
Frog in the Throat and the Water of Life
The sky turns a darker shade of blue in August and the fire goes from Summer. 

Every morning for most of the year we look for the frost. I love the Spring lightning that 
brings the green and reduces our probabilities of that frost. We follow the sun and the 
seasons and name the special days. First frost, the day the water was up, the rare third cut 
of hay. Most of all, we measure Spring because it is always a hard winter, especially toward 
the end. There are winters to remember but, Spring is king because that is when our 
children were born and that is trumpeted by the frogs singing and accompanied by running
water. 

When my daughter was born my wife and I started to measure when Spring arrived
by the sound of the frogs singing in the pond behind our house. We are actually surrounded
by ponds and a river so there is no shortage of croaking. My daughter’s birthday is April 
30. In her first years it was always a tossup, would the frogs sing. Would the ice leave the 
pond? We were so happy when her birthday was the day the frogs woke up and used this 
form of magical thinking to brighten whatever slow Spring we were rewarded with. Now 
twenty-six Springs have come and gone and thanks to global warming we can now hear the 
frogs warning us a full month and a half early.

These early Springs have sometimes brought more warmth than we wanted and 
many wells run dry. The frogs have matured with my daughter. Now we think about water 
all the time. We are blessed by a river and ponds that keep the water table up. My river 
always did run dry in the middle of summer. Oh there is always a trickle, but last year even
the usual quart a minute dried.

When I first moved to the area and built my cabin winters had dipped to 50 below 
now they scarcely reach 25 below. Even back then 10 years before I met my wife water was 
always a concern. I had been forced to leave my little shack to stay with a neighbour for a 
few days because of a tobogganing accident. That year the temperature reached 50 below 
twice once in Nov with no snow to insulate the ground and then again in Feb. The lack of 
insulating snow in Nov meant that many people’s well lines to their houses and barns froze.
I was staying with Harold and his grandchildren. Those who knew Harold called him the 
Goof a title that bounced back to stick to the unkind, those who really knew him knew him 
as a kind gregarious talker. His father had left him an empire and he managed to sell or 
lose the whole lot mostly through kindness. Harold was not stupid he just loved to talk and 
cared deeply about people. He was a mechanical genius and had built his own saw mill 
from old car parts.

His water lines to the barn had frozen necessitating carrying pails of water to the 
barn twice a day. Harold thought and thought how to solve this problem and one day 
sitting in the outhouse came up with a brilliant plan. He could feel heat below him in the 
Styrofoam toilet seat he rested upon. He reasoned if he built a long box of 1x6 and lined it 
with Styrofoam and the water line inside he could get water to the barn whenever he 
needed it. His grandson Albert and I tried to reason with him that there was no heat in 
Styrofoam, but he said his ass would never lie. Of course it did fib and we laughed at his 



expense, but we were the ones carrying the water so our laughter didn’t last long. It became
another story in the legend of the country of water.

It was easy enough to carry the few pails of water up to the house from the river and
carry drinking water in from town in those early days, but then I met my wife. We met in 
Toronto and I was thinking of selling my land and moving back to the city for more job 
opportunities. When my wife graduated from teacher’s college after a winter in Toronto she
found that there were no jobs in the city, so we moved to my cabin and her first position in 
the job she loves. We had no well and no hydro, but we were young and in love and that 
love powered us and gave us someone else to think about. I had installed hydro fairly 
quickly, but we were too poor for a well, so I was the running water. A baby with no 
plumbed water was not a good thing. Luckily a friend had a drill that he had bought from 
a mail order catalogue. They were a popular ad showing people drilling in sandstone and 
other soft materials. My friend reasoned that if I used a diamond tipped corer which was 
usually used to drill 4 inch diameter holes in the cement of apartment buildings to run 
electrical wire, I could do the job.

His dad dowsed the well and we set up the flimsy scaffolding and started the long 
process of drilling 16 inches at a time down to the twenty foot mark where the water was. It
took a month or more to accomplish the task. The procedure necessitated drilling sixteen 
inches and then dismantling the drill and dropping small pebbles down the pipe attached to
the drill. Those rock chips would jam in the shaft of the cutter and grab the core. A gentle 
tapping of the pipe would crack the core and the whole thing could be lifted out with the 
core jammed in the cutter. Banging the drill casing would then dislodge the core from the 
cylinder and the process would repeat. Somehow at eighteen feet a monkey wrench 
dropped down the hole, but with two days of patience even that problem was solved with a 
bent piece of wire. Just as his dad had said we reached water at twenty feet. Ten gallons an 
hour was good enough for me. I attached a hand pump and we were able to fill our early 
needs. We even had a little grey frog the size of a thumb with suckers on his feet who 
shared our pump for the five years we pumped. He was not shy of us at all, but he had 
nothing to say. The warmth of the water below was enough to let him/her come and visit on 
a warm winter’s day. I felt like a star as she studied me, I know she had no TV down there, 
I was her talking head.

We did not have enough water for the garden. I had a bulldozer in to do some earth 
moving, so I thought a small hole pushed in the swamp behind the house would give us a 
supply of water for the garden. I left Vic with the task and ran an errand, when I returned 
there was Vic and his bulldozer in the middle of the swamp having pushed the Tag Alders 
back a hundred feet in a circle. When I walked across to talk with him it was like walking 
on a waterbed. The pond was covered by a thick layer of clay floating on the water. The 
following year, we hired him back to dig out the heart shaped pond. While we were doing 
that job I asked him to dig a well near the edge of the pond. He picked a spot far enough 
away so that it would not fill immediately with water from the pond and when he hit rock 
at twenty feet he told me to step back. He raised the bucket of the highhoe as high as it 



could go and let it drop with all its might. He had found a vein of water and the plume of 
water shot thirty feet into the air. We now had all the water we needed until we bought the 
washing machine and decided to water our lawns and or left the toilet running.

Our fortunes turned again so we decided to drill a proper well. At fifty feet we had a
good flow at first, but eventually iron, tannin, and finally sulfur. The sulfur only came in 
the Spring, but was so bad that when my wife took a shower for work in the morning at six,
it would wake the children sleeping upstairs.

I met a friend while shopping and the conversation came round to, “How’s it 
going?” I told Gail about my water problems. She has eyes that look as though they hold all
of human history; she looked up at me and said she could do something about the problem. 
She had been shown by an old water witch in Norwood how to shut off bad water. We set 
up a meet for the next day.

The sulfur was at its worse. When Gail arrived I took her to the well. She took out 
the bent coat hanger type of dowsers. Two one foot lengths of wire shaped into an ‘L’ 
mounted in plastic tubes so each could spin. How they point, indicated water quantity and 
depth. She dowsed out in various directions and then told me that she had located the 
sulfur stream and pointed which direction it flowed. She stuck one of the rods in the ground
and tapped it three times. She did that in a couple of places and explained that she had 
closed off the sulfur and brought in more water from another direction.

I ran the water for a bit to clear the pipes and pressure tank and then we checked 
the water. No smell of sulfur and it never returned as bad as it had been. It did come a little 
in the Spring, but nothing like before, eventually we reconnected the old dug well after 
buying energy efficient appliances.

Water seeps through everything. The sap runs in the trees. The stuff even falls from 
the sky. It is worshiped by many creatures as it passes. Frogs are always there and their 
hoarse voices repeat like rosary beads. Salamanders are as rare as jack-in-the-pulpits, but 
the sermon is still spread. A beaver has built our private lake and the heron dips in it. We 
turn on our windshield wipers as we drive across our bridge through the mist rising from 
the river. Why does the hummingbird return early even enduring killing Spring frosts, 
when it leaves so early in the Fall? What is in that early sip? Does he or she receive an 
award having just flown from Venezuela or is it just their special day? The day the blossom
lady says to come out and play while the Maples smell like sperm. Fornication with the 
Spring flowers is beautiful and sweet; we all dip in the Spring.
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