
Catfish Pond
Bloodied, Soaked and Down, But Not Out

____________________

You’ll remember that my buddies and I
liked to hang around what we called
“Catfish Pond” just west of Grenadier

Pond, in Swansea, back in the late 60s.
Mostly, we built rafts out of the junk we
found along the shore and floated around,
baking our hides off in the blistering sun. I’m
still surprised none of us have developed skin
cancer – here’s hoping. Any way, Catfish
Pond, today, isn’t much like Catfish Pond of
1967.

In those days the north-end was pretty much
just an open, sloping field, down to the wa-
ter’s edge. There was a path or sidewalk (I
can’t recall exactly what it was) about half
way up the hill. We used to ride our bikes at
break-neck speed down the hill, from the
sidewalk, and careen totally out of control,
into the brackish pond water. It wasn’t too
deep right at that spot, so after we came to a
stop, we’d just walk back to the shore, drag-
ging our bikes as best we could.

I’m sure the water was about as contaminated
a body of water as anything else you'll find in
Toronto, after all, even today, storm water just
pours into it from any number of sources. I'd
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be surprised if it wasn't posted today for being
dangerously contaminated.

One hot summer afternoon, when four or five
of us arrived, we saw that someone (some
kids) had built a bit of a ramp into the water.
A ramp consisting of a couple of wooden pal-
lets, plywood, a metal barrel (likely rolled
down the hill) and couple of steel wheel rims
(also likely rolled down the hill), some water-
logged planks and some rusty nails. The
ramp went out about, oh, I don’t know,
maybe 6 feet. The water at the end was now
about 5 feet deep – just deep enough to cush-
ion a stupid kid on a bike jumping off a poorly
made, junk ramp.

Okay, we’re not total idiots. One thing I
learned at an early age, was that you just don’t
go jumping off a dock into unknown water –
never know what you’re going to land on. Af-
ter all, my parents had rented a cottage every
summer and that was at least one thing that
was drilled into my skull. We carefully
scoured the water and found no logs, shop-
ping carts, discarded iron fences or anything
else to land on. We were good to go.

At first, we just coasted down from a spot
short of the sidewalk – offering just enough
speed to get off the end of the ramp without
the bike getting hung up on the edge. Good
fun. We each took a few turns doing this and
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helping each other find their bikes and drag
them out as required.

Kids, being kids, we weren’t satisfied with
just coasting down from short of the sidewalk
and soon we were peddling like maniacs
down the hill off the ramp and into the water.
We were having a great time, really.

As you may have guessed, the ramp finally
gave out as Byrd raced down the hill and out
over the water. Not sure what, specifically
gave way, but suffice it to say that we had to
fish a bleeding and disoriented Byrd out of the
water after he cartwheeled off the end of the
collapsing ramp.

No one knew anything about first aid in those
days, so we didn’t know exactly how to stop
the bleeding from his calf. It was a large
gash, as I recall, maybe made larger my mem-
ory, but it still seemed large.

The best we could do was wrap a shirt around
the wound – which by sheer happenstance
was the right thing to do. We used Byrd’s
own shirt since it was black and didn’t show
the blood as much. Applying pressure di-
rectly on the wound actually helped stop the
flow of blood.

We retrieved Byrd’s bike and helped him
back up the hill to the sidewalk and then out
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onto EllisAvenue. The closest place we knew
to get help was at the life guard station at Sun-
nyside Beach about half a kilometre down the
hill to Lake Ontario.

Still bleeding, but largely able to balance on
his bike, we coasted down to the lake shore at
the bottom of Ellis Ave. Once there, we got
the attention of the lethargic lifeguard at the
beach. He had a quick look at the wound and
determined it best to take us to the Sunnyside
Bathing Pavilion a little east of his station.

He put up his, “Lifeguard Not on Duty,” sign
and walked us over to the pool complex
where he used what I remember being a
“skeleton key,” and let us in through a door at
the west end.

In those days the dressing area was not like it
is today. In the area where today there is a
restaurant and courtyard, there was the men’s
dressing area complete with benches and
lockers that you could rent for a dime. The
dressing areas also had tin roofs running
along the aisles for shade as it was open to the
sky. On the east side of the main entrance
there was the women’s area. The two sections
emptied out into a fenced area on the south
side of the building where bathers of both
sexes would walk through to get to the pool,
proper.

26



To make a long story longer, the lifeguard left
us with a female nurse on duty who dressed
the wound and told us how to take care of it,
gave us some extra bandages, etc. We were
back out onto the street in about 10 minutes.

Unfortunately when we came back out,
Pantsy’s bike was missing! We looked every-
where for it, of course, but had to leave the
pool complex without it.

Ears had a Raleigh Chopper bike with a “ba-
nana” seat and was easily able to accommo-
date the wounded member of our party, while
the now bike-less Pantsy rode the bike of the
wounded towards home. It was a long grind
to get home, up through High Park and the
dreaded steep hill beside John Howard’s, Col-
borne Lodge. It was hot and dirty work

Eventually we came to the public pool in the
park and thought we’d at least have a look
around for the missing bike – not that we seri-
ously expected to find it. We had almost cir-
cumnavigated the pool and tennis courts,
when lo and behold, there it was! Resting
against the chain link fence at the west end of
the tennis courts. Pantsy grabbed it and we
peddled away towards home, up High Park
Avenue, as fast as we could, which was not
too fast as we had to nurse our wounded along
as best we could, now that he had his own
bike to ride.
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Once home we had to explain to Jimmy’s
mother what had happened. Funny how a col-
lective lie can be concocted so easily - with-
out any collusion whatsoever. Somehow, it
just all came out at once. We were being
chased by some teenagers and we had to run
away through Jackson Lane, behind our
houses. Jimmy went behind the bottle factory
when the rest of us went behind the furniture
factory. Next thing you know, we’re picking
Jimmy up off the ground, presumably after he
crashed his bike. No, we didn’t do anything
to provoke the teenagers. We don’t know
why they started chasing us, they just looked
scary. We thought maybe they wanted to steal
our bikes or something, so we ran away.

Impossibly, Jimmy’s mother seemed to be-
lieve us. More likely, she just didn’t want to
know what really happened. She didn’t ask
why we smelled of stale pond, for example, or
why we were so dirty.

You’d think after that adventure we’d give up
doing stupid things on bikes, around water,
but again, you’d be wrong. You think we’d
stop messing around in Catfish Pond, but we
didn’t. You’d think we’d stop trying to ride
our bikes along the narrow stone walls of the
duck ponds in High Park. You’d think we’d
just get plain tired of falling into murky water.
Nope. We were just stupid kids doing stupid
things on bikes.
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After having one of our bikes stolen, but then
recovered, we pooled what little money we
had and went down to Canadian Tire to pur-
chase, a locking chain that would secure at
least a few bikes together should we need to
leave our bikes unattended again. See? We
can learn.
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