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In Gander in the late 1940s - early 1950s, there was little organised
entertainment. In the winter, a rink was open for skating or hockey
games. There were a few theatres - the Star, the Globe or the
Crescent - depending on the year. There were a few bars and clubs
for the adults and the brave underage.
In the built-up area there might a made-up baseball game in the
summer. In the winter "clinging", hanging on to cars on slippery
roads, might provide entertainment.
But most fun was home-made and Mother Nature supplied the raw
materials. In those days when people actually got together in a
physical space, rather than just in cyberspace, one of the favourite
spots was Twin Ponds.
Twin Ponds is located "out over the road" about 6-7 miles west of
Gander. The present highway is a shade south of the old route, in
those days a gravel road called Monchy. It had in places steep
ditches. A single car could raise as much dust as Rommel's panzer
army in North Africa - it was therefore not recommended to drink and
drive in those conditions, especially after dark. But not everyone
heeded the recommendation, in those days when it was normal to
drive with a beer in the cup holder. There were surprising few
accidents all the same.
The name Twin Ponds is often misunderstood. Some thought of it as
the large pond south of Monchy Road and a very small one just to the
north. In fact it was two large ponds, one of which could not be
readily see from the road (mistakenly called 'Twin Lakes' on the map)
below.

Adults could of course drive out to Twin Ponds, but for school kids,
the simplest way was just to walk out, hoping to get a lift on the way.
Sometimes kids would check to see if someone could give them a
ride back, taking a chance that it wouldn't be too late or too early.
The pond seen from the road had for a while a floating raft in the
upper middle of the water, compliments of the military in Gander
during the war. It was not recommended for beginning swimmers as
the water was from 12-15 feet deep.
It was a great place to fish because of the very easy access. Below is
a photo of Rev Moss of the Anglican Church, summer 1954. There is
no caption saying if he was or not thinking of the Bible! (Matthew
17:24-27)

The little pond just north of the north of the road was considered
unsuitable for fishing or swimming. It was "common knowledge" that
there were no trout in it - but it may have been full, as nobody ever
bothered to check. Nobody swam there because it had a lot of the
water-lilies and it was again "common knowledge" that if you got
caught up in the water lilies, you could drown.
But this was the "picnic area". In an attempt to cut down on the risk
of open fires all around the area, the Nfld Fire Prevention Association
created it just after Confederation. The roofs over the tables were
painted a bright "trim green".

The next photo shows the area in 1954 from the east bank of the big
pond. (Person unidentified but probably a friend of Rev Moss's family.

One Gander family actually made a living out there, the Warrens, (at
the time Max, his wife Naomi and two sons, Robert and Calvin.)
In the early post war years, before a highway existed across the
province, authorities attempted to make Gander a bit more selfsufficient. Using the train or plane to bring in food could slow or
costly. The residences in old Gander were being torn down and a
new town was being built. Having farms "out over the road" made a
lot of sense. Tulk's piggery moved out in that area from the old
Canadian - RCAF side around that time.
Max Warren had received rights to 10 acres between the two ponds
south of the road. He farmed 3 acres, grew vegetables and sold them
to the Gander Co-op, using a small David Bradley tractor to till the
soil.
They also had a cabin on the property. It was framed out and planked
and sided with cedar clapboard. It had a brick chimney as Mr Warren
bought up every used brick he could find from the old airport. All the
lumber he used came from the buildings he tore down on the old site,
pulling and straightening every nail. It consisted of 2 bedrooms, a
living room and a kitchen. There was an outhouse with an actual toilet
and septic tank. It was flushed with a bucket of water. The photo
below shows the family at the cabin: Naomi, Max, Cal and Bob.

Because it was such a popular spot at the time, Mr Warren opened a
small canteen. He sold cold drinks, cigarettes, chips, and chocolate
bars. It had a kerosene fridge.
It was a very popular in the summer. It was located approximately as
shown below.

In the late 1940s and 1950s, there was another resident out in this
area called Monchy, in the Twin Ponds area, but slightly north-west of
the picnic area, across the old railway line (present trailway). His
abode was more precisely a log cabin around milepost 220 along the
Newfoundland railway, about 7-8 miles west of Gander Airport..
He was a free spirit, able to live off the land. He needed little from the
civilized world. He wore brown britches like that of a British general
from the Great War and it would appear that he was handy with
needle and thread. As days got colder, he wore RBLTs (boots with
Rubber bottoms, leather tops) and a 'Yukon' cap, both of which could
very well have been US Army surplus.
He "earned his living” basically by selling rabbits to folks in Gander.
Lots of men in Gander put out rabbit slips, but it was understood that
the area in Monchy, north of tracks, was to be left for Norm.

But Norm had a problem. He couldn't speak. Unless he came across
one of the people in Gander who could use sign language, the best
he could do was make strange guttural sounds and gesticulate with
his hands. For those with small minds, he seemed weird. Maybe even
dangerous. Some called him "Dummy Stanley" with distaste. Others
called him the same name with reverence.
Norm loved being out in the woods. On the other hand, the Warrens
needed someone to keep an eye on the farm and property. and in
exchange, Norm got vegetables to tide him over during the winter.
Cal Warren had learned sign language from a friend, Neil Bridger,
and remembers his conversations with Norm Stanley with affection.
There was hardly a man in Gander with as much resilience, patience
and kindness. How sad that such a gentleman was so often
misunderstood and sometimes even feared, though he wouldn't have
hurt a fly, a sheep in wolf's clothing.

