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My name is Ted Cape. I have been a cottager in Go Home Bay since I was a 

boy, and I am a former president of the Madawaska Club. I feel deeply privileged 

to speak today on behalf of a grateful community. 

We feel the death of André Roi in every corner of Go Home Bay. He outlived 

almost all his contemporaries, but their children, now in their sixties and 

seventies, can summon his presence, as if it was yesterday we last saw him. The 

outpouring of stories and reflections on his life within the community over the 

last week has been extraordinary.  

All of them start with the same theme: “How amazing the Roi family is!” 

André Roi, aged 103, survived by five brothers and sisters, and six children, most 

of whom are old enough to collect old age pensions. Few dinner parties in Go 

Home Bay goes by without the subject of the youthful, indestructible and 

resourceful Roi family coming up … and they always end with the same 

admiration and astonishment. Is there something in the water they drink? They 

are extraordinary! How do they do it? 

Above all, we want to convey to the Roi family what your father, your 

grandfather, your brother and your cousin meant and will always mean to us. You 

grew up with André’s extraordinary character and competence. They were always 

there; he made them seem so normal to you. But they never seemed normal to us.  

Ross Skoggard captured what André represented to our generation best, in 

remembering the game he used to play with his brothers. The four of them pulled 

little boats made of 2x4’s along the shore on poles and strings for hours. The 

winner of each of these races got to choose who they would be in the next one, 

and it was always André Roi.  

When I was a boy, growing up in Montreal and Go Home Bay, two of the men 

I admired most had several things in common. They spoke French, they were 

extraordinarily handsome, and none were better at what they did. One of those 

men was Jean Beliveau, the other was André Roi.  

He would appear out of nowhere, after working all day building something for 

someone, that car engine rumbling in his blue work boat, that he built himself, as 

he idled up to your dock, then went straight to where the note your parents got 

you to deliver to him said was the problem - the pump, the broken appliance, the 

leak in the roof, the boat engine that wasn’t working, the balky sewage system. He 

knew the cottage better than your parents or grandparents did. If he didn’t have 

the right tool, he made one out of whatever was at hand. Time was always short, 

many people needed him, so he improvised, fixed the problem, and moved on to 

another cottager in need. No professional was better than he was at breathing life 
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into aging cottages that, in truth, likely should have been blown to smithereens, 

so that André could start over and build them properly. To this day, wives who 

remember André from their childhood say to irritated husbands, floundering 

with something broken, that “André Roi would have known how to fix that.” 

One summer, Jean and Bruno Skoggard had a new boat … built by André Roi. 

One summer, Joe and Patty Clark had a new cottage, one summer my Aunt Mary 

and Uncle John had a new cottage, one summer the Evans family had a new 

cottage too, and so did Hartley and Ethelwyn Zimmerman … all built by André 

Roi. Jeff Tomlinson watched in awe, as André moved his family’s boat house, 

from cribs out over the water, all the way onto the shore, with nothing but rollers 

and a few winches.  

In his day, nobody built better boats than André. Perhaps only his brother, 

Leo, could build a better cottage. And no one was more ingenious. How could one 

man be so productive, so resourceful, so good at so many difficult skills? And in 

the winter, we would read about he and his brother winning those exciting scoot 

races, against competitors from all over Ontario and upper Michigan. No wonder 

we wanted to be like him when we grew up.  

André’s sense of humour is a thing of legend. One day, the Skoggard brothers’ 

dreams came true. Their father, Bruno, ordered a boat from André, to be built 

exactly like his, down to the blue paint and red trim. The big day came the next 

summer, when they all trooped up the river to André’s shop, to pick up the brand 

new boat. Everybody was thrilled, the boat looked just like André’s; now the boys 

had the coolest boat in the bay.  

Except … Bruno noticed something … he measured the new boat, then 

measured André’s … and André’s was two feet longer. “Anything wrong, Bruno?” 

André asked. Bruno tried not to look disappointed, “But André, I thought I said 

my boat was to be exactly the same as yours, same length, 26’. This one is only 

24’.” André looked at Bruno with a twinkle in his eye, “Well, I heard that 

instruction, Bruno, but, before I followed it, I thought I should measure the 

length of your boathouse.”  

André was kind to his core. My Aunt Mary Duncanson contracted polio as a 

young mother. It was only through her grit and determination she was able to 

move around with crutches and look after three children, without help. But 

summers in Go Home Bay represented a particular challenge. Where a broken 

pump, a malfunctioning refrigerator or a boat engine not working represented an 

inconvenience to other mothers, they represented a danger to Aunt Mary.  



3 
 

I am sure André came home every night of the summer to a new note from a  

cottager requesting his presence. He had to triage them into the ones that needed 

immediate attention, and the ones that could wait. But the one note he always put 

to the top of his pile was a note from my aunt. We loved and admired Aunt Mary 

deeply for her uncomplaining strength and grace in face of her disability, and 

André Roi admired her too. He knew she was vulnerable in a way no others were, 

and he always put down whatever he was doing to help her. He made life in Go 

Home Bay possible for a polio survivor and her children. For that alone, our 

family feels personally grateful to him. 

Tom Clark phoned me two nights ago. He deeply regrets his inability to be 

here today, owing to the fact he is still a working man, whose clients need him. Of 

all the comments about the Roi family, his was the most perceptive. He said the 

real story about the Roi’s, is how a family from Penetang has captured the hearts 

and imaginations of three generations of families from Toronto. As Barb 

Zimmerman said of her father, Adam Zimmerman loved André Roi. It isn’t just 

that we need them. It isn’t just that they are so good at what they do. It’s who they 

are. It’s how they live. It’s the example they set. It’s a hundred qualities that have 

set them above and apart. 

I remember the speech Sam Beauregard made, as president of the 

Madawaska Club at the Regatta prize giving, so many years ago, when Antoine 

Roi retired as caretaker, and André took over. For the next thirty years, the Roi 

brothers and their families dominated life at Go Home Bay. Their workboats 

criss-crossed it, going out in the morning and returning at night. They were at the 

heart of the rhythm of the community. It would have been unthinkable to us that 

we could ever function without them.  

In those days, Go Home Bay was filled with talented men and women like 

Ross Lord, Adam Zimmerman, Joan Harrison and George Trusler, who were 

among the best at their difficult crafts. Almost all of them are gone, and now, so is 

André Roi. He was one of them. They were an extraordinary generation, which is 

why they had such respect for each other, and why they were such good friends.  

I wish all those men and women who so admired André could be here with us 

to say goodbye - our fathers and mothers, uncles and aunts and grandparents, 

who so proudly called him their friend. Today, their adult children are children 

one last time, seeing him as we saw him 50 years ago, forever young, forever 

handsome, forever supremely competent. André Roi was a gift, a beautiful, 

unforgettable man. How very, very lucky we were to have him in our lives. 


