pushing each other 
off in some form of king 
of the castle. The giggling 
and laughter is a beautiful 
sound. King of the raft 
they may be, but I am the 
monarch of this island, me 
thinks, as I stand surveying 
my kingdom.

Often when we think 
of an earthly paradise, it is 
an island that is imagined. 
True, it is mostly a trop-
ical destination, with white 
sand beaches, blue ocean 
and swaying palms, but 
also it seems to be the 
self-containment that the 
island promises that is an 
important part of the fan-
tasy.

My cottage is on an 
island. It is far from trop-
ical; in fact, it can be quite 
chilly some days, even in 
summer. There is no sandy 
beach, no salty ocean air 
or turquoise water, no 
palms, seabirds or trop-
ical fish. The island is a 
balsam-scented, three-acre 
mound of rock, cedar and 
pine situated in the middle 
of a lake in the northern 
woods. It is the island from 
a Tom Thomson painting. 

The conifers are bent in 
the wind and gnarled with 
age.

On the island, in a set-
ting of white birch and 
mountain ash, is a ramb-
ling log cabin with a loft 
and ladder, polished wood 
furniture, a wood-burning 
fireplace, covered porch 
and cedar privy. Mus-  
koka chairs are on the 
dock at the end of a short, 
well-worn path. There is 
no electricity, telephone or 
running water. A propane 
oven or little wood stove 
is where we do our cook- 
ing, and oil lamps help 
light the cabin at night. It 
is relaxing and a fun and 
safe place for the family. 
The children and our dogs 
can run around and we 
do not worry. The island 
provides a combination of 
freedom and security.

The island might lack 
the tropical flavour or 
even the fearsome cliffs 
or craggy mountains that 
fix some islands in one’s 
memory. Here, at the cot-
tage, the beauty is more 
modest than spectacular. 
It is beautiful though, sur-
rounded by inviting water 
and a sweeping panorama 
of inlets, islands and pen-
insulas.

True, cottaging on a 
remote island can provide 
certain obstacles. One can 

not so readily hop in the 
car and head to town for 
milk and bread. It is a 
little bit more of a logis-
tical dilemma when every-
thing has to be brought 
by boat — the provisions 
for a week’s stay, the 100-
pound propane cylinders 
needed for cooking and 
refrigeration, or the lum-
ber for a cottage project. 
The marvellous sense of 
isolation is peculiar to is- 
lands and it is this isolation 
that both limits distrac-
tions and demands self-
sufficiency.

I have always thought of 
myself as an island person. 
My wife and family would 
say that I am frugal. I am 
self-sufficient, comfort-
able with solitude, an avid 
reader and greedy for small 
pleasures. Since this is an 
island that has been in the 
family since my childhood, 
the cottage also encour-
ages a powerful nostalgia 
in me.

It was on the island that 
I learned to fish and canoe, 
water ski, chop wood — it 
was here that I grew to 
manhood. I cut a deep, jag-
ged gash in my left pointer 

finger, when the cross-cut 
saw I was using slipped 
out of the log. I hid by 
the water on a rock ledge 
surrounded by cedars, not 
wanting to admit my care-
less mistake, holding a 
blood-soaked cloth over a 
wound that needed stitch-
es. Unembarrassed now, I 
show the scar to my chil-
dren.

Yes, back then I was just 
a kid, a mere serf in this 
domain. Now, I am roy-
alty!

The children are at the 
shore now, climbing out 
on swim rock, asking what 
is for lunch. My wife is 
awake, giving me orders 
to put the barbecue on for 
hotdogs.

“Can you take us out 
water skiing after lunch?” 
the kids ask.

“You said you’d take me 
fishing,” my son reminds 
me.

“And you were going 
to fix the dock this after-
noon,” suggests my wife.

“Yes, my liege,” says the 
man who would be king.

Jamie Ross has a cosy log 
cabin on a three-acre island, 
where he, his wife and four 
children love to spend their 
summers. Though there is 
no electricity to the island, a 
solar panel powers his laptop 
and allows him to write 
Cottage Daze about life at 
the cottage. Jamie can be 
reached at jamieross@mus 
koka.com.

Island kingdom Cottage
Daze

Jamie
Ross

Rock cut is a Muskoka wonderland — 
as fill for the road.

I have travelled through 
and marvelled at the awe-
some sight of Huckleberry 
Rock my whole life, but 
it wasn’t until this spring 

that I ventured out and 
appreciated the view it 
offers. I couldn’t help feel-
ing grateful for the pro-
tection it gave my grand-
parents. If only Bert and 
Bernice had known, the 

pink walls which sheltered 
them from the storm of 
1968 would now, 40 years 
later, be a Muskoka won-
derland on which their 
great-grandchildren’s tiny 
feet skip with delight.

Cont. from page 6


