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   Introduction: The Idea of BurgessWood 
 

If you could get a bird’s-eye view of BurgessWood, you’d see 400 acres of mixed forest 
emerging from the Canadian Shield, bordering the beautiful northwest shore of Otty Lake. Even 
in winter, the woods are green. Pine, cedar and hemlock abound among concentrations of oak, 
maple, aspen, birch, ash and ironwood. 

Looking more closely, you’d see two paved roads winding through the woods, linked to a 
gravel road. The road snakes down to boat docks and swim platforms at the lakeshore. Depend-
ing on the season, you’d spot a variety of woodland birds and flowers, darting squirrels and 

chipmunks, a browsing family of deer. You might hear the haunting cry of a loon soaring over 
the lake. And you’d see over sixty attractive homes of diverse contemporary design, sited to 

take in delightful views of forest, rock and pond. 

But what you’d really see is a community. BurgessWood is based on a simple yet visionary 
idea of community as applied by its founder, Dr. Grover Lightford: the idea of a sustainable 
residential development co-existing harmoniously with nature. BurgessWood offers an example 

of how humanity can both occupy and conserve the natural world. 

Located eight kilometres south of Perth, Ontario, BurgessWood combines privately owned 
lots and homes with shared ownership of 228 acres of common land. About half of the commu-

Aerial view of BurgessWood, taken from aircraft flown by resident Dale Lamport 
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nity’s acreage is divided into seventy large, wooded, private lots. The other half is jointly man-
aged by the residents and preserved in its natural state for all to enjoy. 

The common lands contain four beaver ponds and a network of hiking trails. The trails are 
linked to the Rideau Trail, which borders BurgessWood and runs all the way between Ottawa 
and Kingston. The common lands also include almost a mile of pristine Otty Lake shoreline. 
Here residents can picnic, swim, dock their boats, and enjoy the natural beauty of the place. 
These communal features are part of what makes BurgessWood unique. They contribute to the 
special pleasure of living there, and to the sense of community that BurgessWood inspires in its 

residents. 

BurgessWood is also fully connected to the 
world. In addition to high-speed internet 
and satellite television access, residents 
maintain close ties with neighbouring cities 
and towns. Ottawa is just over an hour’s 
drive to the northeast, Kingston about the 
same distance to the south. Carleton Place, 
Smiths Falls and the village of Lanark are 
all located nearby within Lanark County. 
For most of their daily needs, Burgess-
Wood residents make the fifteen-minute 
drive down Otty Lake Sideroad and the 
Scotch Line to Perth, a historic town on the 
lovely Tay River. 

Legally speaking, BurgessWood has existed as a residential community only since 1983. 
But the land on which it sits has a much longer history of human habitation. Aboriginal peoples 
lived in the area for countless generations. Residents walking over their property or hiking the 
BurgessWood trails today are reminded of the past by shallow, overgrown trenches dug over a 
century ago, at a time when the market for mica and other minerals brought mining operations 
to the area. In a few secluded places, other traces of the mining activities remain: remnants of 
buckets and rusted winches, even an old well, pump or stone wall. The last of the mine owners, 
William and Anna McLaren, lived on the site of present-day BurgessWood and left behind 

buildings – now demolished or removed – that were once a link to the pioneer past. 

To document that past, and to record the growth of the current community, the Burgess-
Wood Property Owners’ Association decided to produce this brief history. The following pages 
describe BurgessWood’s creation and evolution, setting it against the historical backdrop of the 
land it occupies. 

The Association formed a History Working Group of residents to plan and research this 
document. The Working Group interviewed Dr. Lightford and several other individuals knowl-
edgeable about the early days of the area. The group also conducted research using the re-
sources of the Perth Museum. Wendy Smith coordinated the Working Group and took the lead 
in collecting, collating, copying and archiving research materials. Roy MacSkimming wrote the 
text, with assistance from many other residents who provided additional material. David 

Zimmerly laid out the text and the photographs, some of which are his own work. 

The Working Group would like to thank several individuals for their generous and indis-

BurgessWood boat launch in winter 
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pensable assistance: Grover Lightford, Susan Lightford, Nancy Kenyon, the late Robert Mott, 
Jo Mott, the late Peter Code, Kathleen Hicks Pogue and Frances Laidlaw. All kindly shared 
knowledge and memories. Mr. and Mrs. Mott provided access to the Kenyon family history, 
which records life in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries in and around what is now 
BurgessWood; Nancy Kenyon helpfully provided additional detail. Also useful was A History 

of Otty Lake by David E. Code (2006), published by the Otty Lake Association. 

Members of the BurgessWood History Working Group were: Marg Cosgrove, Pat and John 
Gurney, Cathy Lamport, Ann Lepp, Ian McDonald, Roy MacSkimming, Nancy Pettinger, Ray 
Schmidt, Wayne and Wendy Smith, Dan Woods, Dick Zeidler and David Zimmerly. 

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

BurgessWood residents share ownership of over 4,000 feet of Otty Lake shoreline 
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Lauren Gould enjoying the winter 
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   A BurgessWood Chronology 
 

Pre-1816: The area is part of the vast hunting territories of the Algonquins and other Aboriginal 

peoples. 

1816:  Founding of Perth as a military settlement in Upper Canada. 

1860 (approx.):  Mining of apatite and mica begins on present-day BurgessWood lands. 

1867:  Isaac Kenyon arrives from England, eventually building a farm adjacent to Otty Lake 

along present-day Kenyon Road. 

1893:  First summer cottage on northern Otty Lake, just off Kenyon Road, built by the Farmer 

family. 

1901:  BurgessWood mining property bought by Senator Peter McLaren of Perth. 

1910:  Senator McLaren gives mining property as a wedding present to his son William 
McLaren and daughter-in-law Anna Gemmell McLaren. They build two homes, Forest Lodge 

and the Winter House. 

1923: Mining activity in BurgessWood comes to an end, but William and Anna McLaren con-

tinue living there. 

1924:  Grover Lightford born in Brockville, later moving with his family to Toronto. 

1932:  William McLaren dies, age 53. Anna McLaren continues living on the property for many 

years with household help. 

1936:  Lightford family moves to Perth. 

1937:  Lightford family buys cottage property on Otty Lake Sideroad. 

1949:  Grover Lightford graduates in dentistry from University of Toronto and returns to Perth 
to practise. 

1969:  Dr. Lightford buys BurgessWood property (209 acres) from Anna McLaren. 

1971:  Dr. Lightford buys an adjacent 80 acres from a Miss MacDonald. 

1973:  Dr. Lightford buys another 192 acres from Jim Bell, formerly Ferrier family property. 

1975:  Dr. Lightford presents his “Lakeland Development Project” to Ontario Ministry of Mu-
nicipal Affairs as a discussion paper.  Anna McLaren dies, age 91. 

1979:  Dr. Lightford submits his initial plan of subdivision for the BurgessWood lands, includ-
ing a proposed 82 lots, to North Burgess Township.  Negotiations follow, resulting in substan-
tial changes to the plan. 

11 



1982:  After selling off parts of his land that now constitute Loon’s Way and Looney Bin, Dr. 
Lightford submits the second version of his plan to the Township. 

1983:  The Township grants permission to proceed with developing BurgessWood, to comprise 
400 acres divided between common land and 70 private lots, 50 to be constructed in the first 
stage, 20 at a later stage. 

1986:  First BurgessWood lot purchased. Sales of BurgessWood lots continue steadily over the 
next 25 years. 

1987:  Dr. Lightford sells his dentistry practice to Dr. Kevin Orser. 

1988:  BurgessWood Property Owners’ Association formed to administer the common lands. 

1992:  First child born to residents of BurgessWood (Nathan McIver) 

1997:  First wedding takes place in BurgessWood (Nicole Graham, the German family). First 

death of a BurgessWood resident (Jean Cann). 

1998:  The Great Ice Storm in January severely disrupts life in BurgessWood, bringing the 

community closer together.  

2004:  BurgessWood residents hold a Grover Lightford Appreciation Night at the Perth Legion, 

featuring a dinner, speeches, music and a slide show about his life. 

2008:  25th anniversary of BurgessWood’s founding. 

2010:  First wedding takes place at BurgessWood waterfront (Samantha Barter). 

 

 

The four phases of BurgessWood construction, in chronological order: 

 

1. Lakewood Road section from 517 Kenyon Road (now Gould property) to 344 Lake-

wood (now Zimmerly property). 

2. Lakewood Road from no. 344 to cul de sac at end of road. 

3. McLaren Road section from 520 Kenyon Road (now Murphy property) to 881 
McLaren (now Ervin property). 

4. Remainder of McLaren Road. 
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   Perth, the Anchor 
 

If BurgessWood were a ship, Perth would be its anchor. The community’s proximity to 
Perth makes living in Burgesswood a highly viable proposition. Although it is located in Tay 
Valley Township, outside the town limits, for practical purposes BurgessWood is closely linked 

to the Perth community. 

For many years Perth’s population has been officially estimated at 6,000. What might be 
termed greater Perth, however, has a substantial population outside its boundaries, further 
enlarged in summer by cottagers and other visitors. The town offers a wide range of amenities, 
restaurants, shops and services, including a well-equipped hospital and a good library. Perth has 

won awards for preserving its heritage architecture, which adds greatly to the town’s charm. 

 As recorded in Larry Turner’s Perth: Tradition & Style in Eastern Ontario, Perth began 
in 1816 as a planned military settlement carved out of the Upper Canada wilderness. Among the 
original settlers were officers and men of the British army demobilized after the War of 1812-
14. To ensure the colony’s loyalty and defend it against possible attack from the United States, 
the British authorities decided to populate the interior north of the St. Lawrence with soldiers of 
the Crown. At the same time, the government encouraged immigration from the British Isles by 
assisting immigrants from Scotland, Ireland and England to own land and build farms near 
Perth. 

The offer of freehold land attracted both military and civilian settlers. Soldiers were given 
100 acres of land, provisions and farm implements. Officers received town lots of one acre, or 
200 acres of country land (and more, depending on rank), with half-pay pensions. Immigrants 
from the old country received free ocean passage, provisions for the voyage, six months of ra-

tions, and farm implements at cost to work their land. 

The settlement of Perth and area was accomplished with military precision. The Crown had 
signed treaties with some of the Algonquin peoples living around the Rideau River system. In 
March 1816, government surveyor Reuben Sherwood, accompanying Lieutenant Colonel Fran-
cis Cockburn, Royal Navy Cap-
tain Allen Otty, Lieutenant Joshua 
Jebb and others, laid out the town-
site on the banks of the Tay (then 
Pike) River. They chose the site 
over a previously planned location 
at Jebb’s Creek, near Otty Lake, 
which would have put the town 
much nearer to present-day Bur-
gessWood. The Tay site was pre-
ferred since it was well-drained, 
located overlooking a water 
course that could be used for 
transport, and had good farmland 
nearby. Since Perth’s streets were 

C. Douglas Cavers Bridge, Tay River, Stewart Park, Perth C. Douglas Cavers Bridge, Tay River, Stewart Park, Perth 
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laid out in a grid radiating from the St. Lawrence River, they run at odd angles to the compass. 

In April 1816 the first settlers arrived, weary from their long and difficult journey through 
the bush from Brockville. Along with the soldiers and their families, many were part of a large 
group of Scottish immigrants, mainly from Perthshire and Inverness-shire, who had arrived in 
Upper Canada the previous year. The new arrivals trekked by foot and ox-cart up the rough 
muddy wagon trail through the woods, arriving at Rideau Lake and moving on to the raw new 

townsite. 

Settlers intending to farm faced the back-breaking work of clearing the forest. Many of the 
first farms were located along a boundary line heading west from Perth, a road that soon be-
came known as the Scotch Line – now a part of County Road 10, and very familiar to Burgess-
Wooders driving to and from Perth. Other settlers took lots in town, living first in tents and 
makeshift houses roofed with tree boughs until they could construct permanent homes of log or 
stone. By fall 1816, the military authorities recorded a total population of 1,505 people living in 
the Perth area: 840 men, 207 women and 458 children. Even today it seems extraordinary that 

such a sizeable community could have been created in the wilderness within just a few months. 

The little frontier town soon acquired the rudiments of civilization. The Scottish settlers 
chose the names Perth and Tay to remind them of the home they’d left behind. The first main 
streets – Gore, Drummond, Beckwith – were named after colonial officials of the day. Soon af-
terwards a wave of Irish immigration arrived. An estimated 500 Irish settlers located in and 
around Perth between 1816 and 1822, coming mainly from the counties of Carlow, Kilkenny, 

Wicklow and Wexford. 

Mills sprang up along the Tay to supply the settlers with flour and lumber. Distilleries fol-
lowed almost as quickly, and Perth became noted for the fine quality of its single malt whisky, 
distilled with water from the river. One of the town’s first commercial establishments was a tav-
ern. It’s said that twenty years after its founding, Perth had eight taverns, three distilleries and a 
brewery. Of a population of about 1,000 in 1836, 511 claimed to belong to temperance socie-
ties: as historian Larry Turner noted, either half the townsfolk were damned liars, or the other 

half were heavy drinkers. 

Men of the cloth soon arrived to dispense both religion and education. Perth’s first clergy-
men included Reverend William Bell, a fierce Presbyterian who came from Scotland in 1817 
and left behind a valuable record of Perth’s early days in his diaries, letters and books. Rever-
end Michael Harris, Anglican, arrived in 1819; Reverend John Griggs Peale, Methodist, in 
1821; and Father John MacDonald, Roman Catholic, in 1823. A Baptist congregation was es-
tablished in 1842 by Reverend R.A. Fyfe, who would go on to found Woodstock College in 
Woodstock, Ontario. 

Reverends Bell and Harris fought over the right to educate Perth’s children. Since the 
Church of England held political and social pre-eminence in the colony of Upper Canada at the 
time, Harris won. And yet religious differences didn’t stop Perth’s congregations from helping 
out their neighbours from time to time. They contributed to each other’s fundraising drives for 
new churches or church bells, and Father MacDonald, a Highlander, used to thank Protestant 

contributors by name in his services, adding: “Verra guid indeed for a heretic.” 

The centre of early Perth was the highest point of land on Drummond Street, which was 
reserved for public buildings, including the courthouse. When the first courthouse burned down 
in 1843, its stately neo-classical successor was erected of local stone and still stands proudly 
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today, defended by two cannon 
captured from the Americans at 
the Battle of Crysler’s Farm. 
Flanking the courthouse on one 
side is St. James the Apostle 
(Anglican); the present build-
ing was erected in 1861 and 
designed by the architects of 
the Parliament Buildings in Ot-
tawa. On the other side, St. An-
drew’s Presbyterian was built; 
it burned down in 1923 and 
was rebuilt farther up Drum-
mond Street. St. John’s Roman 
Catholic church was originally 
located on the same hill, but the 

present St. John’s, dating from 1848 and built of stone, stands on Wilson Street East. Approach-
ing Perth by car, one still sees the soaring spires of St. John’s and St. James’s on the horizon, 

dominating the townscape. 

In 1823 Perth was given the status of capital of the District of Bathurst. This made it the 
administrative and judicial centre of a huge frontier region comprising present-day Lanark and 
Renfrew counties and what is now the City of Ottawa – then a muddy, rowdy lumber village 
called Bytown. As the centre for the courts, police and other government offices, Perth attracted 
a professional class including lawyers, judges and civil servants, who contributed to the town’s 

prestige and prosperity. 

Perth’s first three lawyers all 
inhabited fine homes, quite differ-
ent in architectural style and con-
sidered today among the town’s 
jewels: Inge Va, McMartin House 
and Summit House (currently un-
dergoing restoration). They were 
lived in, respectively, by Thomas 
Radenhurst, Daniel McMartin and 
James Boulton. These three were 
hotheaded rivals whose bitter con-
flicts produced the most famous 
incident in Perth’s history: the last 
fatal duel fought in Upper Canada. 
The duel, involving law students of 
Radenhurst and Boulton, was 
fought in 1833 and is commemorated by a historic plaque at Inge-Va. This dramatic story can 
be found in Susan Code’s A Matter of Honour and Other Tales of Early Perth and Larry 
Turner’s Perth: Tradition & Style in Eastern Ontario. 

Perth’s history lives on in many other fine heritage buildings: Matheson House (now the 

Perth Court House 

Inge Va lived in by Thomas Radenhurst 
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Perth Museum), Victoria Hall (now the nucleus of the Great War Memorial Hospital), the Hen-
derson residence (now Perth Heritage Manor B&B), and the 1863 Town Hall. They testify to 
Perth’s growing prosperity as a commercial centre throughout the nineteenth century. 

That prosperity suffered when the Rideau Canal bypassed Perth.  Completed in 1832, the 
canal was routed through Smiths Falls instead of Perth. Two attempts were made later in the 
century to link the town to the Rideau Canal via the ill-fated Tay Canal, but neither turned out 

to be commercially viable in the long run. 

In the early twentieth century, Perth attracted several industries that provided steady em-
ployment to the townspeople. These included Wampole pharmaceuticals, the Jergens (later 
Perth) soap company, Guelph carpets, the Perth (later Brown) Shoe Company, whose original 
factory on Sherbrooke Street is now a multi-purpose community facility, and Code Custom 
Woollen Mills, now the shopping and restaurant complex known as Code’s Mill. Companies 
like these, and latter-day successors such as Central Wire, Albany International, 3M, and     

Cutler-Hammer, have been important to the town’s economy over the years. 

Perth has long been superseded by Ottawa as a centre of governance and commerce. Yet 
today Ottawa and area residents flock to Perth to experience its heritage character, attend its 
numerous festivals, shop, dine and enjoy the arts, visit their cottages on nearby lakes and rivers, 
or even settle permanently. In a sense Perth is fortunate that industrial progress largely passed it 
by. A key to its quality of life is the town’s decision during the 1980s – supported by the Heri-
tage Canada Foundation’s Main Street program – to restore its pre-Confederation stone street-
scapes. The town has succeeded in preserving this stunning built heritage from two centuries 
ago, providing a unique appeal for residents and visitors alike. Reinforcing that appeal is a vi-
brant, creative, cohesive community, to which BurgessWood residents feel they naturally be-

long. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Code’s Mill, previously a felting mill, now houses boutiques and restaurants 
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   Early Settlement of BurgessWood Area 

 

By the year of Confederation, 1867, Perth was a well-established town. But the north shore 
of Otty Lake likely remained at least partly virgin forest, old-growth trees towering above the 
land. Native people continued to camp sometimes around the lake, where they hunted and 
fished for bass, perch and pike. But even then changes were stirring, altering the landscape. 
Logging had begun on nearby land owned by Perth businessmen, and small-scale mining activi-
ties were starting up, following mineral discoveries in the Perth area by local physician and 

amateur geologist Dr. James Wilson. 

  That same year a restless young adventurer arrived at Otty Lake. Twenty-year-old Isaac 
Kenyon came via Montreal and Brockville from Manchester, England, where he’d studied sci-
ence and chemistry in college and received a prize for public speaking presented by future 
Prime Minister Gladstone himself. Isaac’s father, Hartley Kenyon, described in family records 
as “a manufacturing chemist,” owned shares in the mining operations in North Burgess (now 
Tay Valley) Township near Otty Lake. Isaac arrived to look into the prospects for his father’s 

investment. He was also looking for a job. 

Isaac Kenyon found work as an analyst for the mining company, operating a geological 
laboratory. He boarded just down the road from the mine with the William Watts family on 
what is now the Norris property on Otty Lake Sideroad. Eventually Isaac courted nineteen-year-
old Annie McKay, the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. George McKay, farmers on the south shore of 
Otty Lake. On one occasion Isaac re-
corded in his journal an expense of $1.75 
to buy Annie a gold ring. But he wasn’t 
quite ready for marriage, and after two 
years he left North Burgess to try his for-
tunes in the coal fields of Pennsylvania. 
Before long Isaac would return to this 
area and exert a considerable influence 

on it. 

A Canadian government publication 
(Hugh S. Spence, Phosphate in Canada, 
Department of Mines, Ottawa, 1920) 
described the mining operation where 
young Isaac Kenyon worked. It extracted 
two minerals: apatite, a type of phos-
phate used in making fertilizer; and 
mica, used in a variety of industrial ap-
plications such as electrical insulation 
and isinglass for oven doors. These two 
minerals tend to be found together, along 
with others such as feldspar and quartz-
ite. (Many years later BurgessWood’s This mine was typical of the mica mining on BurgessWood lands. Photo:   

Library & Archives Canada 
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four beaver ponds would be named after the four minerals.) 

According to a University of Waterloo website dealing with Ontario mining history, the 
first recorded commercial shipment of apatite in Canada came from North Burgess Township. 
Over the years between the 1860s and 1920s, a series of operators leased or owned the mineral 
rights on lots four, five and six of concession eight in North Burgess, in and around present-day 

BurgessWood. 

Recorded mining operators during this period included the Watts brothers of Perth, 
Roderick Matheson of Perth, P.C Adams of Montreal, and, starting in 1888, the Anglo-
Canadian Phosphate Company of Liverpool and London, England. The mines were of the open-
pit type – narrow trenches that were normally shallow but could occasionally run as deep as 100 
feet. The mineral output fluctuated depending on market demand and was usually destined for 
export to either Germany or Great Britain. The product was transported by scow from a bay on 
the north shore of Otty Lake, now called Apatite Bay, where Isaac Kenyon would later build a 
boathouse. From there it travelled to the lake’s south shore, then by wagon or sleigh to Rideau 
Ferry, whence it was shipped to Montreal via the 

Rideau Canal. 

Of the various operators, the Anglo-Canadian 
Phosphate Company maintained the largest opera-
tion, employing about twenty miners on average. The 
company experimented with steam equipment but 
found it more economical to revert to manual drill-
ing. Eventually mica would overtake apatite as the 

area’s main product. 

Meanwhile Isaac Kenyon discovered he didn’t 
care for working in the Pennsylvania coal mines. The 
work was done underground, and as he wrote to a 
correspondent at Otty Lake, he disliked “the bad air” 
in the mines. As for other employment opportunities, 
he considered the surrounding Pennsylvania country-
side poor for farming. Early in 1870 Isaac returned to 
Otty Lake, drawn back by memories of his time there 

– and perhaps by memories of Annie McKay. 

Remarkably, this well-educated, city-bred Eng-
lishman chose to settle down to a pioneering life in 
the rugged, unsettled countryside of Lanark County. 
Isaac threw himself into whatever he could do to 
earn a living. In February 1870 his journal recorded 
leasing from Roderick Matheson the right to log timber on lot five of concession eight. Soon 
Isaac would be earning money from a wide variety of activities – lumbering, mining, farming 
and investing in land. 

Isaac also joined the Perth Militia when it was mobilized to fight the Fenian Brotherhood, 
the U.S.-based Irish patriotic organization with a well-known intent to invade Canada. He trav-
elled to Prescott with the Forty-Second Battalion and, although the expected invasion didn’t 
materialize, later received a medal and a grant of land near Sudbury in recognition of his ser-

A local mine—Ontario Archives # ACC 6920 512660 
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vice. The medal remains in the possession of Isaac’s descendants to this day. 

In December 1870, Isaac Kenyon and Annie McKay married. He was twenty-three, she 
twenty-two. For the first few years of 
their marriage, they lived with Annie’s 
parents in their large stone house on the 
lake. Over the next fourteen years, Annie 
would give birth to six children, a boy 
and five girls, while Isaac supported 
them by hauling phosphate for the 
Matheson mine, cutting timber, raising 

livestock and planting crops. 

Enterprising as well as energetic, Isaac 
began buying and selling land. In 1873 
he purchased a tract of bush beside An-
drew Lake (just outside present-day Bur-
gessWood) and leased out the timber 
rights. In 1876 he bought half of lot one, 
concession eight, from the Meighen fam-
ily, the general-store owners in Perth. 
That property along Otty Lake’s north 
shore, now known as 277 Kenyon Road, 
became the Kenyon homestead. Two 
years later, Isaac and Annie built their 
own farmhouse on the property, locating 
it to overlook the lake. They also built a 
barn, stables and a boathouse, and 

moved in on November 20, 1878. 

A busy and fruitful period followed. The 
Kenyons farmed their land, raising cattle, horses, sheep, chickens and geese. They sheared the 
sheep and sold the wool, kept bees, planted an apple orchard. Annie, in addition to bearing and 

raising their children, sold eggs and butter. 

Isaac expanded his land holdings. He bought seventy acres of farmland in North Elmsley 
Township from the McKay family and purchased land from the McLeod family between 
Stanleyville and Pike Lake, which he later sold. Over the years he continued to buy, sell and 
lease land, and would eventually own over 400 acres in North Burgess Township. He became a 
member of the Farmers’ Institute, the Masonic Order, and the Orange Lodge, and at age thirty-
two was elected a councillor for North Burgess. The next year he was made reeve of the town-
ship, a post to which he was elected annually for five years. 

But in 1884, just six years after they had moved into their new home, tragedy struck the 
Kenyon family. Shortly after the birth of her sixth child, Annie died at the age of thirty-six – an 
all too common fate of pioneer women at a time when medical care was not readily available. 

The young family’s grief can be imagined. Yet life had to go on, and a year later Isaac re-
married. His second wife was twenty-year-old Elizabeth Acheson, a cousin of Annie’s. Eliza-
beth not only took over mothering Isaac’s six children but went on to give birth to no fewer 

Part of lease agreement between Roderick Matheson and Isaac Kenyon 
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than nine of her own between 1886 and 1905 – seven girls and two boys.  They included Wil-
liam, who would become the father of future BurgessWood resident Nancy Kenyon; and Jessie, 
the last-born, who would become the mother of Kenyon Mott and the late Robert Mott. Many 
years later, Ken and Robert Mott would return to the family homestead on Kenyon Road to 
build homes on land given them by their mother and her sister Isobel. 

A memoir written by Isobel Kenyon (born 1895), a teacher at Perth Collegiate, provides a 
vivid glimpse of a childhood lived beside Otty Lake at the turn of the twentieth century. Isobel, 
after whom Isobel Lane is named, described the farm as “a few hundred rugged acres.” Her fa-
ther was able to grow wheat for grinding into flour at Allan’s Mill off the Upper Scotch Line, 
and enough animal feed for his hundred sheep and forty cattle, which he pastured by the lake in 
summer. The large family enjoyed homemade bread and steamed puddings, homegrown fruits 
and vegetables, and “hot delicious dinners when we arrived home from school after our three-

mile walk.” 

The school Isobel referred to was North Elmsley Public School, located at the junction of 
present-day Wild Life Road and Rideau Ferry Road. There was also a North Burgess Lower 
Scotch Line School, but in the early 1900s, before automobile use was common, there was no 
Otty Lake Sideroad by which to get there. These schoolhouses were simple one-room struc-
tures. For the Kenyon children, the North Elmsley school was somewhat closer, so they took 
their lessons there. When a neighbour complained that as residents of North Burgess, they 
should be attending the Scotch Line school, Isaac solved the problem by becoming a landowner 

in North Elmsley as well. 

The children all helped out with the farm 
work. Isobel also recalled from her child-
hood Saturday shopping expeditions into 
Perth for exotic fruits such as bananas and 
oranges; Christmas presents from the 
stores, such as checkers, a crokinole 
board, books, slippers and candy; and go-
ing skating on frozen Otty Lake. A seam-
stress, Miss Sarah Mackler, made twice-
yearly visits from the Stanleyville area to 
the farm to ensure the Kenyon children 

had enough summer and winter clothes. 

“Among our many blessings at the Otty 
Lake home,” Isobel wrote, “were several 

unusual ones on a farm: a gorgeous apple orchard stretched from the early Transparents to the 
Spy apples, which were left on the trees in autumn until frost…[and] the fish in Otty Lake in 
those days were as clean and fresh and appetizing as could be.” 

The Kenyons led a lively social life. Isaac was a well-known and popular member of the 
community because of his involvements in local politics, various clubs and organizations, and 
the Perth Baptist congregation. Occasionally visitors would arrive at the farm in their buggy 
unannounced to spend a summer day. Since the Kenyons had a hired hand to do some of the 
farm chores, they could take time off to entertain their guests. They went boating and swim-
ming and fishing; and during hot weather, cooking took place on a wood stove in an outside 

Mine gear from the Mott house (former Kenyon homestead) 
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shed to keep the house cool. 

Isobel fondly remembered family sing-songs accompanied by a pedal organ and later by 
“our beautifully toned piano.” The piano was all the more special to Isobel since her father had 
laboured all one summer to buy it, working as a time-keeper and paymaster at the mining camp. 
“With our busy life and good out-of-doors atmosphere,” she concluded, “it was seldom that 

anybody was ill.” 

Isaac Kenyon, a staunch Conservative, was made a justice of the peace. A man of means, 
he gave each of his children a gold watch when they reached maturity. As an elderly man he 
sold his farmland in two sections, in 1919 and 1921, to his son Hartley and daughter-in-law 
Anne. Other farming families nearby, going north toward Scotch Line, included the Pooles, the 

Armours and the Ferriers. 

By then, Perth residents were buying lots on Otty Lake to build cottages. According to 
David E. Code’s history of Otty Lake, the first recorded cottage in the area was erected by the 
Farmer family in 1893, and by 1928 there were twenty to twenty-five cottages on the lake. Dur-
ing the late 1920s and into the ’30s, Hartley Kenyon sold off parts of his land as cottage lots to 
family members and others. He also sold a large section of his best land to his neighbour Nor-
man Poole, and many years later Mr. Poole would sell that land to Arnold Carson for develop-

ment of the Maple Glen subdivision. 

In 1921, when Isaac was seventy-four, he and Elizabeth moved into Perth. They lived at 22 
Gore Street West, which remained in the family’s possession for many years after Isaac’s death 
in March 1928 at the age of eighty-one. In an obituary, The Perth Courier described Isaac Ken-
yon as “an ardent Britisher and one of nature’s noblemen….  He had lived in this district for 
over sixty years and had greatly endeared himself to a wide circle of friends who appreciated 

his sterling character and wonderful vitality.” 

By that time, another remarkable family, the McLarens, had also put down strong roots in 
the BurgessWood area. 
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The stone chimney is all that remains of the original Kenyon farmhouse on Beaver Dam 
Lane off Kenyon Road 
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   The McLarens 
 

In 1901 Senator Peter McLaren acquired the mining property lying within present-day Bur-
gessWood. The property had been idle for ten years after the Anglo-Canadian Phosphate Com-
pany abandoned it because of a drop in market prices. Perhaps optimistic about the economic 
boom taking place under Prime Minister Sir Wilfrid Laurier, Senator McLaren resumed mining 

for mica and apatite. 

Peter McLaren was one of the wealthiest and most prominent men in Perth. He owned ex-
tensive lumber interests in the Ottawa Valley, had significant properties in Perth, on Rideau 
Lake and as far away as the Shenandoah Valley in Virginia, and was a leading figure in politics 
and society. He and his wife Sophia Lees McLaren lived in Nevis Cottage, now Nevis Estate 
bed and breakfast, on Drummond Street. Senator and Mrs. McLaren had five children, includ-
ing two sons, James and William, whom he sent to Upper Canada College in Toronto to receive 
a private-school education. Family lore has it that he also sent them to school in England for a 

time. 

After returning to Perth, both James and William married. The Senator offered them in turn 
one of his most striking properties as a wedding gift: Victoria Hall, the stone mansion on Drum-
mond Street that would later be incorporated into the Great War Memorial Hospital. Both 
young men declined the gift. It may have been entirely coincidence, but Victoria Hall, origi-
nally built in 1858 for Judge John Glass Malloch, had long been considered haunted – it was 
said the judge had cheated the Scottish builder of the house, who brought down a curse on the 

judge’s family. 

Thanks to their fa-
ther’s wealth, the 
McLaren sons were 
blessed with choices. In 
the end they chose very 
different ways of life. 
James decided to raise 
horses and to live in the 
farmhouse located in the 
middle of what is now 
the Perthmore Glen sub-
division. For his part, 
William McLaren ac-
cepted another of his fa-
ther’s offerings: the min-
ing property in North 

Burgess Township. 

William and his 
wife, Anna Gemmell 
McLaren, moved there 

Son William, Senator Peter McLaren and son James—Photographer unknown 
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after their marriage in 1910 to assume responsibility for operating the mines. The choice was 
indicative of William and Anna McLaren’s independent spirits. (Another indication appeared in 
The Perth Courier of October 14, 1910, which described their wedding as “quiet but pretty” 
and taking place not in a church – unusual for the era – but at the summer cottage of the bride’s 
parents at Rideau Ferry. Anna wore “a charming gown of lace over white satin trimmed with 
pearls; a veil of white tulle was worn over a wreath of orange blossoms and heather, and she 
carried a shower bouquet of lily of the valley and roses.”) 

At that point, as described in Hugh S. Spence’s Phosphate in Canada, the heavily wooded 
mining site on lots four, five and six of concession eight was producing mostly mica: “Work is 
carried on intermittently, some half a dozen men being employed; in addition to the main pit on 
lot four, operations, chiefly of a prospecting nature, are conducted at various points on the prop-
erty.” Many pits had originally been opened for extracting apatite, but the main pit, a narrow 

open-cut trench seventy-five feet deep and only ten feet wide, was now being worked for mica. 

The mining property included a large frame boarding house with bunks and a communal 
dining room for the miners. The bunkhouse had a kitchen with a wood stove and a trap door 
where food was kept cool under the floorboards. Many years later Anna McLaren would recall 
– in a reminiscence titled “Mining in the Township of North Burgess in the Early Days,” which 
she gave to Robert Mott in 1965 – dances held in the bunkhouse dining room: “As many as 
eight sets danced at once and the fiddlers sat on a table in one corner of the room.” There were 
also stables for the horses used in the mining work, and a culling shed for trimming the mica by 
hand into commercially usable sheets. The culling shed was located on what is now Burgess-
Wood lot fifteen at 1031 McLaren Road. 

But William and Anna McLaren regarded 
the mining property as much more than a 
business proposition or a source of liveli-
hood. The fact was that William didn’t 
really need to earn a living. It seems clear 
that William and Anna wanted to live out 
in the country, even though the place was 
deserted every winter until the miners 
came back to work in the spring. Just as 
Isaac Kenyon could have lived a town life 
but chose instead to settle at Otty Lake, so 
William and Anna chose to move into the 

woods full-time. 

It was necessarily an isolated existence. 
The road to Perth was poor, and there 
were no municipal services – electricity 
wouldn’t reach the area until 1951. But 
from the descriptions of those who re-
member them, the couple greatly enjoyed 
country living, introducing whatever com-
forts and amenities they could, and taking 
full advantage of the lake bordering their 

property. 
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Anna Gemmell McLaren as baby in toboggan, 1885—Photographer un‐
known 



Just to the west of the miners’ boarding house, the McLarens built a simple white frame 
home and named it Forest Lodge. A graceful covered porch ran across the front of the house. 
Visitors to Forest Lodge would arrive to find a mingling of civilization and the frontier: in the 
front hall hung mounted deer heads, trophies of both McLarens’ hunting prowess, and to the 
right was a comfortable parlour, where Anna displayed her prized collection of fine painted 
bone china, porcelain, silver and glassware. It was her custom to give newlyweds one of her 
painted china bowls as a gift. Mrs. Robert Mott received such a gift and recalled that Anna’s 
collection was in regular household use, not just “for show.” The McLarens also had a water 
tower installed to carry running water to various parts of their property through an underground 

system of galvanized pipes. 

Eventually the McLarens added another dwelling to the property. They acquired a historic 
log structure dating from the 1830s and originally built by Duncan McNabb, a weaver and 
founder of the First Baptist congregation of Smiths Falls, which met in his house. At an un-
known date, the McLarens removed the log house from its site on Highway 43, leaving behind 
only the stone chimney (which still stands today), and rebuilt the house on the rise behind For-
est Lodge. It contained a large room downstairs and two bedrooms upstairs. The McLarens 
added a huge stone fireplace, a sturdy front porch and dormer windows. William’s collection of 
Aboriginal arrowheads, now housed in the Perth Museum, lined the staircase, and fine water-
colours by Charles Hannaford hung downstairs. Because it could be heated more easily, the 
handsome renovated log home became the McLarens’ sleeping quarters in cold weather and 

was known as the Winter House. 

The McLarens’ two dwellings were located on the property now identified as 1049 
McLaren Road, where in 2003 Wendy and Wayne Smith built a prairie-style home on the high 

Hand‐tinted photo of Forest Lodge with Winter House in background, 1910  ‐ Photographer unknown 
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ground approximately where the Winter House was once located. A short way downhill from 
the Winter House stood Forest Lodge, and still farther down, embedded in a hillside, was a 
stone storehouse used to keep food and possibly dynamite for the mining operations. Nearby 
were a stone drinking trough for horses, a well and a pump. These latter artifacts, as well as the 
storehouse, can still be seen at present-day 1062 McLaren Road, now belonging to Gary Web-
ster. The McLarens also kept a large and beautiful garden containing rose beds and other flow-
ers. Early BurgessWood residents took cuttings from survivors of that garden, and the 

McLarens’ fragrant purple and white lilacs still bloom in profusion every May. 

The road leading into the McLarens’ property ran slightly south of the current McLaren 
Road. At the entrance to the property, roughly where the BurgessWood mailboxes are now, the 

The McLarens’ Winter House with summer guests—Photographer unknown 

Artifacts from mica mining days – Photo by Gary Webster Storehouse for mining operations on current  Webster property,  Photo 
by Gary Webster 
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McLarens kept a large locked iron gate to discourage intruders. Their property ran all the way 
down to Otty Lake. William and Anna visited the lake in all seasons, building a boathouse for 
their birchbark canoe and iceboat on the shore now owned by the Newsomes off Looney Bin 
Road, just outside the boundary of BurgessWood. On what is currently the Downers’ property, 
on the shore directly across the water from the BurgessWood swimming platform, the 
McLarens constructed a small log cabin. It contained one room and a fireplace, and they’d use 
it to warm themselves up and make tea during a frigid day of iceboating or ice fishing. The 
cabin was later moved to the current Mowbray property at 464 Lakewood Road, where it re-

mains. 

What sort of people were William and Anna McLaren? Details have come down to us from 

several people who knew them. 

Mrs. Kathleen Hicks Pogue of Perth, mother of current BurgessWood resident Frances 
Laidlaw, is a cousin of Anna’s – although as a girl Mrs. Pogue called the McLarens “Aunt 
Anna” and “Uncle Willie.” Mrs. Pogue remembers her cousin as a dark-haired woman with 
large eyes and a strong, independent spirit. She was something of a character: “You didn’t cross 
Aunt Anna. She called a spade a spade, but if she liked you, she invited you out to the house.” 
During her childhood, Mrs. Pogue would be invited to Forest Lodge for tea and always found 

that “the whole place was kept beautifully.” 

In contrast to Anna’s dominant, outgoing personality, William was quiet and reserved, 
something of a recluse. Mrs. Pogue recalls that he preferred birds, animals and nature to people, 
so he was certainly in the right place.  She doubted Uncle Willie made a great deal of money 
from the mine and suspected his father had given it to him so he’d have something to do. In 
fact, neither William nor his brother had to work very hard: “The wives were the strong ones, 
compared to Willie and James. The brothers had everything given to them.” But Mrs. Pogue 
remembers her Uncle Willie as “a nice man and a great carpenter” who loved to make furniture 
and applied himself with the zeal of a perfectionist. He also painted watercolours, some of 
which are still in local collections, and collected Native artifacts. He kept a collection of furs in 

a large wooden box, including cougar, lynx, wolf and bear, as well as a Bengal tiger skin. 

One of Mrs. Pogue’s indelible childhood memories is of Aunt Anna driving herself to town 
in winter down Otty Lake Sideroad in a horse and cutter, complete with “the most beautiful mu-
sical sleigh bells.” Anna liked to attend the dinner parties and balls Senator McLaren threw in 

Perth, but she had to go alone because “Uncle Willie didn’t like parties.” 

The mining operations came to an end in 1923, as the market for its product petered out. 
When William McLaren passed away nine years later, he was fifty-three. He’d been planning to 
build an extension to the Winter House but never completed it. 

For many years the widowed Anna McLaren lived on at Forest Lodge. Most recollections 
of her date from that period. The late Peter Code recalled spending summers as a boy at his 
family’s cottage on Otty Lake and rambling over Mrs. McLaren’s property as if it were own his 
backyard. If you were on “Mrs. Willie’s” good side, Mr. Code remembered, it was all right to 
trespass: “Mrs. Willie only chased off some people. She’d challenge us kids by demanding, 
‘What’s your name?’ If you came out with the right name, she’d let you stay.” 

Anna McLaren became increasingly eccentric as she grew older, living in virtual seclusion 
in the bush. She occupied herself with her extensive flower gardens and could saddle and ride 
her own horse, but she also hired household help to assist her with the property and provide a 
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little companionship. According to Robert Mott, a married couple named Devlin stayed in the 
old boarding house, while Mrs. McLaren lived in Forest Lodge, keeping the Winter House as a 
kind of “museum” containing mementoes of her married life. She also kept two English bull-
dogs as pets and watchdogs, which Mr. Mott remembered as “the biggest bulldogs I’ve ever 
seen.” 

Mrs. McLaren was anxious about trespassers. She had a deep-seated fear of forest fires, 
and she worried about the danger of intruders lighting campfires on her land when the woods 
were dry. Very likely she’d heard tales of the mammoth 1870 fire from before she was born, a 
disaster that devastated a huge area west and south of Ottawa, all the way down to North Bur-
gess Township – possibly even affecting her own property. (For further information on the fire, 
see Terence M. Currie, The Ottawa Valley’s Great Fire of 1870.) As a teenager, Robert Mott 
was occasionally invited by Mrs. McLaren to stay on the property to “babysit” her, as he put it, 

when her fear of fire was at its height. 

In spite of this anxiety, Anna McLaren was a force to be reckoned with. Mrs. Pogue tells a 
story about Aunt Anna discovering there were hunters poaching game on her property. Mrs. 
McLaren got out her shotgun, saddled up her horse, and set out to scare them off. When she saw 
the hunters trying to hide in the juniper bushes, she rode straight at them, scattering them into 

the woods. They didn’t return. 

Grover Lightford would come to recognize that same mixture of fear and ferocity in Anna 
McLaren. Dr. Lightford remembers her maintaining bush trails, which she called “fire roads,” 
leading to safety in case of fire. She kept her iron gate and her various buildings double-locked 
against intruders. Once she had a falling-out with her brother, Robert Gemmell, an insurance 
agent who also happened to be mayor of Perth. Dr. Lightford believes the rift was caused by 

Mr. Gemmell taking the liberty of hunting without permission on his sister’s property. 

Anna McLaren had already become a legend in Grover Lightford’s mind. As a lad of thir 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

teen, he’d watched her driving her horse and cutter past his family’s Otty Lake cottage near the 
Kenyon property. The sight of this intrepid woman in her beaver coat and hat, wrapped in a buf-
falo robe and urging her horse through the snow, captivated him. His friends called her “the 
lady of the lake.” In young Grover Lightford’s romantic imagination, “she became my hero.” 
His admiration would set the stage for the creation of BurgessWood many years into the future. 

McLaren artifact: valve—Photo by Gary Webster McLaren artifacts: bottles—Photo by Gary Webster 
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Grover Lightford, Pragmatic Visionary 
 

The man who founded BurgessWood was born in 
Brockville, Ontario in 1924, the youngest of three chil-
dren. Grover Lightford’s father, Norman, was origi-
nally from Massachusetts and traced his American 
lineage back to the voyage of the Mayflower. Grover’s 
mother, née Ethel King, grew up on a farm on Rideau 
Ferry Road outside Perth and would become a school 

teacher. 

The elder Lightfords met as students at the old 
Perth Collegiate Institute. Norman had come to Perth 
from the United States when his father was hired to 
manage the Perth Shoe Company at its factory on 
Sherbrooke Street. Norman was an outstanding all-
around athlete and a good enough to be scouted by the 
Boston Red Sox, but his parents disapproved of the fast 
life in professional sports and wouldn’t permit a base-
ball career. 

After his marriage to Ethel, Norman worked at the 
Laing company in Brockville, an exporter of evapo-
rated milk. When Grover was seven, the firm was bought by the Nestlé company, and his fa-
ther’s job was moved to Toronto, where the family lived for five years. Grover began to dis-
cover his love of nature by exploring the urban forest of Toronto’s High Park and Grenadier 

Pond. 

Tiring of big-city life, Grover’s parents decided to return to Perth in 1936, when he was 
twelve. Norman opened Lightford’s store on the northwest corner of Gore and Herriot Streets, 
where he sold imported linens, Hudson’s Bay blankets, and men’s and women’s wear. In those 
days, American tourists visiting Perth patronized Lightford’s because they could obtain high-

quality British goods more cheaply than in the U.S. 

In 1937 a decisive event occurred in Grover Lightford’s life: his parents bought a cottage 
on Otty Lake. It was a simple place, lit by coal-oil lamps and equipped with a woodstove, a well 
and a hand pump. Grover recalls that the whole family derived a great deal of pleasure from the 
cottage. For himself, he was enthralled by the surrounding natural world and spent many happy 
hours exploring the woods and the lake, feeling like a thirteen-year-old Samuel de Champlain. 

This was also the time when he first saw Anna McLaren and “put her on a pedestal.” 

Otty Lake Park, a favourite Perth destination at the time, was just down the road from the 
Lightfords’ cottage. Previously known as the Connaught Hotel and the Bungalow Inn, Otty 
Lake Park was located on the lakefront where Camp Shomria now stands. It was a popular sum-
mer retreat where families came for picnics, swimming, boating and baseball. It comprised a 
frame two-storey hotel, cabins, a snack bar, an ice-cream stand and boating facilities. Through-

BurgessWood founder Dr. Grover Lightford 
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out the 1930s, bands played 
for dancing in the pavilion, 
and it was there that the 
teenage Grover Lightford 
learned to dance. According 
to David Code’s history of 
Otty Lake, the owners put 
the property up for auction 
in 1942, when it was pur-
chased by the Zionist Camp 

Association. 

As a student at Perth Colle-
giate in the early ’40s, 
Grover played on the foot-
ball team and served in the  
Cadet Corps. One day Dr. 

Atkinson, a Toronto dentist and family friend, was visiting the Lightford cottage and spoke per-
suasively about Canada’s urgent need for more dentists. Grover’s older brother Norman heeded 
the call, becoming a dentist and oral surgeon in Ottawa; their sister Kathleen became a dental 
nurse. Grover followed in his brother’s footsteps and enrolled in dentistry at the University of 
Toronto. During his graduating year, 1948-49, Grover became president of his fraternity, Sigma 

Chi, and wrote the lyrics for the annual school musical. 

The newly minted Dr. 
Lightford returned to Perth to 
practise dentistry. He married 
Jean Eleanor Moncrieff of 
Perth, a registered nurse. The 
Lightfords’ first children were 
twin girls, Susan and Anne. 
They went on to have four 
more children, Lynn, Norman, 

Elizabeth and Mary. 

As Grover built up his 
practice, he and Jean bought a 
wooded property at the end of 
Mile Point Road on the scenic 
south shore of Otty Lake. Even 
before they built on the lot, 
young Dr. Lightford would 
sometimes take a badly needed 
break from dentistry by hiring a taxi to take him out to the property and pick him up at dusk. He 
found that these visits to the woods “gave me the balance I needed when working long hours,” 
observing that, “After all, nature is where we’re closest to God.” In 1960 he and Jean built a 

cottage on their land, and the growing family spent precious time there in all seasons. 

The Lightfords were living in the old family home on Drummond Street, which Grover had 

Otty Lake Park 1920  (now Camp Shomria) —courtesy of Jesse Carson—Photographer un‐
known 

Perth Collegiate Rugby Team 1943—Grover Lightford, front row, 3rd from the left—
Photographer unknown 
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inherited, when tragedy struck in 1974. Undergoing cardiac surgery in Kingston General Hospi-
tal, Jean did not survive. By then the twins were eighteen, and the youngest of the six children 
was ten. Grover was left a widower to complete the children’s upbringing on his own. 

Susan Lightford remembers her dad during those difficult years as a devoted, loving and 
patient father: “He was there for us,” she recalled. “He watched patiently over us as we went 
through our growing pains. And he brought us together after Mom died.” The family spent 
weekends and holidays at the un-winterized cottage on Mile Point Road, where Grover’s pre-

sent house stands. Sue Lightford described her father as “happiest when out in the woods.” 

Even before Jean’s death, Grover had made some progress on his plans for developing Bur-

gessWood. Realizing those plans, however, would be a long and complex process. 

It all began in the late 1960s, when he purchased a nine-acre parcel of land on Otty Lake 
near Mile Point Road. He developed it as Trillium Point, with sixteen lakefront lots, which he 
sold in 1969. Small-town dentists didn’t make a great deal of money in those days, and the extra 
income was welcome. But it also provided Grover Lightford with the means to pursue an idea 

that had been ripening in his mind for some time. 

For years he’d been watching pristine waterfront land disappear into private hands. Mean-
while the price of waterfront was rising all the time, and he could see the day coming when 
most people wouldn’t be able to afford lakeside property. Yet he believed many must feel as he 
did, thirsting for first-hand contact with nature: “This is what human beings need – it’s in our 
DNA. You can see it in people’s desire for cottages. Yet soon there wasn’t going to be enough 

waterfront for everyone.” 

That realization crystallized the idea of BurgessWood in Grover Lightford’s mind: creating 
joint ownership of lakefront land to make it available to as many people as possible. “My ex-

perience in developing 
Trillium Point, and my 
own knowledge of Otty 
Lake, led me to that 
conclusion. It gave me 
the drive to finalize 
what I wanted to do: 
give more people a 
chance to enjoy a life-
style I enjoyed.” To act 
on his vision, of course, 
he needed to acquire 
waterfront land. Later in 
1969, he took the first 
practical step in that 
direction: he went to see 
Anna McLaren. 

By then Mrs. McLaren 
was eighty-five years 
old and still in full pos-
session of her faculties. 

“Coon Cottage” at Rideau Ferry—Photographer unknown 
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She was also still in possession of her and her late husband’s Otty Lake property, but she no 
longer lived there. She’d moved to a seniors’ residence on the Tay River on Christie Lake Road 
and spent the summers at the family cottage on the south shore of Rideau Lake, near Rideau 
Ferry – an old log house belonging to the McLaren family called “Coon Cottage,” which pre-
dated the founding of Perth. It had been left to her and her husband by Senator McLaren. That 
was where Grover Lightford went to meet “the lady of the lake” who had once so impressed 
him. At age forty-five, he would come to know her well. 

It was a hot summer’s day, and Anna 
McLaren came to the screen door of Coon 
Cottage and peered at the visitor standing on 
her porch. “Mrs. McLaren,” Grover began, 

“you won’t know who I am, but – “ 

She shot back, “You look like a Lightford.” 

She invited him inside, and they sat down to 
talk about the Otty Lake property. “Anna 
McLaren didn’t give anything away,” Grover 
remembers now. “She made a good business 
deal.” He recalls her as “charming and deco-
rous but eccentric.” Annoyed by the interrup-
tions of a woman she’d hired as household 
help, she leaned over to Grover and confided 

the woman was “a crazy old bitch.” 

Grover and Anna McLaren went together to look over her beloved but neglected and over-
grown property. Forest Lodge, the miners’ bunkhouse and the old culling shed were all still 
standing, but severely dilapidated and beyond repair. It was apparent that the only building left 

in salvageable condition was the Winter House, the oldest structure on the property. 

Inside musty-smelling Forest Lodge, Mrs. McLaren pointed to the mounted deer heads still 
on the wall: “I shot that one,” 
she told Grover. “And that 
one.” He discovered that the 
Winter House didn’t have a 
bathroom, but behind the 
building, down a short path, 
was a small log structure that 
the McLarens had used as a 
bath house. It contained a tub 
and a cot, with a book still ly-

ing open on the night table. 

In the sagging culling 
shed, they found the remains 
of Anna and Willie’s old ice-
boat stored up in the rafters – a 
basic, V-frame boat with a 
mast. On an interior wall, a 

Miners’ bunkhouse on McLaren property—Photographer unknown 

Forest Lodge in dilapidated state in 1970s—Photographer unknown 
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message had been scrawled by a 
miner over half a century earlier, 
scratched into the wood with 
heavy black pencil: “Willie Hogan 
left today,” it read. “We think he’s 
gone to war.” The message spoke 
poignantly to Grover of the isola-
tion and loneliness of the mica 
miners, and the tragedy of the 
First World War. He saw it as a 
historical relic worth preserving, 
but later an intruder sawed the 
board out of the wall and made off 

with it. 

There were other thefts from 
the property after Grover bought it 
from Anna McLaren. As a gift, 
she gave him a lamp hanging in the iceboating cabin on the lake – “a beautiful lamp with hand-
painted roses” – but it was later stolen by someone who smashed a window and broke into the 
cabin. Another theft was of a large old-fashioned key taken from the Winter House. Other relics 
were taken by time. Grover found a paper calendar dated 1901, the same year Senator McLaren 
bought the mine. It portrayed a woman – a Victorian pin-up, one might say – wearing a broad-
brimmed hat, high-collared blouse and skirt down to her ankles. But when he tried to pick the 
calendar up, it disintegrated in his hands. In a drive shed, he found a pair of Ontario automobile 
license plates dated 1911, blue with white lettering, bearing the license number 1857. The plates 

remain in his possession. 

 With his purchase of the McLaren property, Grover Lightford had acquired 209 acres, 
the core of the land he 
would need to create 
BurgessWood. Want-
ing to expand his hold-
ing and increase the 
length of the shoreline 
on Otty Lake, he 
bought an adjoining 
parcel of eighty acres 
from a Miss Mac-
donald in 1971, and an 
additional 192 acres 
from Jim Bell in 1973, 
which had previously 
been in the Ferrier 
family. With nearly 
500 acres in total, 
Grover now had  

Miners’ bunkhouse similar to McLaren property—Photo by Ted & Cindy Dyke 
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enough land to move ahead with his ambitious plan for a new kind of community. 

34 



 

   From Idea to Reality 
 

Grover Lightford would have to overcome many obstacles before BurgessWood could be-
come a reality. Most importantly, after his wife’s death, he had to concentrate on seeing his 

children through the grief they all shared. 

During the 1970s Grover lent his BurgessWood lands to the Tay Valley Ski Club, whose 
members (himself included) made cross-country ski 
trails and used Forest Lodge as a clubhouse. 

In 1975, the same year when Anna McLaren died at 
ninety-one, Grover completed a document titled 
“Lakeland Development Project” and presented it to 
the Ontario Ministry of Municipal Affairs. It con-
tained a general proposal for development of his land 
holdings. The proposal highlighted the basic concept: 
a mix of privately owned residential lots and jointly 
owned common land, including the waterfront, 
which would be left undeveloped except for recrea-
tional uses. The plan also contained ideas for a waste 

management and disposal system, public garden plots, walking trails and cross-country ski 
trails. 

As Grover puts it, he “peddled this document for almost two 
years” to the appropriate authorities. Other agencies involved in 
the assessment and approval process included the provincial min-
istries of Natural Resources, Health, and Environment, as well as 
the Rideau Valley Conservation Authority. Naturally the extent 
of the development’s impact on Otty Lake and the surrounding 
ecosystem was a crucial consideration. Grover commissioned a 
“Terrain Analysis and Ecological Sensitivity Study” from Water 
and Earth Science Associates Limited, which supported his argu-

ment that the community’s design would protect and preserve the natural lakefront. 

At the local level, it was necessary to obtain 
planning approval from North Burgess Town-
ship and the Tay Valley Planning Board. 
Grover approached the Township council to 
ask if it would entertain a proposal for a plan 
of subdivision. Although the idea was some-
thing new for the councillors, and definitely 
seen as unconventional, they agreed to discuss 
it. “Privately,” Grover says now, “some of the 

people on council probably thought I was nuts.” 

By 1977 he’d prepared a more detailed plan for the development of Burgess-
Wood containing a proposed eighty-two lots, but it had to wait for completion of the Otty Lake 
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Secondary Plan before it could be considered by the Township and the Planning Board. When 
the proposal was finally discussed, it met with objections from neighbouring cottagers and resi-
dents concerned about the effect on the lake and their own properties. According to The Perth 

Courier in March 1979, “Opposition to the subdivision being proposed by Dr. Grover Lightford 
varied in intensity, from those who asked that the entire project 
be forbidden to those who felt that significant modifications must 
be made before approval is granted.” 

Naturally Grover disagreed with the argument that the lake 
would be harmed. He was also surprised by some of the objec-
tions, since none of the BurgessWood shoreline was going to be 
occupied by residents. On the contrary, the private lots would be 
sited well away from the water: “I thought I was saving the lake. 
I’d been on the lake since I was a kid, I lived there myself. Why 
would I do something that would hurt the lake? I thought it was 

better to have a green shoreline and keep the community away from the water.” 

But when his proposal was fought tooth and nail by a few neighbouring property owners, 
he made the necessary compromises and accepted some modifications. These involved selling 
about 100 of the 500 acres to create new properties on the roads known as Loon’s Way and 
Looney Bin, adjacent to BurgessWood. Ironically, this concession resulted in properties being 

built right on the water. 

By 1982 Grover was ready to present the Township with a second version of his proposal. 
This time it included seventy lots on a parcel of 400 acres divided more or less evenly between 
private properties and common land. The lots would vary in size and shape but would average 

nearly three acres, all heavily wooded. 

The next year, 1983, the development plan was officially approved. To accommodate 
neighbours further, the Township initially granted approval for the sale of just fifty lots, with a 
proviso that another twenty might be approved at a later stage. It had taken a full eight years 
since Grover first submitted his development ideas to the Ministry of Municipal Affairs, but 
finally he could move ahead. The nearby residents and the elected representatives had had their 
say and, as it turned out, capital from the sale of the hundred acres helped him to finance the 

infrastructure for the new community. 

The first tasks were building a paved road into BurgessWood, which would become Lake-
wood Road; cutting an adjoining unpaved access route to Otty Lake; and installing hydro lines. 
Much of the road work was completed by Crain’s Construction Ltd. On the hydro work, Grover 
benefited from a stroke of luck: Ontario Hydro employees were on strike at the time, so he was 
able to contract with some of the most experienced striking linesmen to erect the poles and at-

tach the lines. As a result, “It was just as if Hydro had done it.” 

Grover organized work parties to cut trees and clear brush from the path of the road. For 
many months he laboured alongside his workers, felling trees with his chainsaw and burning 
brush, helped at times by his children. At age sixty, he considered this work his “hobby”: “I en-
joyed it, except for working near the wood chipper – that was dangerous. I worked hard, and 
some people thought I was foolish, but to me it was fun – hard work, but fun.” When the infra-
structure was complete, it was inspected and approved by Township officials. 

Another kind of work, equally vital to the creation of BurgessWood, required a very differ-
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ent skill set, as well as additional capital: 
marketing and selling the building lots in 
the new subdivision. Grover’s challenge 
was to excite potential residents about in-
vesting and living in a new kind of commu-
nity before it actually existed. 

To attract buyer interest, he used a va-
riety of sales tools. He placed advertise-
ments in the Perth and Ottawa newspapers 
and the Perth Chamber of Commerce an-
nual booklet. He had a brochure designed, 
printed and distributed, ran commercials on 
Ottawa and Smiths Falls radio stations, and 
rented a booth at home shows. Later, after 
the growth of the Internet, he created a 
BurgessWood website. In time, all these 
efforts, reinforced by word of mouth, 
would make BurgessWood known as a de-

sirable place to live. 

Grover’s gamble, indeed his convic-
tion, was that certain kinds of people – peo-
ple with some of the adventurous, pioneering spirit of an Isaac Kenyon, say, or an Anna 
McLaren – would be excited by the prospect of living in nature and owning a substantial prop-
erty, with access to wooded green space and a beautiful stretch of lakeshore. But it would take 

considerable time and effort to reach those peo-
ple, to find individuals willing to share his vi-
sion and become the first to take that leap of 
faith. 

The crucial breakthrough came in 1986: 
Grover’s first sale of a BurgessWood lot. It was 
lot fifteen, now the Plourde home at 327 Lake-
wood Road, the property nearest the private 
road to the lake. The original purchasers were a 
couple named Jamie Thompson and Michael 
Trudeau, who built a frame ranch bungalow on 

their lot. 

Once that initial sale was made, others followed 
more easily. The second purchaser was Heather 
Yurosky of Smiths Falls, who didn’t build on 
her property at 273 Lakewood, now the Corbeil 
residence, and eventually sold it. The third lot 
was purchased by Susan and Randy Bolger, 
who would build the home at 254 Lakewood 
later owned by Edith and Fred Lepine. Andris 

Abele, whose Abelan Construction would go on  
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to build several distinctive homes in BurgessWood over the years, was the fourth purchaser, 
creating a house at 200 Lakewood for a friend who was a globetrotting concert guitarist; the 
property was subsequently purchased by the Senecal family. 

In 1987 Grover Lightford sold his dentistry practice to Dr. Kevin Orser, freeing him to con-
centrate on the continuing development of BurgessWood. His fifth buyer brought the story full 
circle – Nancy Kenyon, a granddaughter of Isaac Kenyon, bought the property at 231 Lake-
wood and built the red-brick home now owned by the Russetts. Among other early residents 
were the Barters, the Blacks, the Canns, the Cooks, the Cosgroves, the Hauraneys, the Joneses, 

the McIvers, the McKibbens, the Sherwins, the Von Mirbachs, and Elizabeth Worrall. 

Grover Lightford’s grand idea had taken root. Over the ensuing years, BurgessWood would 
continue to grow steadily. Once in possession of their properties, residents would come together 

to define the kind of community they wanted, shaping it according to their values and needs. 
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   Learning to Think like a Community 
 

Given BurgessWood’s ownership structure, residents have every reason to get to know 
each other. Not only are they co-owners of the common land, but all, whatever their back-

ground, have chosen to live in a very special community. 

The early owners also had the rare experience of creating that community from scratch. 
They shared a need to care for the common land, keeping it as much as possible in its original 
state. The natural environment was, after all, a major reason why most of them had moved to 
BurgessWood in the first place. And so in 1988, two years after the first purchase, the existing 

residents joined in establishing the BurgessWood Property Owners’ Association. 

As initially conceived, the Associa-
tion’s main purpose was protecting and 
managing the common land. Residents 
would soon find that working together 

brought other benefits too. 

The founding meeting took place in 
May 1988 at the Thompson-Trudeau 
home. Long-time residents recall that 
just eight or nine people attended. The 
group elected the first executive, con-
sisting of Michael Trudeau, president, 
Susan Bolger, secretary, and John 
Jones, treasurer. Over the next few 
years, the Association would grow into 
the body we know today, a democratic and cooperative organization run by the residents as a 
vehicle for communicating with each other and participating in all matters relating to Burgess-
Wood. These include planning, developing and caring for the common land – and, not inciden-
tally, socializing. 

The Association meets twice a year, every spring and fall, to conduct community business. 
Membership is voluntary and open to all BurgessWood property owners. Virtually all willingly 
pay their dues and are at least somewhat active in the Association, so they can have a say in de-

cisions affecting their enjoyment of the waterfront and the other common property. 

As additional lots were purchased and new owners arrived, the residents adopted a more 
structured approach to running the Association. Robert and Helen Black remember participating 
in the first Planning Committee organized in 1989, alongside Susan Bolger, Nancy Kenyon and 
Alfred Von Mirbach. Bob Black was deputized to draft a constitution that would formalize 
membership, voting and decision-making procedures and create a committee structure for ac-

complishing necessary tasks. 

The resulting constitution, still in place, has been amended frequently over the years as 
needs arose. Crafted to allow for BurgessWood’s growth and evolution, the constitution ensures 
that the Association’s decisions reflect the wishes of the community in a fair and democratic 

Residents socialize at 25th anniversary celebration, 2008 
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manner. 

The constitution can be found in its current form on the BurgessWood website. It requires a 
quorum at semi-annual meetings of at least 51 per cent of properties, defined as lots already 
built upon or being built upon, and permits two votes per property. The executive includes a 
president and vice-president who serve for one year, a past-president, and a secretary and treas-
urer who serve for two years. Association budgets are approved annually, and financial reports 
are presented, discussed, approved and audited. Annual dues (currently $100 per household, 
$138 for dock owners) are collected to cover the Association’s costs. Expenses vary from year 
to year depending on the community’s needs. Usually the largest expense is incurred for gravel 
and grading to maintain the private road leading to the waterfront, known since 1993 as Light-
ford Lane. Members volunteer for several committees delegated to perform the Association’s 
work between meetings: the Planning, Maintenance, Dock, Social, Nominating and Welcoming 

committees. 

The Association isn’t all business. The Welcoming Committee greets new residents and 
provides helpful information about living in BurgessWood. The Social Committee serves re-
freshments at meetings and organizes events such as the annual summer barbecue and picnic in 
August, and a fish-and-chip night every January, originally held to commemorate the great ice 
storm of 1998 (see next chapter). A spring clean-up day, organized annually by the Mainte-
nance Committee for the purpose of tidying up the common land and especially the waterfront 
after winter, invariably turns into a pleasant social occasion. 

Outside the auspices of the Association, informal events also take place from time to time, 
open to all residents, such as the  B.O.B. (BurgessWood Old Boys) luncheons, the Stitch & 

Chat get-togethers for women, and the occasional 
bird count or nature day. Innumerable friendships 
among neighbours have resulted. Although it goes 
without saying that residents are free to socialize as 
much or as little as they like, many value the con-
viviality, warmth and social cohesion of their com-

munity. 

The various committees work together to implement 
the Association’s decisions. The Planning Commit-
tee’s role is to make recommendations to the mem-
bership about the use and management of the com-

mon lands. The Maintenance Committee has the vital job 
of maintaining the common lands in a safe and environ-
mentally responsible manner, including building, moni-
toring and repairing BurgessWood’s physical infrastruc-
ture and shared facilities; these include, among other 
things, Lightford Lane, the picnic area, the swim plat-
forms, the children’s beach, the canoe racks and the hik-
ing trails. The Dock Committee oversees construction, 
management and usage of the common boat dock facili-
ties. And the Nominating Committee seeks volunteers 

each year to fill vacancies on the executive. 

B.O.B. luncheon 
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It’s natural for more recent arrivals to assume that BurgessWood’s waterfront facilities 
were already in place when the first owners moved in. But in fact, none of that infrastructure, 
apart from roads and hydro, existed when the Association was formed. The early residents had 
to be thoughtful, creative and collaborative in agreeing on the amenities to be constructed, and 
how to plan, build and finance them. They also took into account the need to conserve the com-
mon land and ensure that any new facilities blended in with the environment. In the end, the 
residents paid for all these facilities themselves, primarily through their membership dues. Eve-

rything was built as it was needed, often using the residents’ own labour. 

Early residents recall the sense of excitement and purpose that came with creating their 
new community. Many individuals volunteered time, skills and sweat to create the facilities that 

fellow-residents have enjoyed 
ever since. Indeed, practically 
every resident has contributed to 
the community in one way or an-
other over the years, whether as a 
carpenter, a baker, an executive or 
committee member, or as a volun-
teer at the annual picnic or on 
spring clean-up days. Although 
space limitations preclude naming 
every volunteer, a few will be 
mentioned below. They are repre-
sentative of all the willing hands 
who have contributed to Burgess-
Wood’s development in a spirit of 

mutual benefit. 

One of the community’s first 
needs was construction of a boat 

dock. Initially owners built their own private docks strung along the shore of Beaver Bay, open-
ing onto Little Otty Lake across the road from the gravel pit. But that arrangement didn’t pro-
vide enough space to meet the needs of a growing community, and in 1992 Association presi-
dent Randy Bolger accepted an offer from resident Marg Cosgrove, who had recently arrived in 
BurgessWood with her husband Ken, to re-
search the possibilities for a common dock. 
The challenge was to devise a plan that 
would accommodate the growing number of 

boat owners and still be affordable for users. 

At open-air meetings in the picnic area, 
Marg Cosgrove, who would later serve as 
president for several terms, canvassed the 
needs of boat owners. She also obtained 
guidance and approval from the Ministry of 
Natural Resources. Finally it was agreed to 
build a common dock opposite the parking 
lot, in the sheltered channel between the 

First main dock 
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shore and narrow McLaren Island. The location would be well away from swimming areas and 
neighbouring properties. After contacting recommended dock builders, the Association con-
tracted with A.E. Mustard of Portland, who designed and built a T-shaped floating dock system 
that was both expandable and economical. It contained slips twenty or twenty-four feet in 
length, which were sold to boat owners at cost. The original price of a twenty-foot slip was 
$1,000. Residents with docks at the previous location were guaranteed spaces, and the old 
docks were removed. 

The common dock was expanded in 
stages as required. At least four residents 
had to request spaces before an extension 
would be built. By 2002 the dock had 
reached the limits of its capacity at twenty
-seven slips and approximately 100 me-
tres in length. More dock space continued 
to be needed by incoming residents, how-
ever, and after consulting the member-
ship, the Dock Committee obtained the 
Association’s agreement to construct a 
second dock in Beaver Bay, where the 
individual docks had been located previ-
ously. It was again necessary to consult 
with the Ministry, as well as holding dis-
cussions with BurgessWood’s neighbours 
who own homes on the high shore along 
Loon’s Way overlooking the proposed site. After the neighbours were reassured that boat traffic 
would be light, construction was begun in 2004 by Crowe Docks of Belleville, eventually pro-

viding fifteen new spaces and a canoe launch slip. 

Today residents may purchase or rent an existing slip from a resident, or submit a request 
to the Dock Committee to join a waiting list and buy one of the new slips when they become 
available, again in groups of four. Once again demand for docks has outrun existing capacity. 
At the time of writing, the Association had obtained the necessary approvals to build a third 

dock system along the shore between the two existing sites. 

Another major BurgessWood project was construction of the first swim platform. It was 
less costly than the boat docks but would prove far 
more controversial. Its completion would also mark 

a turning point in the community’s evolution. 

For the first several years, BurgessWood residents 
had two locations for swimming in Otty Lake. One 
was mainly for children – the small sandy beach in 
a cove at the tip of the peninsula, which still serves 
as the kiddies’ beach. The other was a large out-
cropping of rock on the bay on the northwest shore 
of the peninsula, looking toward properties on the 
Looney Bin road, a location that provides good ac-
cess to deep, clean water. A floating swim raft was The first swim platform 

Swimming in 1990s before first swim platform built—Photographer un‐
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moored a short distance from the rock, and swimmers used a knotted rope secured to the shore 
to pull themselves out. Later a small wooden platform was added on the rock itself. But by 
spring 1995, the Association decided a more adequate swim platform was needed for reasons of 
safety, comfort and convenience, to accommodate the growing number of residents and their 
guests. 

Resident Ron Barter, a professional wood craftsman, volunteered to perform the work. As-
sisted by Ed Sherwin, Bob Taylor, Bob Black and others, Ron designed a spacious, attractive 
platform on two levels conforming to the building code. Bench seating was provided on the up-
per level, with a ladder on the lower level going into the water. The structure was supported by 
pilings set into the rock. Rather than buying lumber for the platform, Ron and his crew used 
fallen trees from BurgessWood’s own property, dragging white oak and cedar logs from the 
common land, planing them, and finishing them in Ron’s workshop, much as in pioneer times. 

Ron crafted the final product himself, building it to his high standards. 

But midway through the project, after the footings had been built but before the lumber was 
laid down, an unexpected complication occurred. The neighbours from across the water pro-
duced a document, termed a restrictive covenant, which they had received with their deeds, 
guaranteeing that no docks or other structures would be built on BurgessWood common land 
across the bay from their properties. Fearing that the swim platform would be heavily used and 
become a source of noise, the Looney Bin owners asked the Association to cease and desist 
construction in accordance with the covenant. Eventually they presented their demand in the 

form of a lawyer’s letter. 

After due deliberation, BurgessWood residents 
decided to challenge the validity of the cove-
nant. Most of them hadn’t received a copy of the 
covenant with their own deeds, and felt it unrea-
sonable that neighbours should be able to re-
strict their enjoyment of their own waterfront. 
Furthermore, they reasoned, their intent wasn’t 
to built boat docks or other large structures at 
the location, but a relatively simple swim plat-
form. The neighbours hadn’t previously ob-
jected to the presence of the swimming raft – 
why would the addition of a platform make any 

material difference? 

Although Grover Lightford offered to assist the Association with legal costs, the residents 
felt that talking was preferable to proceeding by lawyer’s letter. Clearly a discussion among 
neighbours was in order. The Association delegated Bob Black to discuss the matter with the 
Looney Bin owners in an attempt to reach an understanding. 

After several meetings and at least one more letter from the other side, and in spite of 
frayed nerves and tempers, a constructive compromise was reached. The Looney Bin residents 
accepted construction of the swim platform. In turn, BurgessWood residents agreed that the 
platform would be made of materials blending in with the natural surroundings (which had been 
the intent in any case) and that no further building of any kind – including boat docks, marine 
facilities or high-intensity lighting – would be done along that stretch of shoreline. A new cove-
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nant between the two groups was drawn up to that effect, which came into force after all Bur-
gessWood residents had signed it. The covenant is posted for residents’ information on the FAQ 
page of the BurgessWood website. 

With that contentious issue resolved, Ron Barter completed the platform. The neighbours 
saw it wouldn’t be a problem after all, and relations between the two groups improved consid-

erably. 

The parking lot and picnic area were created out of mosquito-infested, swampy ground. 
Grover Lightford took responsibility for this project, running the chain saw and receiving help 
from his son Norman, who worked hard clearing brush and dead trees. Grover had Crain Con-
struction do the leveling and gravelling to complete the parking lot, and the Association’s Main-
tenance Committee took charge of supplying additional gravel and grading every year to keep 
the lot in excellent condition. At the same time, Lightford Lane was straightened where it leads 
into the parking lot, giving residents better access to their new swim platform, picnic area, chil-
dren’s beach, canoe racks and boat docks. As a result of all these changes, living in Burgess-
Wood became an even more attractive proposition than before, with a positive impact on prop-

erty values. 

A second swim platform would be built a 
decade later on the other side of the penin-
sula, facing southeast. The major work on 
that project was carried out by resident 
Wayne Greigson. Assisted by John Bufton, 
Barry Splaine, Bob Taylor and other mem-
bers of the Maintenance Committee, Wayne 
designed and constructed a deck with a seat-
ing area on the rock high above the water, 
connected to a floating swim dock by a 
flight of steps and a small bridge. Since the 
sun reaches that platform in the morning and 
reaches the first swim platform later in the 

day, residents now had two excellent alternatives for swimming, in addition to the children’s 

beach. 

Along with other residents, Wayne Greigson was also instrumental in building the attrac-
tive wooden enclosure for the mailboxes at 
the corner of Lakewood and McLaren 
Roads. In summer 2000, Canada Post 
scheduled replacement of an existing large 
green mailbox with banks of small individ-
ual boxes. Residents saw an opportunity to 
erect a structure sheltering the boxes, and 
the people using them, from the wind, rain 
and snow. Permission had to be obtained 
from both Canada Post and Tay Valley 
Township, which owns the land where the 
boxes sit. Other features added to the en-
closure were a bulletin board for posting 

A second swim platform 
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notices from the Association and individual residents, a box specially built to hold copies of the 
EMC and Perth Courier newspapers, and a solar-powered light. The enclosure has become a 
favourite meeting place for residents from BurgessWood, Loon’s Way and Looney Bin. 

Diagonally across the road from the mailboxes, where Kenyon Road turns into McLaren 
Road, a large, handsome wooden sign tells visitors they’ve arrived at BurgessWood. The sign 
was designed and carved from a solid slab of Canadian red oak by resident artisan Judy Bufton. 
Replacing an earlier sign that had succumbed to the ravages of weather, ants and woodpeckers, 
the sign was erected in May 2008 in time for a ceremony marking the twenty-fifth anniversary 
of BurgessWood’s founding. The entrance sign is set into a pretty garden of shrubs, perennial 
flowers and annuals. Planted and cared for by resident volunteers, the garden is actually located 
on private property at 520 Kenyon Road, and is graciously provided and partly maintained by 
the current homeowners, Lynn and Dan Murphy. Judy Bufton also created the attractive road 
sign at the top of Lightford Lane, and 
another sign farther down at the boat 

launch. 

A private access route on 
McLaren Road leading to the Rideau 
Trail is a small piece of another of 
BurgessWood’s greatest assets: the 
extensive network of walking trails 
that wind through the common lands. 
(See map.) Parts of the present trail 
system originated in pre-existing 
routes, such as the cross-country 
trails blazed in the 1970s by Grover 
Lightford’s Tay Valley Ski Club near 
Mica and Feldspar Ponds. In addi-
tion, a section of the Rideau Trail 
once ran right through BurgessWood 
until it was rerouted in the late 1980s 
to keep it outside the community’s boundaries. The 1987 edition of The Rideau Trail Guide-
book shows the old route going directly past Forest Lodge, which was then still standing and 

abloom each spring with Anna McLaren’s daffodils and lilacs. 

To create new trails, resident volunteers cleared brush and marked the trail routes with 
square blue or yellow markers attached to trees. The markers differentiate the four private Bur-
gessWood trails from the public Rideau Trail (marked by orange triangles) with which they in-

tersect. 

Two particularly ambitious trails were blazed more recently. Both were the work of Bob 
Black working alongside various hands, including Bob Taylor, Ian McDonald and John Gur-
ney. One trail roughly parallels the lower part of Lightford Lane. It starts at the gravel pit and 
climbs a high ridge, with superb views out to Otty Lake, before descending to the first swim 
platform. Another trail, the longest in BurgessWood, begins on the common land between 886 
and 908 McLaren Road. It divides into two long loops. One loop traverses marshy ground to 
Andrew Lake and Apatite Pond and is walkable only in winter. The other loop links up with the 

Rideau Trail at BurgessWood’s northwest corner. 

Grover Lightford and residents with restored wagon donated to Murphy’s Point 
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While cutting the latter route, the trail crew stumbled upon an exciting discovery: remnants 
of the mica operations left behind by miners nearly a century ago. Alongside a long deep 
trench, they found remains of barrels and buckets, with wooden staves and rusted iron rings par-
tially intact. There was also a piece of iron driven into a tree, part of a winch system for raising 
buckets of mica out of the pit. These evocative artifacts of another era can still be seen on the 
trail. 

It’s advisable for those walking the common land to stay on the trails, since some hikers – 
especially visitors unfamiliar with the terrain – can become disoriented in the woods. The Main-
tenance Committee keeps laminated copies of the BurgessWood map in boxes at the trail en-
trances to help orient hikers. The map was created by the Planning Committee in 2003, using 
geographical data provided by the Ministry of Natural Resources. The map is updated regularly 
by resident Jim Bamber and made available to property owners. In addition to showing the 
trails, ponds and roads, the map displays the layout of the community and the location of each 

lot. 

Other BurgessWood activities have been more legal or administrative in nature. For exam-
ple, in the 1990s there was some concern that mining companies were actively staking claims 
on some private properties along Otty Lake. The claims were based on old provincial legislation 
depriving owners of sub-surface rights to their land. With the assistance of Grover Lightford, a 
legal determination was made that as a planned subdivision, BurgessWood is not vulnerable to 
such claims. Another issue arose over property taxes on the common land. A determined volun-
teer effort stretching over several years, spearheaded by sometime Association president Ian 
McDonald, succeeded in working with the provincial assessment authority and Tay Valley 
Township to clarify the issue and ultimately resolve it in the interests of residents. 

This chapter has highlighted just a few of the memorable events in the evolution of Bur-
gessWood. Over the years, residents have initiated many other projects to benefit the commu-
nity. And every year volunteers on the Maintenance Committee, most recently under the chair-
manships of John Bufton and Dan Woods, perform vital, yeoman service by keeping the physi-

cal infrastructure in excellent 
condition on behalf of all resi-

dents. 

Every resident has his or her own 
reasons for living in Burgess-
Wood. For many, high on the list 
is the pleasure and satisfaction of 
living in a beautiful, healthy, 
natural environment. Another 
reason is the residents’ commu-
nity spirit. That quality is ex-
pressed in many ways, but two 

examples serve as illustrations. 

When BurgessWood resident 
Jack O’Connell died in 2000, he 
and his wife Shirley O’Connell 
had been making renovations to 
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Larry Paquette doing work for the maintenance committee at his home, 865 McLaren—

Photo by Dan Woods 



their Lakewood Road home. In the aftermath of Jack’s death, several neighbours, knowing that 
the construction work remained unfinished, went to the O’Connell home and completed the job. 
Jack’s life is now commemorated on a memorial plaque located on a rock in the picnic area. 

It could be said that the BurgessWood spirit originated with the community’s founder. 
Resident Ian McDonald tells the story of how Grover Lightford dealt with a rude surprise that 
he and his wife Marguerite McDonald experienced when they were cutting brush on their lot at 
1028 McLaren Road. The McDonalds had hired a big Hihoe machine to dig test holes in prepar-
ing their building site. Some time after the machine was trucked away, they heard a deep, omi-
nous rumble behind them, soon followed by a strong, swampy odour.  They discovered that an 
immense gaping hole had caved in at the entrance to their land. It was a perfectly shaped rectan-
gle, about fifteen feet by ten, filled with stagnant water. Probing the water’s depth with a long 
branch, Ian couldn’t find the bottom. He surrounded the hazard with fallen trees to warn off ani-

mals and unwary passersby, then placed calls to the Township office and Grover Lightford. 

The Township sent workers to mark the area with yellow danger tape. But it was Grover 
who took charge of the problem. He immediately arranged with Crain Construction to fill in the 
pit the next day. As Ian remembers it, “This was no easy task, since it was hunting season and 
men were away in the bush. Grover had to use his unlimited charm to sweet-talk Bert Crain into 
calling in his relatives to man the dump trucks.” Truckload after truckload of mixed rock went 
into the hole, displacing the water until the pit was completely filled. In the process, old timbers 
floated to the surface. 

Grover explained to the McDonalds that he’d known there were two deep mining pits on 
BurgessWood land, and this must have been one of them. He’d understood that both pits had 
been filled years before, but evidently this one had only been bridged partially with debris, and 
the vibrations of the Hihoe machine had loosened the earth to cause the cave-in. Although the 
lot now belonged to the McDonalds, Grover assumed full responsibility for the problem and the 

cost of having it remedied. 

Another event eliciting the BurgessWood spirit was the Great Ice-Storm of 1998. The 
storm’s impact on the community was so severe and dramatic that it deserves a chapter all to 

itself. 
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Members of Maintenance Committee building utility shack at waterfront/picnic area—Photo by Dan 
Woods 

Picnic tables built by the maintenance committee from BurgessWood windfall lumber—

Photo by Dan Woods 
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   The Great Ice Storm of 1998 
 

On Monday, January 5, 1998, temperatures in eastern Ontario and western Quebec turned 
unseasonably mild. The afternoon brought freezing rain and slippery roads to Ottawa, Montreal 
and the surrounding regions, including Lanark County. Most people found the weather merely 
inconvenient. No one could have realized it was setting the stage for one of the most extreme 

climatic events in Canadian history. 

 For several days the freezing rain continued, coating every tree, sidewalk and outdoor 
surface with treacherous layers of thick glassy ice. By the time the worst of the storm was over 
and the massive cleanup effort had begun, freezing rain had been falling for more than eighty 
hours: nearly double the annual average. The impact on nature and on human and animal life 

was enormous – and sometimes devastating. 

Environment Canada reported that the storm directly affected more Canadians than any 
previous weather event. Thousands of utility poles and millions of trees had fallen. Over four 
million people had lost power in Ontario, Quebec and New Brunswick. for periods stretching 
from a few hours to two weeks. Over 600,000 had been forced to leave their homes. Twenty-
eight had died and nearly a thousand had suffered injuries. By the following June, insurance 
claims had been filed for over a billion dollars in property damages. In the end, when all ex-
penses were tallied, the ice storm cost an estimated five billion dollars. 

 The damage, disruption and suffering were generally much greater in rural areas than in 
cities, and BurgessWood was no exception. Large limbs and entire trees snapped under the 
weight of the accumulated ice, pulling down hydro and telephone lines all over the countryside. 
BurgessWood homes were without electricity for nine consecutive days in the heart of winter. 

Unless they had emergency power generators, residents faced daunting problems heating and 

lighting their homes, cooking meals and flushing toilets. 

Until telephone service was restored, it was difficult for BurgessWood residents to commu-
nicate with the outside world. Some drained their pipes and waited out the storm by moving in 

Effects of the ice storm from the Zimmerlys’ driveway, 344 Lakewood Road 
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with friends and relatives. Many others chose to stay behind in their homes, heating with wood, 
rising in the middle of the night to feed the fire. Twisted piles of icy, broken branches created 
obstacles on the slippery roads and made driving hazardous. Downed power and telephone lines 
posed dangers for drivers. The normally simple trip into Perth to stock up on groceries, water, 
batteries and other supplies became fraught with uncertainty. Even the town was without power 
for a time. 

 Survivors of the storm say it was the companionship, encouragement and mutual sup-
port of their BurgessWood neighbours that saw them through the ordeal. Residents worked to-
gether to clear driveways and roads, hacking and chainsawing their way through fallen trees. 
They shared scraps of news, weather reports and survival tips. They gathered in each other’s 
homes for communal dinners by candlelight and lantern. Not knowing when normal life would 

resume, they turned to each other to keep their spirits up. 

There were innumerable acts of kindness and generosity. Many residents remember how 
Ron Barter went with his mobile generator from home to home, helping neighbours without a 

generator by providing them with short-term emergency power. This allowed them to operate 
their pumps for a while and stock up on water for drinking, bathing and flushing toilets. Other 
residents checked in on their neighbours to make sure they were all right and see if they needed 
anything. Eventually the Canadian Army sent soldiers into BurgessWood to lend a hand with 

the clean-up, but residents had already been doing a lot to help themselves and each other. 

It’s difficult for anyone who didn’t experience the ice storm in BurgessWood to appreciate 
how harrowing it was. Fortunately Edith Lepine recorded vivid details of the nine long, trying 
days that she and her husband Fred endured, and she has kindly given permission for excerpts 
to be reproduced here. Reading about their experiences provides a dramatic sense of living 
through an extraordinary moment in time: 

 

Monday, January 5 

We planned an afternoon drive to Ottawa, but freezing rain made it seem unwise. Fred 
drove into Perth for the Lions’ supper meeting. It was four-wheel drive all the way. When you 

met anyone, you had to pull off into the rough. We retired to the tinkle of rain on the skylights. 

The ice storm with a felled telephone pole on Lakewood Road 
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Tuesday, January 6 

A look out the bedroom window revealed fallen branches below our closest pine tree. All 
branches were coated in two centimetres of ice. A glassworker could have wrought no more 
magical a scene, but this beauty proved a calamity for our beloved trees. The junipers near our 
house resembled seaweed all ice-encrusted. The evening descended, the forest waited. More 

freezing rain fell. 

Wednesday, January 7 

The first light revealed a freshly wounded oak to the left of our driveway, as more branches 
crashed to the ground. Fred made a closer inspection, a trip made hazardous by the very slip-
pery ice underfoot. He discovered that an oak limb twenty inches in diameter had knocked 
down the power and telephone lines across the driveway. The force of the blow had pulled the 
protective tubing and meter box from the pole. The telephone cable on the same line was sev-

ered. 

Bob Birse joined Fred after Fred called Bell and Hydro from the Birses’ phone. Wearing 
rubber gloves and boots, Bob raised the cable to allow Fred to move the “Jimmy” to the road’s 
edge after Fred cut the branch with his chainsaw and moved it off to the side. Our house was 

still receiving electricity, but I ran some extra water just in case. 

Fred stayed home from the Probus Club meeting in anticipation of a repair crew, but none 
came. Fortunately the temperature during all this has remained at zero Celsius, but in the eve-
ning the forest began its lament. Sounds like exploding fireworks punctuated the darkness. 
Glass-encrusted twigs and branches sounded like xylophones. Throughout the night the destruc-
tion continued. Huge limbs broke from our old white oaks.  Tall red oaks and ironwoods and 
maples were so heavy with ice that they bent their regal crowns in submission to the forest 

floor. 

From the window Fred saw a blue light in the sky, followed by bright flashes. Thus ceased 
the transmission of power to BurgessWood. A large tree had fallen on the wires near the Hines’ 

house and taken out the transformer. It was exactly 12:35 a.m. 

Thursday, January 8 

Fred drove to Perth, where the power was out in all but the Highway 7 part of town. He 
was able to purchase batteries at Home Hardware and after returning home remembered our 
camping lantern in the garage, so we were able to have its white light for night-time comfort, 

along with candles. 

Branches have fallen all over. Nary a tree has been spared this wild pruning of nature. In 
mid-afternoon the triple-trunked red oak, on which the Bolgers [the previous owners] had 
mounted a birdhouse, crashed. Two of the three trunks fell in opposite directions. A giant of at 
least seventy-five years lies prostrate. 

Our magnificent white oak over three feet in diameter was not spared either. Nine 
branches, some of them twelve inches in diameter, protrude from the trunk with their extremi-

ties slashed off. The crown has splintered. Crashes continued throughout the day. 

Since the power line is dead, Fred removed the telephone cable from the line and spliced it. 
How good to be able to talk to Shirley O’Connell [neighbour], Lachlan [son] and Emma, the 
Christian Women’s Club caller. But at 8:30 p.m. the phone went dead. All phones must be out, 
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for our spliced line is intact. 

We used the barbecue to heat up stew and beans. Washed dishes in barbecue-heated rain-
water. No trouble collecting water from the roof, now fringed with foot-long icicles. Wind gusts 

caused more damage all day in the symphony of glass chimes. 

Friday, January 9 

Fred drove into Perth to get more naptha for the lantern but found the entire town is now 
without power. He met neighbours along the way clearing trees from the roadway. Traction is 
better on the two-inch layer of ice pellets that fell overnight. He persuaded me to go out and 
survey the damage, which I find so heartbreaking. Took some photos, although it’s gray and 

drizzly, so they won’t be clear. 

Talked with the Birses, who were helping Beverly clear her driveway of fallen trees. Also 
with a Loon’s Way neighbour and Betty Taylor. Everyone is so saddened by the devastation of 
our woods, but Betty tried to be optimistic: “In spring the trees will send out little shoots.” Not 
our dear old oaks! 

So glad we have a battery-powered radio, so we can get the half-hourly storm reports. All 
of Ottawa-Carleton and twenty-one other places, including us, have been declared disaster ar-
eas. Troops are coming from Petawawa to assist Hydro crews, who often repair a line only to 
have another tree break it. So far the fireplace, even without a working fan, is keeping us cozy. 

Fred slept part of the last two nights by the fire and kept it going. 

Top stuff in freezer thawing. We’re eating the baking. Will have to put things outside on 

the porch in a few more days. If it’s as cold as forecast, that will be OK. 

The O’Neills have had their chimney knocked off. The O’Connells have had their new ga-
rage roof pierced by a tree trunk.  To pass the evening hours, we try to recall whether we’ve 
ever been through a natural disaster to compare. Neither of us has, although Fred’s recollection 
of a night spent fully clothed lying on his bunk aboard a drilling vessel off Australia was terrify-

ing. 

Saturday, January 10 

Our third day without power. Fred moved to the living room couch at 3:30 a.m. to stoke the 
fire, so was eager to cook up bacon and eggs at 7:30. Pink glow in the east. The sun is still in 

the heavens, as too the moon, which showed itself for a short time last evening. 

Power was restored to Perth yesterday. Before 9:00 Fred left for town. He’s been out every 
day in his 4X4. He’ll get water and naptha as well as my prescription and make a phone call to 
Lawrence [son]. I’m worried about them, as their fireplace at the end of the house will never 
keep them warm. Their pipes may freeze if it gets colder. We’ve been fortunate as the tempera-

ture is around zero. 

The Army is helping out. Some soldiers were sent to Montreal, where it is worse. Snow has 

begun to fall. If it accumulates to any depth, yet more branches are sure to break. 

I feel a need to sing a lament for the forest. It is the first time I’ve let the tears fall. All that 

sorrow needs release. 

Tracks at the rear of the house are probably a cat or a weasel. Or the hyper red squirrel, 
which has been unceasingly busy. The flock of twenty-plus redpolls ate voraciously yesterday, 
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as did the squirrels. 

Noon walk provided a few photos. Met Carolyn and Bob and Helen Black. Ice is falling, 

and a few more branches. 

Three days’ newspapers arrived with Fred – lots of reading. The scene outside brings back 
memories of times during my childhood on the farm when no electricity was the norm. Spent 
evening remembering old radio shows. 

Sunday, January 11 

Calm, minus eight degrees. Sun makes iced branches into jewels of crystal with rainbow 
reflections. 

Went into Perth for water and Mass, which proceeded though the radio told of cancelled 
services elsewhere. It was my first trip into town since the freezing rain began last Monday. 
Limbs down all over Perth. The town was without power again from noon yesterday until this 
morning, so Mass was by candlelight. Overcome by emotion. Father Carty preached, as usual, 
on the gospel, and that was comforting. He added a bit about the storm and lessons we may 
have learned – appreciation for what we take for granted, value of family, how we’re currently 

experiencing life as Third World countries do all the time. 

Cameron and Eric, Kurtis and Lachlan arrived bearing water and sandwiches. How good to 
see them!! The kids all have their own stories of the storm. The ice makes walking difficult 
even for the young. 

However did my mother survive for months on the farm without an outing into town? 

Monday, January 12 

Minus eighteen at 7 a.m. Cold in bedroom. Poor sleep. Hoarfrost on top of ice – sunlight 

adds sparkle. 

McVeety Electric arrived to put up power line between our pole and roadside line. 

Schools are closed for fear of ice or tree limbs hitting children. Book club, C.W. and 

C.W.L. meeting all cancelled for this week. 

1 p.m.: Clouding up. Men still up the hydro pole. One came in to use the phone, a volunteer 

fireman who goes around with a generator to run people’s sump pumps and prevent flooding. 

3:30: Walk. Rescued a few frozen-in birch trees by hitting the ice off with my ski pole to 
free the crown from the ice. Invited Nancy Kenyon, who returned from Toronto to an unheated 

house and is preparing to spend the night. 

The Birses and Nancy made our evening pass pleasantly. Nancy brought a thawed apple 
pie, which baked up beautifully in the well-heated barbecue. Who’d have thought it possible? 
Even the top crust was browned. It went well with the Swiss steak I prepared. Nancy is deter-
mined to spend the night in her house, heat or no heat. She has a good sleeping bag, and she’s 

drained everything and cleaned out her thawed freezer. 

Tuesday, January 13 

Woke to rain, not freezing, so ice is dropping off. Then snow, sleet, wind, sun – the morn-
ing had it all. Fred went to Perth for a shower at the swimming pool, which is open to everyone. 
He returned feeling more human. I held off so my hair will be better for Sunday. Lawrence 

53 



called to suggest we go there, but it is more important than ever to keep the fire going, as they 
forecast minus twenty tonight. 

Walked out for the mail and met Judy Bufton. Good to have a long chat. She and John were 

prevented from attending a family funeral in the Gaspe. 

Florence Mitchell invited us for supper tomorrow night. Spoke with Theresa briefly, Tilly 
at length, before retiring. Thank God for the phone. 

Wednesday, January 14 

Despite the minus eighteen temperatures outside, we have twenty degrees in the eating 
area. Fred stoked the fire well! It’s about fourteen in the bedroom but livable. 

Had to remove food from the freezer. Middle contents still solid. Outer contents soft but 
very cold, so put them into boxes and set them on the screened porch. Just threw out a few 
items, like chili that had gone soft. Yellow beans and strawberries still fine. Sausage thaws 

early. Miserable job, as there was water at the bottom. 

I feel for the folk who have been staying in shelters. Their homecoming will entail a lot of 
cleanup. Also feel for the families of the firemen, hydro line crews, military – their wives and 
children are left to cope on their own. 

McVeety Electric lads returned. They re-installed the meter and connecting line, so we’ll 

be set when the power comes back. 

I look at my favourite white pine and think, “How the mighty have fallen.” It was once 
such a beauty. Nature has “topped” it. It will survive, but there is no such thing as perfection 

anymore. 

Took garbage to the dump at Stanleyville, then went to the Perth swimming pool for a 
shower. The shower was heaven-sent. I could feel the stress remove itself from my neck and 
shoulders. It was a good thing Betsy reminded me not to take too long, as I could have stood 

there for an hour. 

Ron Barter came around this afternoon to offer to hook up his generator so we could run 
flushing water into the tub. 

Went to the Mitchells for supper along with Irwin and Irene Cavanaugh. Tales of the storm. 
Two reservist soldiers got lost and were sheltering in a power sub-station when found by Hydro 
workers – just in time. Water came up in the Mitchells’ basement because no power means no 
sump pump. Their seventy-six-year-old neighbour had a chimney fire while he was in the barn, 
unaware. Paul and a friend broke a window to enter the locked house and put the fire out. Tales 
of poor planning by dairy operators with no generators. Emergency Services have requested 

Irwin to sell only one cord of firewood to each customer to extend the supply. 

At home, snuggled into bed with sweaters and socks, and the phone rang. It was Lachlan 

calling to hear how we were. The comfort of love! 

Thursday, January 15 

Ten degrees Celsius in the bedroom, but had a wonderful relaxed sleep, the result of Flor-

ence’s bountiful meal, friendly conversation and the restorative shower earlier yesterday. 

A fine snow falling, swirled about by a fierce north wind. It’ll be no picnic for the Hydro 
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workers re-stringing lines, or the few people in Lanark County still not reached by help. 

Finished reading Judy Schultz’s Mamie’s Children: Three Generation of Prairie Women. 
It’s a wonderful chronicle laced with the sights, smells, characters and dreams, both lost and 
realized, of the Prairie experience. Reading of the hardships of our Prairie ancestors, and recall-
ing those of my own mother and grandmother, puts this week’s disaster in perspective. What 

good timing by Carolyn to have sent me this book to read now. 

Lots of phone calls. More card games. 

Friday, January 16 

Morning began with a call from Kurtis. He still has no power but is making pancakes on 

the wood stove. 

Walked for mail with Nancy after checking her house. Three degrees in her basement, 
freezing in the kitchen, house plants all stiff. Three inches of snow over the ice made walking 

easier. 

We’re hoping the power will soon return. The men are working on the poles along Doctor 
Lake where four were snapped in two. The transformer near the Hines’ has been replaced, also 

the wires. 

A Bell Canada crew came to re-splice the line and mount it permanently on the pole. 

At 6 p.m., on the ninth day, there was light! HALLELUIA!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

 

Just down Lakewood Drive from the Lepines, Helga and David Zimmerly survived the ice 
storm in similar fashion. Some months after the storm, Helga wrote to a friend, describing the 
experience in memorable terms: 

“I’m sure you have heard lots about the great ice-storm of 1998, but I don’t think you can 
visualize the unprecedented damage. It’s difficult at this point to know what the real destruction 
will look like. You can’t drive through the countryside without wincing now. Trees are simply 
shattered. You see miraculously undamaged trees, and then entire groves that appear to have 

taken a heavy artillery hit. 

“Our place is not denuded of trees, but most suffered some degree of damage. We’ll have 

The woods beside the Zimmerlys’ home 
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no shortage of firewood next season. One immense old maple simply broke off ten feet above 
the ground and toppled down the hill. Our gorgeous pines off the living room deck took a heavy 
hit that leaves us very sad. 

“What is amazing is the resilience of trees that didn’t actually break.  Forty- and fifty-foot 
trees were bent over like hoops, with their tops frozen into the ground. Our laneway was an as-
tonishingly beautiful place – an iced arbor that tinkled as we made our way through the tree 
tops. Once we were able to actually walk around outside (wearing bicycle helmets), we began 
digging out some of these crowns. Within hours they began to straighten up despite the thick ice 
still covering them, and as the weather warmed up and the ice melted (which took weeks), 

many of them stood reasonably tall. 

“The stress of the whole event cannot be underestimated. To lie in bed listening to trees die 
is dreadful. The crack – crack – crack – crash was continuous.  During the day we got outside, 
commiserated with neighbours and consumed the food thawing in our freezers. Those without 

wood-stoves, of course, were out of luck for either heating or cooking. 

“We were without power for nine days, without telephone for about five. Of course, when 
we are without power, we are without water from the well. One of my daily chores was to go 
out and collect enough ice to melt on the wood stove so we could flush the toilet once a 

day. We plan to build an out-house before the next event. 

“Yet there was beauty in the storm. We had one marvelous experience after the worst was 
over. Following a snowfall, we walked into the woods at the back to examine the damage. The 
trails had been obliterated. But we stumbled around (literally – there were so many hidden 
branches underfoot) the best we could in a truly magical forest. We had to push our way 
through the bowed tree tops, which glittered and clanged as we moved. The ice was two inches 
thick on every twig, with fluffy snow blanketing it. The ice-laden twigs tinkled and sparkled 

and showered us with snowflakes. We were awestruck. 

“There was another kind of beauty too. The kindness, concern and cooperation of 
neighbours and strangers warmed us as no fire could. We had some odd meals as neighbours 
shared the contents of thawing freezers: delicate shrimp rings cosied up to robust lasagna. Ice 
cream was plentiful but not very tempting, given the indoor temperature. Heat from a wood 
stove can only reach so far. 

Trees were bent to the ground by the ice 
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“For months after the storm, we spent countless hours picking up tree branches, chainsaw-
ing enormous fallen maples into firewood, and feeding the greedy maws of wood chippers. 
Once we’d all cleared our own personal acreages as best we could, BurgessWood residents 
turned to the common land in a shared effort to clear the hiking trails and the access road to the 
lake.”  

Another perspective from a BurgessWood resident puts the ice storm into a larger context. 
At the time, Tom Spence was working for the City of Ottawa as Supervisor of Trees. Tom viv-
idly remembers the ordeal of being responsible for clean-up, tree repair and removal throughout 

the nation’s capital: 

“When the extent of the damage became clearer, we were working ten- and twelve-hour 
days and worked forty days straight without a day off. I was at home in BurgessWood for two 
nights during that period, staying the rest of time with my in-laws in Ottawa. Before the storm, 
we had a staff of twenty people and three or four contractors. I remember one evening adding 
up the additional contractors we hired to deal with the storm, and the total was 125. These were 
chipper crews, bucket trucks, ground crews, etc. If we knew of a contractor for hire, we hired 

him. 

“At the beginning, the road crews couldn’t plow the streets because they were covered with 
branches and downed trees. I remember being at work one morning at 6:00 and a chipper crew 
arrived from Pennsylvania after driving all night. The truck driver said he’d worked all over 
North America for twenty-five years doing clean-up from hurricanes, tornadoes etc. and had 
never seen such widespread damage. We had crews from Texas that didn’t have winter gas, and 
their trucks froze up – after the first few days of freezing rain, the weather turned cold, which 
made for difficult working conditions. The Americans did like our beer, which probably made 

up for some of it. 

“I would never want to go through such an event again. The tree trimming to repair storm 
damage took the balance of that year to complete. I’m sure we operated on adrenaline most of 
the time. Because it was such a massive operation, and so unique, we just did it. When the 
Army arrived to help, they weren’t equipped to do tree work and just pulled brush from back-
yard Hydro easements. But then they were assigned to rural areas, where they were of great as-
sistance. The Salvation Army brought us food to our workshop, which was welcomed. Most of 
our tree workers were also dealing with problems resulting from the storm in their private lives 

while working long hours to get the city back in operation. 

“At our house, my wife Kim was out of power for nine days, as the Hydro mast was pulled 
over. She survived thanks in part to the woodstove, which kept the house warm and provided a 
cooking surface. The sump pump well provided some water to flush the toilet. My sister stayed 
with Kim for a few days (she lived at the east end of Otty Lake), and Kim and she said it made 
for long evenings by candlelight. The following spring, I took a week’s holiday and dragged 
and burned brush for days. Even today, thirteen years later, the damage to trees can still be seen. 
On the positive side, if it weren’t for the storm of ’98, we wouldn’t be meeting every January at 
The Crown!” 

Tom is referring to the annual ice-storm reunion dinner held at a Perth pub to commemo-
rate the great event. The pub was chosen because its owners offered refugees from the storm a 
special two-for-one deal on fish and chips. Since all BurgessWood residents are welcome at the 
ritual, including those who arrived long after the storm, it’s become known as the annual Bur-
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gessWood Fish and Chip Night. But the dinner still offers the opportunity to hear further amaz-
ing tales of the Great Ice Storm of ’98. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

58 



  Conclusion: A Model for the Future 
 

Nature has its own way of recovering from extreme weather events. During the years since 
the ice storm, the forest in BurgessWood has gradually healed itself. Thanks to several years of 
good rainfall following the droughts of 2002-04, the trees are healthy once again. And so are 
the wildflowers that grow alongside them. During one of the periodic BurgessWood nature 
counts, 116 different species of wildflowers were counted. These ranged from the early colts-
foot, hepatica and violet to the later aster, viburnum and gooseberry. Not to mention the famil-
iar trillium, columbine, buttercup, lily of the valley, birdfoot trefoil, fleabane, bladder campion, 
hairy vetch, viper’s bugloss, milkweed, yarrow, Queen Anne’s lace, and on and on…. There 
was even a rare bloom once observed by John Bufton near the storage building at the Burgess-
Wood picnic area – a white moccasin flower, the first recorded sighting of that plant in Lanark 

County. 

 As Edith Lepine, to whom we owe this information, remarked about BurgessWood: 

“What an Eden!” 

 Many other unspoiled corners of Ontario and North America could be described in the 
same way. But very few have devised a comparable method of organizing land ownership and 
settlement combined with stewardship of nature. That is the genius of BurgessWood: so much 
of the forested acreage is preserved as nature intended, yet people live here too, sustaining and 
enjoying and complementing, rather than competing with, the land. 

 The benefits to nature are clear. For residents, the 
benefits derive not only from living in their own little 
piece of paradise, but from sharing ownership of the 
common land in a manner that creates a natural commu-
nity. People live, play and work here. Some, such as 
John Ervin and Andris Abele, have even built the homes 
that their neighbours occupy. As Denise and Jim Smith 
remarked, “Once we moved into BurgessWood in 2000, 
we were overwhelmed by how immediately we were 
welcomed into the community. In Toronto, one usually 
knew the neighbours on either side, and perhaps those 
directly across the street. But here everybody knew eve-
rybody else on a first-name basis, and that phenomenon 
has pretty much continued, even with those purchasing 
resales. We used to have friends, and we used to have neighbours. Now we have both friends 

and neighbours, and they are the same people!” 

 Denise and Jim enjoyed seeing the community’s founder strolling through the 
neighbourhood with his faithful redbone hound Dylan, stopping to chat with anyone who hap-
pened to be out and about. Grover Lightford doesn’t visit so often anymore, spending more of 
his time at home on Mile Point Road on the other side of Otty Lake, but he remains fondly re-
membered by residents as the man with the vision to bring their community into being. His leg-
acy continues also in the form of BurgessWood artifacts he has donated to heritage sites in the 
area. The former log home of Anna and William McLaren now resides, rebuilt, at the Mill Pond 

Wild irises found in Anna McLaren’s garden at 1049 
McLaren—Photo by Wendy Smith 
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Conservation Area near Lombardy; and various mining tools and artifacts, including an old ore 
wagon restored by a group of BurgessWood volunteers in 2011, have been donated to the Silver 
Queen Mine display at Murphy’s Point Provincial Park 

BurgessWood property owners expressed their gratitude to Grover in 2004 by holding a 
Grover Lightford Appreciation Night at the Perth Legion Hall. Attended by members of the 
Lightford family, the evening featured a potluck supper prepared by residents, a slide show of 
Grover’s life, spoken tributes, a musical tribute composed and sung by the Barter family, and a 

talk by Grover himself about the story of creating BurgessWood.   

As that story becomes better known, BurgessWood will stand not only as an exceptional 
community in its own right, but as a model for the future, and an inspiration for other communi-

ties in Canada and beyond. 

Entrance to BurgessWood 
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Grover Lightford 

Back cover: taken opposite the BurgessWood main dock— David Zimmerly 
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