SRR e Rl M G 2 2

SUPPLEMENT to The North Renfrew Times Issued in four monthuIAy 'pabr;cs

e ey

The North R enfrew Times

PART 1 May 1995 $1 (incl. GST)

e

EARLY DAYS AND MAJOR EVENTS




Page 2 - The North Renfrew Times Golden Jubilee Supplement #1 - May 3, 1995

(NRT, July 30, 1986)

There Is a local legend that, /n the late 18003, a wom-
an whe lived in a log bouse on the shores of the Ottawa
River near Polote au Bapteme predicted that one day the
area would be known the world over and that lights would
blaze night and day in towering buildings. She was re-
garded with “superstitious doubt”™ at that time, but later
evenls led to the fulfillment of her prophecy.

One such evenl occurred in December 1938, in Sweden,
when Use Meltner, an Austrian-bora physicist who had
fled te Sweden because of Nazi anti-Semitic laws, correct-
ly interpreted the results of experiments by 0. Naha and
F. Strassman of Berlin: atomic fission had occurred. And
30 began the suclear revolution which led to the building
of @ reactor oa the shores of what had long been known
as the Deep River (la Riviere Creuse) section of the Otta-
wa River.

Making history

Summer 1944 — a group of men in city suits stands at
the crest of the hill looking down between the soaring
pines to Lamure Bay, with its string of small houses nest-
ling along the river bank by Walker’s Wharf. A smile, a
handshake, the deed is done, Deep River is born and by
1945 a new community had been created.

Here we are, in 1995, once merely interlopers, but now
belonging to the Ottawa Valley, in our own right. The
Town of Deep River celebrates its 50th anniversary this
year, and the North Renfrew Times is pleased to join in
that celebration. For us, it is a double celebration. The
NRT is proud to trace its beginnings to the first publica-
tion in 1945 of the Deep River Digest —a weekly assembly
of chit-chat, shopping information, meeting notices and
household hints, printed by town officials on a rotary du-
plicator. Today the NRT is a fully-fledged community
newspaper produced by a professional staff, and comple-
mented by community involvement. The publisher is now
the Deep River Community Association, a group of volun-
teers representing community organizations, and the edi-
torial side of the paper is supervised by a volunteer edito-
rial board.

To celebrate both anniversaries, the NRT is publishing
four special supplements that, for the most part, include
items that have appeared over the years in the NRT. The
supplements are not intented to be a history of the town,
but are a collection of stories, pictures, columns and even
the odd poem, designed to give a sense of the town, its res-
idents, and their experiences.

The first supplement looks at the early days in the town
as well as some of the major events which, in their own
way, had a role in shaping the town’s 50 years of history.
The second supplement looks at the things Deep Riverites
have done for fun — the clubs, sports, the festivals and the
many other recreational pursuits. The third supplement
looks at the town’s business community and other impor-
tant services so vital to any town’s development. The final
supplement will focus on the NRT and its role over the
years in looking at the life of the community, not only in
Deep River, but in the surrounding municipalities as well.

The compilation of the supplements was, as always, a
team effort. The initial research, funded by a Government
of Canada SEED grant, was done by summer student Bob
Kim, assisted by Julian Dunn. Staff then put the supple-
ments together. Community and business support for the
supplements, together with a donation from our publish-
er, made it possible to make the collection a gift to our reg-
ular readers.

We are grateful to the W.B. Lewis Library for the use of
their photograph collection, to past NRT photographers
for the use of their photos, and to Joan Melvin for her in-
valuable assistance in identifying people in pictures, and
for providing general information on the town'’s history.

We have enjoyed the opportunity to look back at the
town’s history and the NRT's role in it.

Photos on front:
Pine I"o;:ne Beach - Photo by John Hulbert
- Atomic. Symbol with designery Jack Walker~ AECL photo

Part I:

) [ J 1 ] iful spot and es-
This section tells of the pioneers who found this quiet, beautt[u s
tablished their lives far from the city bustle, and tells of the city dwe]lera who
came from around the world to share that life, and build their own idea of a
Utopian community.

.eee. LN the beginning

NRT, May 17, 1989

People have lived at Deep
River for millennia, but before
1945 there were not many of
them.

The earliest known inhabi-
tants of the area were the ar-
chaic people who worked and
hunted deer, moose and bear
using weapons with chipped
stone blades about 4,000 years
ago, the forerunners of the

.members of present-day fish

and game clubs with their Rem-
ingtons and Winchesters. The
Stone Age people were followed
2,000 years later by hunter-
gatherers with metal weapons
who made and used decorated
pottery, the forerunners of to-
day’s pottery club. Gradually,
generation after generation,
these people merged into the
Algonkin people, and it was not
until much later that the war-
like Iroquois came from the
south and forced the other Indi-
ans to take their furs to the St.
Lawrence markets by going up-
stream north of Temiskaming
then east to the Saguenay.

The fur traders shared the
Ottawa River with the Hurons
and Algonkins long before the
arrival of Champlain at the be-
ginning of the seventeenth cen-
tury. In those days, the explor-
ers were not seeking scenery;
they sought furs and the road
to the spice islands of the Pacif-
ic.

Champlain did not think
much of the Ottawa Valley
landscape and called it a “wild
and frightful region,” a view-
point coloured by the discom-
forts and dangers he encoun-
tered. But times have changed,
and the unspoiled scenery is
now looked upon as a priceless
heritage.

The days of logging the big
white and red pines in the
1800s and early 1900s forged
the character of the Valley's
people. As the trees fell and
were collected into cribs for
floating down the river, the
men who wielded the axes,
guided the horse teams and
broke up the log jams created a
tradition of strength and endu-
rance; of surviving terrible
working conditions; of showing
cheerfulness in the face of ad.
versity lightened by music,
dancing, singing, and story tell-
ing, the taller the story the bet-
ter; of eating prodigious
amounts of food; and of drink-
ing incredible quantities of
whisky.

The Irish, Scots, English,
French, Germans, Poles, Indi-
ans, and Métis all added spice
to the valley’s ethnic stew
which bubbled in such a lively

One well-known early resident of the area was Moses
Joseph Lamure. Lamure was born Sept. 23, 1897, in a log
cabin built by his father, Jean Baptiste, on the banks of
the Ottawa River in 1871 , now the site of Mackenzie
High School. Baptiste, of Algonquin and French-
Canadian descent, came from Lake of Two Mountains
near Montreal, and made his home in Deep River. The
family’s presence here will continue to remembered
through Lamure Beach which is named after the family.
In his younger years, Moses Lamure sang in an all-male
choir in the old Catholic church and people remember
his tremendous voice. People also remember him for the
heavenly sound of the tunes from his violin which he
loved to play. He entertained at many wedding recep-
tions and house parties. Lamure retired from AECL in
1962 after working there for 11 years in the building
maintenance and construction branch. Lamure died at
the Deep River and District Hospital on Sept. 14, 1976.

L
A

One of the original Indian huts near the river,

manner, sometimes spilling
over into fights that have be.
come legendary. Some of these
old-timers stil] live, and their

eyes light up when they tell
their tales and recapture the
adventure and comradeship of
the old days,
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Choosing the townsite

NRT, June 27, 1984

It took just 120 days. On April 13, 1944, representatives of the United Kingdom, United States
and Canada, meeting in the office of the Secretary of War in Washington, announced that a heavy-
water moderated nuclear reactor would be built in Canada for the production of plutonium from
uranium. And just 120 days later, on August 19, the Hon. C.D. Howe, the minister responsible to
government for the enterprise, accepted the recommendation of the scientists that the reactor be
sited at Chalk River.

The decision to come to Chalk River was not at all clear cut. It could easily have been at Nobel on
the shores of Georgian Bay, where Defence Industries Limited had a large explosives plant. But the
war effort was not yet over, Nobel was still in use, and scientists were not certain of its suitability

as a site for a heavy-water reactor.

So the search for an alternative site began. It is curious to
observe today that it was the scientists themselves who took
on this geographic search in Ontario and Quebec. The site
specifications were prepared by Dr. George Laurence, at that
time a scientist at the National Research Council.

Dr. John Cockeroft, the British scientist seconded to Cana-
da to head this project, even took part in the search. During
these days, Cockcroft kept extensive personal records, which
he made available to W. Eggleston for his book. In his notes,
Cockcroft had written:

While I was away the search for a site had been continued
by Ned Steacie, head of the Chemistry Division at NRC. We
went together to Pembroke and thence 20 miles on to Chalk
River and looked at a possible site by a nice lake off the Chalk
River, where the Forestry Research was installed. After this,
we went to Balmer Bay on the banks of the Ottawa River
where we collected wild strawberries and fell in love with the
place. There was ample water and plenty of space and good
communications. We quickly picked on a site a few miles
down-stream for the plant and a very delectable site a few
miles up-stream for our village.

The task facing the scientists and engineers was formida-
ble. Under the cloak of wartime secrecy and at a site far re-
moved from any urban centre, they had to supervise the con-
struction of highly sophisticated scientific and chemical
plants. And since there were no dwellings in the neighbour-
hood, the project had to include, on a high priority, the con-
struction of a nearby residential townsite.

Three locations were in the running: a site near Corey
Lake close to Chalk River village, one at Balmer Bay and one
at what was then called Indian Point. It was agreed that the
latter was best, but because the Postmaster General pointed
out there was already another post office in Canada called In-
dian Point, the name Deep River was adopted, following the
suggestion of Father J.R. McElligott, the Roman Catholic
priest in the area.

Professor J. Bland of McGill University was chiefly respon-
sible for the basic planning of the town layout. Sir John Cock-
croft's notes recall:

We were fortunate in obtaining the help of the McGill
Town Planning Professor. He took advantage of the trees and
rising contours of the ground, kept as many trees as possible,
and planned winding streets through the woods with a fine
open space to the river, bounded by the school and staffhouse
and later the community centre.

The area for the townsite was expropriated on August 29,
1944, only ten days after the Chalk River site had been ap-
proved by the minister. By January 1945, the elements of a

Sir John Cockcroft was direc-
tor at Chalk River from 1944
until 1946, He returned to
England to become director
of Britaion’s first atomic ener-
gy lab at Harwell, He contin-
ued to have a keen interest in
the Canadian program and
paid many visits to the plant
and Deep River. Sir John
and Lady Cockcroft were
both greatly interested in ed-
ucation and he established
the Cockcroft prize for sci-
ence, awarded at the local

ublic school and then at the

gh school. In 1955, it was de-
cided to nume the town's orig-
inal public school after him.
Principal W. F. Glendenning
recalls how, during a later
vigit to the school, the chil-
dren asked for his autograph.
It was a thrill for them to
meet the great scientist for
whom their school was
named.

true community were on the drawing board and construction started. The first residences would be
wartime buildings transferred from Brownsburg, Quebec and rebuilt in Deep River. In May, 14
wartime houses were ready for occupancy. By July the total had risen to 85.

By the end of 1945, Sir John Cockeroft was able to write that “completion of the houses in the
townsite has kept in line with staff requirements ... the townsite school is expected to be ready for
the next session. Shops, bank, post office and medical service have been set up in temporary accom-

modation in wartime houses ...."

Wilfred Eggleston in his book makes the following observation:
“Most Canadian villages have grown up slowly beside a cross-roads, a ford, a mill, or a har-
bour, and they gradually provided specialized services for an adjacent area already occupied by pri-
mary producers. It will be seen that Deep River’s history was quite different. It was created overnight

in a virtually uninhabited regi

on and its sole purpose was to serve as a dormitory village for an ini-

tially secret federal government project ... It was a planned community, and it enjoyed exceptional
advantages of a most attractive natural setting and a high calibre of its residents.”

References: Quotations are taken from Canada’s Nuclear Story by W. Eggleston, published by

Clarke, Irwin and Co, Ltd. in 1965

rememb

John King was a true pioneer of the Ottawa Valley
and always had many interesting stories to tell about
early life here. But he is perhaps best associated with
King’s Farm (also known as Ferguson's Stopping
Place), a well-known local landmark. The farm on
Highway 17 and its collection of log buildings which
still stand, was a hotel and “stopping place” in the
early days of travel along the old Pembroke-Mattawa
Road. The site was bought in 1885 by John Ferguson
who operated it as a ‘dry’ hotel. But with improved
roads and the advent of automobiles, such places
were no longer needed. John King took over the prop-
erty from his uncle George Ferguson in 1930, He oper-
ated it as a mixed farm to supply the lumber trade up
the Dumoine River.

Atomic Energy of Canada Ltd. bought the property
in 1968 but John King continued to live on the prop-
erty for many years. He moved into a modern bunga-
low on the site which later served the town as a tour-
ist information booth. King died in 1981,

The property was designated as an historic site un-
der the Ontario Heritage Act in 1983. A local commu-
nity group, The Friends of Ferguson’s Stopping Place,
was formed to try to preserve the site and find a use
for it that would serve as a reminder of its historical
significance in the area. Their efforts were unsuccess-
ful, however, and in 1994, AECL sold the site to a lo-
cal resident who now lives on the property.

(1896 - 1959)

Rev. Joseph R. McElli-
gott was born in Egan-
ville on Jan. 28, 1896.
After receiving his ear-
ly education in Egan-
ville, he went on to
study theology at the
Grand Seminary in
Montreal. He was or-
dained to the priest-
hood on Aug. 15, 1919
and served in Chapeau,
Whitney and Renfrew
before being appointed parish priest of what was
then St. Alexander’s Parish, Wylie Township, in
1931, He served with the parish for 28 years, Dur-
ing his stay, he saw and played an active role in
many big changes. From 1831 to 1944, he worked as
parish priest of a small rural area embracing Wylie

1

and Chalk River. From 1944 to 1953, great demands
were placed on his shoulders with the construction
of the AECL plant and the dam development at Ra-
pides des Joachims. Under his direction a new
church was built in Deep River in 1954 and dedicat-
ed to Our Lady of Good Counsel. An avid historian,
he is also credited with suggesting the name “Deep
River” for the town as he said this area of the river
had long been known by that name.
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Views from
outside

In its early years, the Town of Deep River was considered
unique and it drew lots of attention from those. “.on the out-
side.” The town, its residents, and their activities were fea-
tured prominently in some of Canada’s leading magazines
and in major daily newspapers. Below is just a sample of
how those writers saw Deep River.

TORONTO DAILY STAR

AT SAAITe o e et X

Canada’s Atom Shangri-lg’ Fall of Life and Babies

e Ty

Deep River, a village that

ATOM VILLAGE RISES it et

WHERE DEER HUNTED signs of faith in the future —
ONLY SHORT TIME AGO the serenity of its people and
T the numbers of its children.
Sert 3 Oeg o v B Saa g |t WAS reported, some
i wies "=~ months ago, that atomic en-

cars Geir Bving indirectly

By ROBERT NIELSEN

"’i‘:.".,":".: e O T e s i @7 QY WOTK might reduce the
e e T o o e e I ot potency of male researchers.
7 The report was scotched offi-
cially but one glance at Deep
River reduces it to absurdity. Children, most of them very
young, seem to be everywhere, and the birth rate of the
town last year was said to be the highest in Canada.

* Robert Nielsen, Toronto Daily Star, Sept. 5, 1947

oo

It is a unique town — the first atomic village in Canada. It
is as new as plutonium and its 1,500 residents (average
age 33) have all the restless energy of the electron.... Deep
River has no cemetery, no mothers-in-law, no traffic by-
laws, no elected government, no grandmothers, no slums,
no main street, no private property, no taxes.

--.Deep River is a peculiar town in more ways than one. It
is certainly the only town in Canada where a wife cannot
say: “Well John, what went on at the office today?” No one
talks shop, because shop is mainly a secret.

» Pierre Berton, Maclean's Magazine, Dec. 1, 1947

“Some say there is a feeling of unrest here in Deep River
due to lack of ownership: that the people resent being
spoon-fed and regulated; that they want to own their own
homes, live their own lives and have a democratic voice in
the affairs of the community.... I that is so, | found little ev-
idence of it. Instead | found happy families enjoying life to
the fullest.”

* Fred Inglis, Ottawa Citizen, (date unknown)

Atom Town

“... their play is organized by the most active community
centre in the country — and their work is the solving of one
of the mysteries of the universe.

--Every weekday morning at five minutes to eight all the
men come out of their houses. A green bus winds along,
picks them up and whisks them off to the Chalk River
Plant .. and we are left until five o’clock, with a village of
women and children. An old Indian campsite is the centre
of the town...And here, “after naps”, the mothers congre-
gate to gossip. Who is having a baby? Who has come to
town? Who has gone? Gay fresh-faced girls, they appear,
in sweaters and slacks pushing baby carriages with the
groceries in their underswung wire baskets.”

¢ Maida Parlow French, Chatelaine, August 1949

......

s« there’s no place like it

How deep is
ep River?

De

NRT, May 10, 1957

A long line of car lights
threaded its way from the bush
onto highway 17 and headed
east. These were the German
Africa Corps and the U boat
men with their army guards
heading from their days work
at the “townsite” back to the
prisoner of war camp at Centre
Lake. Each morning they re-
turned to the townsite to re-
sume clearing bush and build-
ing the camps on the hill
Behind them mushroomed
street after street of houses as
the “townsite” grew by leaps
and bounds.

A few houses were occupied,
war time houses from Nobel
and Brownsburg, and a few
new ones down by the river.
Gradually the community grew
as more people arrived. The
townsite, although only a
stone’s throw from highway 17,
was quite invisible to passers-
by, and was access to it was
barred by a guard who checked
all traffic from his post.

On December 17, 1945, a
post office with the official
name of Deep River was
opened in a pine pole structure
located on the site of the
present movie theatre, later to
become the beach canteen. Con-
siderable thought had gone into
the choice of this name. Several
names were considered before a
decision was reached and an-
cient records, including those of
Chevalier de Troyes, one of the
first white men known to have
penetrated this far up the Otta-
wa River, were consulted. The
name “Deep River” was a well-
chosen one since it perpetuated
the name by which the stretch
of the Ottawa at this point was
known long before it was visit-
ed by the earliest French voya-
geurs and explorers. In 1686 it
was locally known as “La Ri.
viere Creuse” or “Deep Riv-
er.”

Apart from its historical sig-
nificance the name Deep River
is peculiarly appropriate, for
the depth of the water in the
river along this stretch has al-
ways given rise to discussion
and conjecture. Figures from
500 to 1000 feet are often
heard, and stories from some
of the old timers tell of places
in the river where the bottom
has never been reached.

On April 4, 1923 in a paper
called the Montreal Witness
and Canadian Homestead the
following article appeared:

“The Canadian government
has been asked to make a spe-
cial survey which it is expected
will prove by scientific meas-
urement that Canada, among
its other distinctions, is the

r=

In the early days, everyone entering or leaving Deep Riv-
er had to be “cleared” by an armed guard at the guard-
house (situated about where Deep River Road now inter-

sects Huron and Algonquin Streets). When Mrs. Carl
Price, former curator of the Pembroke Champlain Trail
Museum spoke here in the 1980s, she said town residents
thought the aim was to keep non-residents out, whereas

some longtime area residents thought the aim was to keep
residents in. Still others were sure it was to check that
employees were not stealing from what was thought to be
the “nylon” plant. (Photo courtesy of AECL)

possessor of the deepest river
in the world. Hidden beneath
the amber waters of the upper
Ottawa River is one of natures
most curious phenomena rival-
ling in its way the Grand Can-
yon of Colorado, the natural
bridge of Virginia, the falls of
Niagara or Zambesi.

It is a gigantic chasm left in
the surface of the earth in a pe-
riod which must have ap-
proached the earliest in the
earth's history, for the bed re-
veals sandstone of the Palaeo-
zoic age. If the Ottawa River
were to dry up the chasm with
its walls 6000 to 7000 feet high
would eclipse the wonder of
Colorado. As it is the Deep Riv-
er reach of the Ottawa claims
the distinction which it is
hoped will soon be scientifically
confirmed as being the deepest
river in the world. In several
places over a distance of twenty
three miles, five thousand feet
of towboat line have failed to
give an anchorage.

Deep River reach of the Otta-
wa is north of Pembroke and is
traversed by serviceable steam-
ers. The southern stretch of it
is found identified on most
maps as Upper Allumette
Lake. They are at this point on
the northwest edge of civiliza-
tion. Toward the North Star
and Hudson Bay lieg only wild-
erness broken only at one mid-

way point by the National
Transcontinental Railway,
which with its still rusting rails
will one day give Canada depth
as well as breadth. To the
southwest lie the plains of Pe-
tawawa, famous for a military
training ground, particularly
for artillery during the war.
Farther on you enter Oiseau

Lake (locally called "Weesoe")
surrounded by a series of the
most picturesque mountain
peaks to be found anywhere in
the whole of the Laurentian
range. Prospect succeeds pros-
pect in a never ending panora-
ma, while the tang of the wilds
is like wine in the veins.

A point called Des Joachims
is the upper limit of the Great
- Here the river makes a
right angled turn and is trans-
formed from a madly surging
rapids to the restful slow moy.
ing deep current of the Grand
Chasm.”

Is “La Riviére Creuse® fact or
fiction? Was the survey ever
made? Certainly hydrographic
maps of the river do not show
t.!wse depths, However, the sto-
ries still persist, Legend or
truth, we do know that this
community ... has a colorful
and fascinating history of not
years but centuries,



unfortunately with no byline

The summer of 1945 was a
hot one — at least it was in
Montreal. The swimming pool
was always inviting after a day
of lectures and manual writing
at headquarters for DIL Pe-
tawawa Works staff. Yes, we
had amenities like prvate
pools even then — most YMCAs
had them. Early in September,
staff started moving north in
twos and threes. Gib James
and I were soon packing our be-
longings.

Although time has clouded
many memories of 25 years
ago, I still recall that day. Car-
rying a suitcase in one hand, a
303 Lee-Enfield I had picked
up at a surplus store on Craig
St. in the other, and with a
bulging Bergen on my back, I
stmggTed down to Windsor Sta-
tion a la pied to catch the after-
noon train west. We stopped off
in Pembroke that night rather
than proceed into the un-
known.

Dr. Laurence sounded rather
brusque when he found we
were phoning from Pembroke.
However, George did drive in
and take us back to Deep Riv-
er. After the bright lights,
paved streets and green grass
of Montreal, the townsite
looked like the Sahara of the
north after a war. Jack pines
and sand extended everywhere
one looked when the line of vi-
sion wasn’t obstructed by piles
of construction materials,
shacks, bunkhouses and some
wartime fours and sixes. Grass
had not learned to grow in
Deep River yet. It seemed the
sun didn’t shine that far north
either. Unlike sunny Montreal,
the sky was threatening and
overcast and the day was cold.

We were taken to our home-
to-be for the next few weeks, a
wartime six on a stretch of
sand called Pine Street. Gib
and I were assigned a cot
apiece in the living room. Mine,
I recall, was right up against
the front window and near the
front door. It was cold and
clammy and the old Quebec
heater gave off a pall of smoke
which permeated the house.
We saw a few familiar faces —
Robbie Robinson and Johnny
Ofremchuk. Before we turned
in the first night old Robbie
gave each of us a pile of old
newspapers to put under the
mattress with the admonition
that we'd be cold if we didn’t
use them. He was right; those
old mattresses were pretty
thin.

After we had stowed our
gear, Gord Hatfield picked us
up and drove us to the plant
site. We were hardly prepared
for the scene which greeted us.
Unlike the town, the plantsite
had been churned into a verita-
ble sea of mud. There was mud
and puddles of rain everywhere
and we sloshed along behind
Gord who had taken the pre-
caution to wear rubbers.
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September 1945

— revisited

We must have both looked
rather dejected after our tour of
inspection since Gord invited
us to his home on Beach for
dinner. Several stiff drinks re-
stored our sagginf l's'pirit,s and
we enjoyed a wonderful meal in
the comfortable atmosphere of
the Hatfield mansion.

Pulling grey wool blankets
tightly aroum{ us and trusting
the newspapers would do their
job, with smarting eyes we
sank into a fitful sleep, prob-
ably wondering what tomorrow
would bring. The air was nice
and clear when the cold woke
us up. The fire was out but

awn was breaking.

The following days, or nights,
I should say, were busy ones
for we started out on grave-
yard. At least we had the pleas-
ure of smoking the day workers
out. We always stoked up a
good fire with wet wood before
we left to watch the meters and
adjust the dials at ZEEP's con-
trol desk. The bleached skull of
a cow watched over us with
empty eyes guarding the

button below on which
Kowarski had posted a note
which read, “If you don’t push
this you'll look like me” - refer-
ﬁrzﬁ‘w the long departed cow.

e first few breakfasts and
dinners were an experience.
We elbowed our way to the
nearest empty chairs and then
attempted to compete with vet-
eran bush workers for the food

Deep River Road from Glendale, 1945

which was placed on the long
wooden tables. Kowarski final-
ly demanded and got a re-
served table for the staff and
from then on we ate in splendid
isolation. Anytime we suspect-
ed that the milk was being wa-
tered, Johnny would crank up
the chlorine feed at the pump
house. It was an excellent trac-
er.

Signs in German were in evi-
dence when one approached the
top of the hill where POWs
were erecting bunkhouses. Oth-
ers were clearing the bush on
what was to be Alder Crescent.
Dressed in government-issue
denims and sporting Africa
Corps and U-Boat hats they
whistled appreciatively at any
we]l-turne(y ankle that hap-
pened to pass by, and if memo-
ry serves me right there were
quite a few in those days. Eve-
Ty morning a convoy of trucks
would snake its way from the
camp at Centre Lake bringing
them to work. It was 75 cents
Eer da§ if you worked in the

ush, Every evening a proces-
sion of headlights would wind
its way back.

It wasn’t too many weeks be-
fore the staff house opened and
blankets for doors were the lat-
est decor. This was the dawn of
the social era and some of you
may remember the echo of Hey-
bob-a-re-bob reverberating
down the corridors. We were
young, the war was over, and it
was time to unwind.

..o NOFE Views from
outside

Their days are filled with useful toil and their leisure is
rich in sport. They were part of an important experiment in
community living, possible unique in Canada ... there were
the activities of 54 clubs that recorded a total average at-
tendance monthly of 45,000. Organizations and control
were the key words in the village and (some) shied away
from them. “My wife and | felt we were losing something
essential to family life ... our daughter was away from us ;
every day from early morning until late evening.” (one resi-
dent’s view). But others voiced different views. “Deep Riv-
er is an experiment in enlightened socialism,” said an-
other.

» William Stevenson, Toronto Star Weekly, July 8, 1950

Deep River—Not Quite Utopia

This carefully-planned town for Camoda’s Atomic Emergy werkers hos ne alame,
nu anob kill ... & has dosens of recremtional octivitles, good schools, ¢ beey

Communuy church . . . bul must resilenis want (0 get cewy come spring

The Utopian town =

Deep River is a Utopian at-
tempt to create a happy envi-
ronment where all is ordered
for the best. But at least
some Deep River residents
find its perfection tiresome.

... One physicist recently
vented his feeings in a poem
published in the NRT: Al-
though the town is trim and
neat, with cozy houses on
every street, though saying
so is indiscreet, | hate it.”

... They counter boredom and apprehension with a pro-
digious variety of leisure activities... At sundown, as the
villagers hurry to their relaxation, the community assumes
the atmosphere of a musical-comedy set, with groups of
extra in bright tunics bouncing across the stage for the
curtain-raising extravaganza.

... During January and February the temperature some-
times drops to nearly fifty below, producing some strange
reactions among scientists accustomed to more moderate
climes. One English biologist refused to leave his house
except for the daily dash to the morning bus. His exit was
timed by his wife’s sighting of the vehicle from an upstairs
window. Then, zipped into flying boots and almost hermet-
ically sealed in to his old school muffler, he would scoot
out, clutching a thermometer in his double-gloved hands
to check the temperature drop before leaping through the
bus door.

“The children here just don't get a typical picture of life,”
says Vil Cooper. “They never see any poverty.” When one
family drove to Toronto, they took their children on a tour
of the slums.

-.. Although a hundred and thirty miles deep in the north-
ern Ontario forest, the stores carry many of the luxuries
featured along New York’s Fifth Avenue,

* Peter C. Newman, Maclean's magazine, Sept. 13, 1958

where our atomic scientists
live and play

has no crime, no slums,

no unemployment

and few mothers-in-law.
But maybe you wouldn’t
like it after all.

Here's why

DEEP RIVER-ALMOSTthe perfect place to live

Shattering commonplace belief that scientists are athe-
ists or agnostics, Community Church numbers among its
members 55 of the 106 PhDs in the village.

... Fr. J.R. McElligott of the local Roman Catholic parish
is inclined to agree that the church takes a second place in
Deep River during weeknights. He thinks there may be too
much going on in the town. “People have trouble keeping
up with everything,” he says, “and their home life be-
comes one of merely eating and sleeping. | am sure that in
some cases health and domestic life suffers.” Other Dee
Riverites see it differently. “If we didn’t have things to do
to keep us occupied up here, we'd all go batty.

* M.B. Pengelley, Observer, April 1, 1959
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Many long-time Deep River residents agreed to share some of their experiences and reminiscences
from the early days of the town. Some of their stories are featured on the next pages designed to

ees L0 the
Deep River Review

In the early years, a number of local residents decided the
town needed a literary magazine and the Deep River Review
was born. It featured short stories, articles, poems, drawings
and a few other things as well. It gave the town's literary tal-
ents an outlet for their writings, but it also provided an op
portunity to take a humorous look at the town and the life-
style of its residents. The following are a few excerpts from
the Review.

e

(apparently people from outside town regularly had Deep
River on their itinerary for their Sunday drives so they could
check out this new town, and some residents felt they were on
display)

There seems to be a reluctance on the part of some people
to being objects of inspection by neighboring inhabitants of
Ontario, during their Sunday drives. In fact, they resent
tourists in the village. Nevertheless we would be willing to
bet that, if they had lived for say 50 years in Petawawa and
they heard of all the new-fangled goings-on, what with
atomic bombs at Chalk River, and the awful prestige of
atomic scientists of D.R. (the inventors of “Death Dust” etc )
then we repeat, that come the first fine Sunday in spring,
we bet you climb into your jalopy and go see for yourself. If
scientists must go around muttering about the grave possi-
bilities of nuclear energy, they must expect to be infested
with tourists. In fact we would go so far as to say that the
scientific curiosity on the part of our fellow men as to how
the other half lives is entirely praiseworthy.

Heard on the Ottawa Train - December 1947

Man: Have you ever seen this new town they've built ap

here for the Atomic Energy Plant?

Woman: Oh, you mean Deep River? We've driven through
there several times on Sundays. It really is a pret-
ty place, but you should just see those scientists!
Are they ever a queer-looking bunch!

Man: What do they look like?

Woman: Well, the men all wear parkas and baggy pants
and hormn-rimmed glasses and always need a hair
cut. We often see them come into Pembroke shop-
ping. Some of the women are quite smart, though

Man: Guess they would be odd, doing that kind of work .__

Woman: Yes, | shudder every time [ think of our fate in
the hands of people like that!

“Don’t ask me why, dear, but they do it twice a day.”

* From the Review, July 1946

show what life was like during those “early days.”

Remembering ...

... arriving and
first impressions

Ermo Wesanko: 1 came in September ‘45. We were one of the
first families that came to Deep River. We lived on Pine
Street in a war-time six which is where valu-mart is now. My
father had been here since June, and we came from Nobel
which is off of Georgian Bay near Parry Sound. It was kind of
interesting. I remember the night we came in _. it was late
and dark ... we had to come by train to Chalk River. My father
met us and we drove here ... we missed the road coming into
Deep River, it was so dark ... it was just all trees and forest ..
and there was just a little dirt road that came in. And night at
the top of the hill, right where Algonquin Street is now, there
was a gatehouse, with a big spotlight that shone at you. We
woke up the next moming to see just a few houses, a few on
Summit, a few on Glendale, just the first four ... they were
starting to build the houses on Beach ... but that was all that
were there. It was all bush all around ... and sand. And the
only place you could buy anything was a log house, that was
where the Bank of Montreal and the town hall are "

Fred Glendenning: “1 was a principal in North Bay and 1
wanted to go somewhere else because we were living in an
apartment ... | saw this ad in the paper that said housing,’
and I thought 'A house available! ... that was something that
we really wanted! I didn't know very much about Deep River,
it sounded very rural ... but we were desperate ... so | applied
for the job. Then my inspector phoned and he said, ‘Do you re-
alize that it's close to a very dangerous place” But we came
down. At that time gasoline was rationed so our friend said
he'd drive us down because we didn't have a car ... every hill
we came to he turned the car off and we coasted down. So we
got here ... we came down into Parkdale.”

< &
Sanford Atkins, born May 18,
1946, was the first baby born in
the new Deep River village.

Rosalind Bayley: 1 came in
October (1945). I had a little
boy, two, with me, and | was ex-
tremely pregnant ... we came
by train. It wasn't a troop
train, but it was full of soldiers.
Chalk River was all black be-
cause of the soot. The trains
made the jack pines filthy . |
got off this train and I thought,
‘This is where I am going to
live” I thought I was in the
middle of nowhere. We had no
car, we were just kids ... the
highway was not paved ... this
town had no paving of course,
and the sand was thick. And

when [ had the twins the next
spring, we got a twin pram, and
it was a question of let's drag
the children to the store .. you
just pulled them with all your
might.”

The first Yacht
Club (1946) down
by the water near
the public school
(later Cockcroft).

g —
The original building used as the post
office, was moved to the beach in 1948
to be used as a beach house. The move
attracted lots of attention, but the pic-
ture also shows the sand everywhere.

EARLY BEACH AVENUE RESIDENTS - 1845
unfortunatley not all the names are known - (Back, I-r ): Catherine Park, May Carmichael &
Elizabeth, Ruth Hatfield & Margaret, Ruth Roaf, Dorothy Sargent, Freda Laureace, Elsie
(Roaf household employee), Helen Ritchie, (not known), Marita Kirkbride. (Middle):
Dave Park, Margaret Carmichael, Brigid Roaf, one of the Park family, Wilsie Hatfield
Dermott Roaf, Doug Hatfield, Dugald Carmichael, lan Ritchie. (Sitting): one of the Roaf
family, Judy Laurence, Chip Nelson, one of the Roaf family, Donny Hatfield, oae of the
Ritchie family, David Kirkbride. (original photo fram the Carmichael family)






