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This book is a
gift for all my family. May they one day find it worthwhile; may
others find something of value.
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foster children everywhere, especially our Little L and R who fate
denied their “High Falls” to explore forever in memory. I hope that
they find cherished memories to give comfort in the dark hours. To
my family and friends from High Falls, may you forever hear the cry
of the loon and the echo of the whip-poor-will.
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Author’s Word

I have based
this story on factual memories, but the melodrama is
fictional. Any resemblance between those characters and real
people, living or dead, is coincidental.

You may skip
this section and go straight to chapter one; however, the map and
satellite photo may help you understand locations mentioned in the
text.






In the
engaging stage play, Ipperwash,
Falen Johnson and Jessica Carmichael lead us to consider place,
loss of home and dislocation from
our roots. They presented the
story as an explanation of the native peoples’ connection to
the land. I left the Blythe Theater with a mixture of excitement
and sadness in my heart.

Our industrial
culture over the past 200 years has led to dislocation for most of
us, as economics has forced people to move or has obliterated our places of youth, and in my case,
both happened with High Falls. It had disappeared by 1986.

My experience
in fostering children has taught me that life denies the
opportunity for many young people to have a place of roots for
happy, youthful memories. Perhaps this is the basis of the growing
craziness of the industrial world.

Readers of my
first fiction, “After the Last Day”, may recognize that this loss
is one of the great shadows that dogged my characters. I cannot say
we all yearn for the recovery of place, but I always have. I never
really felt at home anywhere. This story explores my yearning.

 I am
presenting here a personal and incomplete vignette of my
life in High Falls until about grade 10. At that age, High Falls
changed from being my world, to become my sometimes refuge as I focused more of my life on outside
interests, high school and university. In later life, High Falls
has become my refuge of memory, my spiritual place that anchors
while waiting for the call into the safe harbour. I left High Falls
for the last time in January 1970.

High Falls is
a hydro-electric generating complex built where, in a series of
rapids and falls, the Spanish River descends over an ancient fault
line in the Earth that we can trace all the way from Quebec to
Montana and known in this area as the Murray Fault. Local faulting
is a consequence of the asteroid impact almost two billion years
ago that created the Sudbury basin. High Falls sits about 50 km west of Copper Cliff, Sudbury
and 20 km straight line from Espanola which itself exists because
of another falls on the river.

The reader can
find the story I briefly outline below in more detail in my book,
High Falls, mentioned above.

People logged
The Spanish River valley
extensively in the late 1800s, and
a logger first suggested that the complex, then known as Twin
Falls, would be a suitable site for electrical generation. The
Canadian Copper Company created the Huronian Power Company, and the
site generated first power in 1906. My grandfather, Albert
Prentice, arrived in High Falls in
1912.

After 1906,
Huronian completed the secondary dams for the lower plants and No.
2 generating station, making it
possible to establish the town on a sand and clay levee east of the
power plants. The river, about 200 meters wide, defined the
southern extent of the houses, and No. 2 tailrace marks the western boundary. The swimming-hole
beach lay near the lower rapids below the falls about a kilometre upstream from the village.

Until the
1930s, a spur from the Eastern Algoma Railway, later the Canadian
Pacific served the site, and they named the junction “Turbine”.
Many workers laboured there in the era
before diesel power could replace them, and at the height of
construction, perhaps 3000 lived at the site. The only traces of
their camps were the trash heaps east of the town.

They completed
Big Eddy dam in 1920, creating the 40 km long Agnew Lake, but the
power plant did not generate electricity until about 1930. The Big
Eddy dam is one and a half kilometres upstream from the town and No. 1 plant, first reached by a railway line and
later by a road that paralleled the abandoned track bed. Water
drops in two stages, almost 60 meters from the level of Agnew Lake
to the High Falls tailrace.

I only knew
the town long after the High Falls Road replaced the railway. In
the story, you can trace this on
the map and satellite photo below; I walk on the roads that follow
the old tracks. I stop at the No. 2 plant
near the ponds in the river bed left exposed by damming the second
falls that gave the name “Twin Falls”. Then, I reminisce at the
west end of the secondary High Falls dam, a hundred meters off the
Big Eddy road and across the High Falls No. 1 and 2 water intake
canal from the “overflow” dam. After, I walk on up to Big
Eddy. In the end, I sit at the
spot about 30 meters above the town-site, where the old railway trestle brought the
tracks up to the level of Big Eddy road, halfway up the big rock hill that dominated the northern
side of the town.

Our school
sat on the east side of town, just
past the little creek. The gate is now
just west of where the stream passes under the only road that
enters the complex, although we had three ways into town. The low
road went to the town and the high road to the power plants between
the houses and the hill. A back road passed behind the school,
through the edge of the bush and on to our house. The two
main roads connected at the school
and with two side streets, one between the clubhouse and Grandpa’s
house and the other between the clubhouse and the little cottage
house where we first lived. Quietness dominated life, with little
vehicle traffic and a lot of walking. As children, we walked or
biked everywhere.

What we called
the “sandpit” or “the hopper” was
about a half-kilometre downstream,
where the river made a sharp turn over a gravel bar and disappeared
on its way to Nairn Falls and Espanola. The garbage dump was two
kilometres out of town towards
Turbine, which was about five kilometres from the village. The satellite photo and map
on the next two pages show the overall layout.
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Fig. 1Sketch map of the town-site, close to scale but
approximate locations of buildings and points of interest in the
story






At the outset,
I had to struggle with how personal to be and whether to name the
actual people I knew. I used real names where they came to my
memory, and if there was a somewhat negative relationship, I stress
that this account is from my point of view while others may have
had another experience, which I did not understand or
appreciate.

There is only
one instance I use a made-up name. Despite the deep anxiety I felt
from our earlier confrontations, in 1969 I worked beside this
person, and we had a positive
relationship. We both had changed. Tragically, the young man in
question had his struggles, and it
suddenly cut his life short. I am still thankful our relationship
taught me that healing and transformation are possible in human affairs. It seems to support the
native’s concept of healing
circles and restoration. If there is a secondary purpose to this
effort, it is to pass on that possibility for my children and
grandchildren to consider.

I am not writing a “tell-all”, so I will not pile on the personal angst but
focus on the memory of mostly pleasant places and events. As well,
it is not a story of continuous upward progress in maturing and
understanding. Life is not like that but made up of the dialectical
dance of advances leading to
setback and then defeats, turning to victories in an endless
cycle.

This story
captures photographs from my memory that I had not put into
photographs. I want to share these with family and perhaps other
interested people. I am also trying to sort out memory and place in
my mind and heart. The photographs in the document somewhat match the narrative.

I seldom write
any story with a pre-conceived structure, but as a flow that grows
naturally and fixed on paper. This account is the same, so
memories, as they occur in the story, may not be in chronological
or geographic order. These memories have frequently come to mind
throughout my life and have the randomness of flashing signs in a
streetscape. Readers may experience this confusion of time and
space reflected in the simple literary device I employ, the
interaction between Moe and Donnie. In part, this style is a
tribute to the native way of
preserving history through a story.

In the same
way, the dramatic story is not
only to add some interest but to remind us, especially me, that
High Falls has changed and new people are living out different
lives, writing fresh stories connected to the place.

The text
reflects the randomness of our play as children in High Falls with
no plan. One day we would visit the sandpit downriver, another up the big hill, and another
to “the Island” between High Falls No. 1 and the falls, bike to the
garbage dump, to the dams, frog pond, or Big Eddy. Summers
especially held a random wild ride in a real-life natural
wonderland. Each day was an escape into the orchard. We had so many
apples to pick. Moe’s explicit memories and Donnie’s seemingly
random adventures describe actual events and places in my childhood
as accurately as I remember them.

These memories
have always brought feelings of pleasure and longing. I hope the work summarizes these for my family,
memories and thoughts that I sadly never fully received from my
parents. I had no opportunity to hear from Grandfather Prentice,
who disappeared from my life dying before I was two, or from
Grandpa Hayward, whom I never knew but only a name and a photo of a
middle-aged man. Grandma Hayward simply appeared as a weathered
grave marker in Kettleby cemetery. I longed to know Dad’s
heart in his own story, but his experience pained too much for him
to pass on, and some of what Mom shared carried her pain.

In love, I
give mine to you all.

 


Aspen, birch and
pine

Blazing
October

Colours this
heart of mine

Setting feet
restless

Upon memory’s
road

Visiting
places that

Be no more

But living
wild

Within this
memory

Don Hayward


Chapter
One

The car pulled
off the travelled portion of the road, crushing small shrubs on the
edge of a gravel turnout.

Pussy
willow, Moe thought.

The vehicle
stopped on flat ground with long grass and goldenrod all about.
From a short distance, the car appeared to be floating on a prairie
sea with ripe seed-heads waving in the breeze. Most would not have
dared to park there, but the old man behind the wheel knew he had
stopped in the old gravel schoolyard, hidden by the decades since
they had torn the building down. He remembered when they had built
the place the year he started Grade One. The most vivid memory was
of what seemed like the huge
“steam shovel” that made the waterline and the oakum and solder at
the joints. The digging machine was neither large nor powered by
steam.

Funny how
memory works, thought Moe, of all the little details I could
have remembered. It is only that.

Moe’s eyes had
not looked upon this spot in many years. His life had taken him
far, around the world and then filled with family and love, but
there had always been the emptiness, the memory of this place, the need to return, the desire, the
longing.

It was a warm
day, one of those September days that often came to mind when Moe
thought of his old home. Crimson and gold, blunted by the deep
burnished colour of red oak in fall glory, ran up the hill as they
always did, before the big storm later in the month stripped them
bare.

He pushed the
car door shut, felt the warmth of the sun on the maroon paint and
looked up the hill, his hand shielding his eyes and reducing the
watering that had become so common for him in bright light.

Moe usually
treated his appearance carelessly. All his life, his clothes, his
teeth, his hair had all seemed slightly off. The gap in his front
teeth led to avoiding smiling, and when someone expected a smile, he
forced it. He had always admired the easy, confident grins of others.

False teeth
fixed that, Moe thought, and remembered the joke about how you
could tell a hockey player at a party because they were the only
ones with perfect front teeth.

His hair and
beard had always been a dynamic adventure with Moe’s appearance
lately, cycling between Santa Claus and the retired civil servant
look. Moe had never qualified for either job. Today he had felt it
necessary to have a haircut and
crop his beard to a tidy centimetre, with the moustache trimmed. He
needed to look his best today, in keeping with the rest, had worn a
fresh flannel shirt, and pressed pants, clean socks in new
ankle-cut hiking shoes and clean underwear.

“You don’t
want them to find you in dirty
underwear,” Mom always said, no doubt passing on the Prentice
women’s slightly skewed opinion of the human body.

Going home
perhaps, he thought, or
paying my last respects to a dead place.

The deep
colours of the scrub oaks still framed the hard grey rock, but all
the trees were different, bigger and new, hiding most of the hill.
It was familiar, but strange. He briefly wished that it were high
summer, when he might later hear the whip-poor-will as dusk
descended. An enormous boulder, the common roost for the shy night
bird, sat at the base of the grey, granite hill and almost obscured
by the trees and scrub that engulfed the meandering creek.
The stream, hidden and full of
memory, burbled from recent fall rain. The whip-poor-will always
had sat on the rock, serenading High Falls into darkness.


Whip-poor-will; Whip-poor-will; Whip...

Moe looked
away towards the place where his home once stood.

I can still
hear the echo of the whip-poor-will behind me, making the town real
or perhaps reminding me
that High Falls
itself is only an echo in my mind.






Moe turned
back to stare at the rock slope that had once been bare; with a few
sumacs and a lot of thick rock-moss clinging to whatever
fracture and ledge the last ice sheet had
left and broken by the concrete footings of the long gone
railway trestle. The voices of children at play seemed to echo still as they scrambled over the
steep face, throwing clods of moss at each other while trying not
to tumble down.

Luckily, no
one ever got hurt. I wonder what that whip-poor-will thought while
trying to catch some rest amid our nonsensical pandemonium.

That
grade-seven teacher used to take part, an educated Scot who had
remained a child.

Moe had not
liked the man, but it seemed he might be the only one in the school
who felt that. To Moe, the teacher had been a bully, humiliating
Moe in front of the entire class by threating to strap him for God
knows what, and he allowed a bigger boy repeatedly to bully Moe. Not even Moe’s older brother ever
came to his aid during those humiliating attacks by Davie, and the
child-like teacher had laughed.

My friend,
Warren, before he died, told me how much he admired that teacher
and how the man had opened Warren’s eyes to the world. Of course,
the teacher lived with the Eversheds, so Warren got to know him
outside of school and saw a side of the man hidden from me. Life is
not simple.

Moe tried to
recall how many kids from that pathetic one-room school had gone to
university. It seemed an impossibly large number, and even more
important, most of the kids had satisfied and successful lives
other than through school.

It was the
times, thought Moe, expansion, optimism, a faith in
intellectualism and everyone had a firm belief that as adults, they expected
us to take care of ourselves. You could get a good job almost as
soon as you were sixteen, even if you did not excel at school. Companies expected to train you on
the job then, not dump that cost onto the school system.


Chapter
Two

An ugly gate
with a video camera on a pole blocked the old road, what Moe called
the “high road”. Moe waved, but his image likely disappeared into
the guts of some computer, unseen by a human. In his youth, before
the voices of children on the rock had faded, until the company
ripped the town into oblivion, no one had cared who passed here:
workers, residents, relatives, miners coming to fish on the
weekend, bear, moose… children.

Children!

He stared,
wiped a small tear from his eye, and eased to the gate, the spot
beyond where the road crossed the little creek. The bridge, built
before his time, a solid concrete
slab, had carried the railway over to the still standing generating
stations. An ugly corrugated, galvanized steel tube, practical but not notable, now
took the slab’s place.

His hand
grasped the wire mesh of the gate, and he rattled it, pulling
hard.

“You damned
thing,” he shouted. An echo whispered from the nearby rock
face.

Silly Moe,
silly Moe, silly Moe.

This modern
monstrosity mocked him, this contraption; this symbol of the
fearful, possessive decay of the world, built against the lawsuits
of people wanting to make a buck in any devious way.

The fence
represented the fifty years since he last felt free here. The free
roaming of the children in his day would now anger and frighten
powers that be, minions, mere functionaries of the corporations
that lay on the land like caustic slime. He pulled back from the
fence as if it had burnt his hand. The camera on a pole beside the
gate silently watched, its large black eye focusing on Moe.

Moe looked
down the creek to where the abandoned low road used to cross the
stream. Originally, it had a wonderful old bridge made from
salvaged railway timber with lots of little nooks beneath for
youngsters to explore, cool, mysterious, scary with the chance of
snakes, but with frogs and tadpoles. In time, they replaced the bridge with an ugly culvert, but they had removed even that. Moe
remembered the thunderous flash flood of ’67 ripped that pipe up
and threw it downstream as if nature abhors the things. The torrent had not moved the concrete
slab of the high-road bridge.

So much for
modern innovation, he thought and turned to look up the road to
where the old No. 2 power plant still stood.

Unknown to
Moe, his shaking had triggered an alarm 60 kilometres away. A bored security guard dropped her crime
novel and focused on the monitors that showed some old coot
interfering with the High Falls fence.

She
dialled her boss and watched as
the old man stared at the gate, but did not seem to do anything.
The boss arrived, and they watched the screen. Nothing much
happened.


“Keep an eye
on him. Probably it’s one of those
old residents come for a look. Let me know if he trespasses.”

She returned
to her book, glancing at the screen from time to time. The old man
stood motionless.


Moe’s eyes
travelled from the road to where the hamlet once stood. He stared
for a long time, trying to remember exactly how it had looked with
the neat white cottages and green-trimmed houses, the gravel road, the bare hill where the
Insulbrick covered community hall
had dominated; it had been the old school and a hospital before his
time.

Mom taught
there, one year, he thought, and out at the Turbine school.
John went to grade one in the old place the last year before the
new school opened.

And a
church, Moe remembered and chuckled, where I learned to
whistle during a hymn. Whistling wasn’t part of the United Church
liturgy, and I did not impress Mom.

The rink
shack, made from an old police guard hut by the work gang, had sat
below the hill near where the ice rink appeared every fall. When
they were older, the kids would sit in the shack on the nights too
cold to skate and tend a fire in
the old woodstove; gossiping and laughing. Echoing children’s
voices stirred him.
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Old
community hall and rink shack, looking north from our
backyard.

Moe remembered
the hall, and the time they had taught their dog, Lucky, to climb a
ladder onto the roof. The dog had all the bravery of the kids. They
had put someone’s wooden ladder up to the roof. Lucky followed, and
Moe could still see him coming back down, bravely running head
first and putting his paws on each
board rung as he came. Moe had feared for him, but the dog seemed
proud. Lucky often played with them as if a kid.

I wonder if
they bothered to take the fence far down the creek.

Moe retrieved
a small backpack from the car with water, a thermal blanket, and
trail food. He found walking a chore but struggled through the
trees, passing over the spot where his school desk might have sat,
near the big west windows of the single classroom. Moe paused and looked west. He once sketched
the town in fall colours, through the school window to break the
boredom as the teacher imbued wisdom into some other grade. Tall,
red pines still dominated the head of the island above No. 1 Dam.
Thick trees obscured it all.

He remembered
the first poem he ever wrote, sitting in that seat staring through
the large windows at a clear, cold, blue, winter sky with
fluffy snowflakes, seeming to come
from nowhere, drifting down. Grade five?


Nature’s
little parachutes

Falling to the
ground

Nature’s
little parachutes

Making
ne’re a
sound.


It was all Moe
could remember from the lost poem. Perhaps not a poem worth
remembering, but it was his first.

My desire
to write seems to have deep roots. No one noticed that and gave
encouragement or direction. Back then, my handicap, what’s now
called A.D.D., kept me ignorant of it. Perhaps I would have taken
English grammar more seriously, and Mrs Mackenzie would not have threatened to strap me
for my poor spelling.

He struggled
through the dense growth down to the creek where the old trail had
taken him from home to school each day. Time had erased the
path.

Moe looked to
where his house had been. Attending
school had become such an ordeal that he would look out his
bedroom window on cold winter days, hoping that no smoke came from
the school furnace chimney. That would mean no classes.

In spring,
when he was smaller, the crust on the snow supported his weight.
When he grew older and more
substantial, it would not. He remembered, maybe in grades
seven or eight, trying it and mourning the loss.

We all
wanted to grow up, Moe lamented, but we soon learned that
adulthood comes with a price. It’s good we only understand that
later.

No trail, no
house, no school, no chimney.

He guessed
right. The company had spent the minimum on the fence. It ended
hidden in the trees. The little floodplain showed signs of recent
fast, high water.

Of
course, they would
stop the fence before here. That flood would have ripped it
away.

Moe stepped
over the creek at the end of the fence. The open, weedy far side
grabbed at his legs as he laboured back, finally reaching the road
inside the gate.


In Copper
Cliff, the security guard looked up from her book. There was no one
in view.

Oh
well, she sighed, laying the story down. A chance to try the
controls.

The camera
control panel was on her screen, and she clicked the mouse on the
pan control. She saw nothing along the fence to the rock face or
the opposite way to the trees. She tilted up and panned once more.
A maroon car sat at the edge of the scrub about 30 meters from the
gate, but no man, damn.

The camera
would not swivel beyond the fence. The next cameras were on the
ring-bus near the river and on the corner of No. 2 power plant and watched the bridge and around
to the roll door and the nearby switchyard. Neither was
controllable. She searched all the cameras.


Moe searched
for another memory. It had been October, not September, when he had
stood near here on the low road, staring at the sky after the
Soviets had launched Sputnik 1. His mind had been full of awe and
wonder. It had seemed that the first science-fiction story he had
read, “Rip Foster: Assignment in Space”, was coming true. His mind
wandered forward three more years to the evening Gillis McLennan
had planted the seeds of his still enduring interest in the sky,
space flight and big rockets. It must have been the summer of 1960,
just before Moe was to take his first scary and wonderful steps
away from the cocoon of High Falls and into high
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