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Two boats bob in the dredged harbour across the road from 
Andrew and Natasha Akiwenzie’s home. From our position on 
the edge of the rocky Bruce Peninsula, the couple points out 
the misty, dark bodies of Hay Island and White Cloud Island 
in the distance. The silver waters of Georgian Bay churn under 
a cloudy sky.  

The weather isn’t the worst that Andrew’s seen, but it’s bad 
enough. We won’t be heading out on the water, he tells me. 
Right now, laying nets is not a possibility. 

Things work on a day-to-day, hour-by-hour basis at Akiwen-
zie’s Fish & More, located on the Chippewas of Nawash (also 
known as Cape Croker) First Nation Reserve. Andrew and Na-
tasha run the small fishery with occasional help from their three 
young sons. When the wind is strong, algal blooms swamp the 
nets, clogging the fine monofilament and rendering the nets 
useless unless they can be painstakingly cleaned. At $180 for 
every hundred yards of net, Andrew doesn’t want to risk it. 

The unsettled weather does present a challenge. Two-hun-
dred-and-fifty kilometres south of the rural landscape the Aki-
wenzies call home, an avid fan base of food connoisseurs has 
come to expect regular servings of the lake trout, whitefish, and 

occasional salmon and rainbow trout that Andrew pulls straight 
out of Georgian Bay. This fish is not the sort that’s been shipped 
from Winnipeg to sit for days in the grocer’s freezer.   

“The fish I sell, I get out of the water the day before,” says 
Andrew. “The ones I take down to market, I hand pick to make 
sure the colour and the firmness is good. If it’s not fresh, I’ll 
smoke it, but I won’t sell it as fresh.” 

As we talk, Andrew keeps his eyes focused up in the trees, 
watching the wind. Every now and then, he and Natasha break 
away from our conversation to plan. They are hoping the wind 
will die down in the evening so that Andrew can bring the nets 
out and catch some fresh fish for the market.

But they do have smoked fish for the next day. Seventy 
pounds of it will be loaded into the truck to disappear like “ice 
on a hot plate” at the Dufferin Grove Farmers’ Market. While 
Andrew fills the family’s small home with the smell of roasting 
coffee (from Toronto’s Merchants of Green Coffee), Natasha 
takes me next door to show me how the smoking is done. We 
follow a narrow path to the building where she smokes fish and 
bones them every day except Sunday. 

In the refrigerator, large tubs of rainbow trout and lake trout 

FROM THE FRESH WATERS
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