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Kingdom of The Blind by Louise Penny 

When Louise Penny’s husband died a couple of years 

ago she said she wouldn’t write the Chief Inspector 

Armand Gamache stories any more. Fortunately, this 

great female writer who lives on the south shore of 

the St. Lawrence river not far from Montreal has 

written another novel: 

When a peculiar letter arrives inviting Armand 

Gamache to an abandoned farmhouse, the former 

head of the Sûreté du Québec discovers that a 

complete stranger has named him one of the executors 

of her will. Still on suspension, and frankly curious, 

Gamache accepts and soon learns that the other two 

executors are Myrna Landers, the bookseller from 

Three Pines, and a young builder. None of them had 

ever met the elderly woman. 

The will is so odd and includes bequests that are so 

wildly unlikely that Gamache and the others suspect 

the woman must have been delusional. But what if, 

Gamache begins to ask himself, she was perfectly 

sane?  

When a body is found, the terms of the bizarre will 

suddenly seem less peculiar and far more menacing. 

But it isn’t the only menace Gamache is facing.  

The investigation into what happened six months 

ago―the events that led to his suspension―has 

dragged on, into the dead of winter. And while most 

of the opioids he allowed to slip through his hands, in 

order to bring down the cartels, have been retrieved, 

there is one devastating exception. 

Enough narcotic to kill thousands has disappeared 

into inner city Montreal. With the deadly drug about 

to hit the streets, Gamache races for answers. 

As he uses increasingly audacious, even desperate, 

measures to retrieve the drug, Armand Gamache 

begins to see his own blind spots. And the terrible 

things hiding there. 

 
 
 

  

The Way I Remember it….. 
 
 
I grew up in a small town in Ontario, Canada during a time  
When everyone treated each other like family (we never got 
away with anything, and I mean nothing!!) We went outside 
to play, got dirty and we didn’t eat fast food (It was a treat!) 
We ate bologna or jam sandwiches, raw hot dogs and 
cooked homegrown food from our garden. We ate 
everything on our plate. We ate penny candy, yes, I said, 
“Penny”, and fake candy cigarettes. On weekends we would 
go for a drive and drop in to visit someone (no planning a 
week in advance).  If they weren’t home, we would drive a 
little farther. 
 
We played Kick the can, Red Light Green Light, Hide & 
Seek, Truth or Dare, Red Rover, What time is it Mr. Wolf, 
Tag, Dodge ball, Baseball, Jump rope, Road hockey and 
rode our bikes for miles.  We would go pick raspberries and 
cherries and all other types of fruit and vegetables because 
it was fun. 
 
We cried if we couldn’t go outside and play! There was no 
bottled water, we drank from the faucet and the garden 
hose (we always remembered to let it run for a minute 
because it was hot when you first turned it on). We watched 
cartoons on Saturday mornings (everybody got excited 
about Saturday morning cartoons!) and our parents loved it 
because they were able to sleep in knowing we were 
occupied), we watched hockey, comedy movies and played 
board games. We also played in the woods,built forts went 
to next township on our bikes, WITHOUT a cell phone.  
When you fell you wiped off the dirt and blood and kept on 
going.  If you wanted to talk to your friends, you had to go to 
their houses and find them. 
 
We weren’t afraid of anything. Our parents knew that when 
the streetlights came on, we were on our way home. If 
someone had a fight, that’s what it was ... a fight. Kids didn’t 
have access to guns when I grew up.  Dusk was our curfew.  
School was mandatory, and we watched our mouths 
around our elders because ALL your neighbors knew your 
parents, so we knew if we didn’t, we were in big trouble 
when we got home. 
 
I really miss those days. We were taught to be respectful 
and we didn’t give our parents a hard time. We had a 
respectful fear of our parents, teachers, and the law! We 
were taught to work hard for what we wanted. 
 
Life is short, very short… be humble and kind and 
respectful. 
 

I’m proud I came from a close-knit community 
and will never forget it. 
 
 
Martina 

 

 
Aberdeen Gardens Retirement Residence,330 Dundurn St.S.,905 529-3163 

 Message from the Executive Director – Maddi 

These last few months have been an amazing demonstration of the 

resilience of our elderly folks. We have asked them to stay in their 

rooms, remain apart from their loved ones and eat alone. I cannot 

imagine what they are going through.  The worst part: no 

hairdresser!!! 

Looking forward, we have learned some lessons, and have changed 

operations tremendously. I appreciate all the love and support that 

we have received from our community.  Our team is committed to 

facing this challenge now that we are in a new normal. 

 We will be having our full time Activity Director; Barb return soon and 

our wonderful assistant Activity Director, Martina will be increasing 

her hours and time. We are so grateful for Martina, as she has kept a 

positive atmosphere during all this. I look forward to this dynamic duo 

reuniting and working on the next exciting and new activities for the 

future!!  

Take care and stay well.  

 
 

 

 

 

July 2020 

Canada Day    
July 1 

 

Happy 
Birthday 
Canada!! 

 
Thank you to all our 

residents for doing so much 
throughout your lives to make 
this country great! Because of 

your hard work, we have a 
wonderful life here in Canada.  
 I am proud to be a Canadian 
with our values, diversity and 
kind spirit and willingness to 
help all in need, it surpasses 

 all other countries. Our health 
care and education are 

something to be grateful for. 
The opportunities this country 
had given so many people is 

unmatched. 
Canada stay strong from  

sea to sea. 
 

A Proud Canadian!  

 

July 2020 

Now that’s Canadian, Eh!! 

 



Legends of the Wild West 
 
The fourth Saturday of July is 
celebrated as the Day of the Cowboy. 
Even though the Wild West era in 
America ended in the early 20th 
century, cowboys still loom large in 
the mythology and ethos of America. 
But how many of the West’s most 
compelling stories—those of cowboys 

and Indians, outlaws and lawmen, shoot-outs, bank 
heists, and train robberies—are actually true? 
 
The story of the North American cowboy did not 
start in America at all but rather in Mexico. During 
Spain’s colonization of Mexico during the 1500s, 
Spaniards flooded the dry northern grasslands with 
cows and sheep. Tending these herds were the 
first cowboys, called vaqueros, a Spanish word 
derived from vaca, meaning “cow.” These vaqueros 
developed a ranching culture that stretched north 
into modern-day Texas and California. When 
Americans moved West, they adopted many iconic 
traits from vaqueros, such as cowboy hats, spurs, 
chaps, lariats and lassos, and ponchos.  
 
We often refer to the “Wild” West, but it wasn’t really 
that wild at all. In books and on film, cowboys are 
depicted in constant danger of being raided by 
Indians. In reality, the hundreds of thousands of 
people living on the frontier rarely clashed with 
Native Americans. Only a few hundred died in 
skirmishes. When it comes to outlaws and shoot-outs 
in the street, the numbers are even smaller. There  
is evidence of only eight bank robberies over the 
40-year Wild West period. And the most famous 
shoot-out of all, the Gunfight at the O.K. Corral, 
lasted little more than 30 seconds and was not even 
at the O.K. Corral. Wyatt Earp, despite his reputation 
as a shoot-first type of lawman, had actually earned 
his renown for keeping peace without a gun. The 
Gunfight at the O.K. Corral was the first time he had 
ever been in a shoot-out, and his victims were 
likely the first he ever shot. Today’s notions of the 
Wild West are largely the fictional creations found 
in books and movies. We enjoy this made-up history 
thanks to romanticized notions of rugged 
individualism and adventure. 

 
 

            
                                                    

A Hunting Mishap (60 Years Ago) 

This is a story about my brother Jim and I following our 

previous duck hunting folly. After some thought on that hunt Jim 

phoned me and said do you want to try again, I have lined up a 

great spot for a duck hunt. Okay, where to now Jim? The duck 

blinds in the lake behind the port hospital. Just the two of us? No 

there are two other guys they have the boat. I will pick you up at 

7 o’clock in the morning. It was overcast and windy when Jim 

picked me up. 

The two friends of Jim were waiting for us at the dock. 

The boat was an old metal craft with three seats and a small 

motor. After introductions we climbed into the boat with our 

guns and took off, I was at the front of the boat sort of horatio at 

the bow. 

We had not gone far when that early morning wind was 

really picking up, the boat was starting to roll and pitch in the 

growing white capped waves. Then looking down I saw that my 

boots were starting to cover with water. This boat has a leak in 

the hull. Now we had to get ourselves and the boat to dry land. 

After a quick meeting we decided we were closer to the dock 

than the blinds. They turned the boat with some difficulty and 

headed for the dock. Then they broke out, some empty soup cans 

for bailing, this boat had leaked before!!  

Well we made the dock, grabbed our guns and got out. 

For me anyway sadder but wiser. Then Jim said it’s early do you 

want to go to the mud flats for ducks. No, I have had it for this 

day. But we could go to Tims for a coffee and donut. There we 

can talk about what might have been. Ok let’s go, Jim yes do you 

know anyone who is looking for a buy on a shot gun? 

 

By Ken D.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     

 

 

Around and Around 
 

The spinning carousel with its prancing ponies 
and circus music endures as a symbol of the 
joy of our youth and the carnivals of yesteryear. 
Tap into that carefree spirit on July 25, Carousel 
Day. It may come as a surprise to learn that 
this carnival ride began as a device for training  
a cavalry for battle. The word carousel comes 
from the Italian garosello, meaning “little war.” 
During the 12th century, Christian knights 
crusading in the Middle East observed Turkish 
and Arabian horsemen training for combat. The 
horsemen rode in a tight circle, using one hand  
to rein the horse and the free hand to toss and 
catch a clay ball filled with a nasty perfume. A 
rider unable to catch the ball risked it breaking 
and covering them in an awful smell. The French 
modified the game, hanging wooden horses by 
chains from a post affixed to a rotating center 
pole. Horsemen mounted the wooden horses and 
practiced their lancing skills. Soon, the devices 
were used not for training but for entertainment. 
Thus, the modern carousel evolved from a  
war-training tool to a children’s carnival ride.  

 
The Sailor  

Finally going to sea 

A sailor, I’ll want to be 

Travelling around the globe 

Harbour stops like Cape Hope 

Pretty girls along the shore 

Hope to meet one or two or more 

Life could not better be 

Than seeing the world by sea 

 

Written by Aberdeen Gardens resident 

Marie L. 
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