
               Reflections from the LAAMB 

 
Let me begin by thanking the Reverend Sue McCullough for being the Pastoral assistant while I was 

away on holidays for a week. It was a great holiday as my mother, Marlene and my brother, David from 

Sudbury came to visit my family and I. We followed the proper protocol, although, I must say it was hard 

not to hug my mother! Ha! I did hug her once before their departure! We enjoyed their visit showing them 

some of the things around Wiarton.  

 

One of the great joys for all of us was going swimming, especially, during those hot days! My brother and 

I enjoyed doing some diving with our goggles. One of the most fascinating diving we did was exploring 

the remains of the 

Charles Witthun 

sawmill operation 

which still has huge 

wooden lumber 

pieces sticking out of 

the water. ( Notice 

the first picture.) 

 

This is what I 

discovered when I 

looked up the history 

of the Charles 

Witthun sawmill.  

 

“Charles Witthun set up shop in May 1899 when he moved his sawmill operation from Shallow Lake to 

Wiarton, just below the famous “Spirit Rock” cliff .  Witthun’s mill was a large one (40x100 feet), built 

along the north end of Wiarton’s shoreline, with a rail siding along the full 1000 foot frontage of the 

property. However, Witthun’s mill ceased operations by April 1902. It was dismantled that fall, and 

moved to Owen Sound. Although 

short-lived, Witthun's mill was 

photographed shortly after 

construction in 1899 (second 

picture).”  After learning all that, I 

am even more amazed that there is 

still lumber standing after over a 

hundred years.  

 

Now back to my brother and I diving 

with our goggles. It was a little scary 

at first, following this huge wall of 

lumber down to the lake floor. My 

brother took the lead and I followed. 

David pointed to the lumber pieces 

and dove deeper to see them dig into 

the sand below. It was my brothers 

exploring nature that allowed me to 

see even more of the beauty of the lumber. Both my brother and I were amazed how well the wood was 

preserved below the water. Notice in the first picture how the lumber pieces that stick out above the water 

have rotted away.  

 



There is very little rotting of the lumber below the water surface. In fact, the wood has a golden colour 

looking like someone maintained it with a special stain. It was incredible to see how well and beautifully 

preserved the lumber looked all lined up together. When we came up to the surface, my mother, my two 

daughters Sydney, Noel and Lore my wife, couldn’t believe that we went down below the water so far. 

My daughter Noel said, “I couldn’t do that in a million years...it looks so eerie just from the surface!!”  I 

replied, “it’s not so bad when you are with someone else. This is what I have always enjoyed about the 

Christian Community–you don’t travel alone, we have companions along the way...especially when life is 

a little scary for us! It is true; one of the great gifts of the faith community is sharing our struggles with 

each other so that someone else can help us carry the load...the burdens we bear. Sometimes, like my 

brother David did for me when we were diving, they can even give us a new way forward to explore some 

things that we had never seen before. Thanks David! 

 

This exploring nature of my brother will serve him well as he continues with his theological journey at the 

Atlantic School of Theology in Halifax. He began this June and continues in September. 

 

So let me go back to my visit with my mother and brother. It was a very special time with them. It 

enabled us to catch up with news about our lives and to show our love for each other. I hope you get to 

spend some time with your family this summer and fall.   

 

                                                                      Perry 
 


