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COMING EVENTS     
Saturday  February  20,  2010 -  In  celebration  of  Heritage  Week,  the  Goulbourn  Township 
Historical  Society,  in  conjunction  with  the  Stittsville  Branch  of  the  Ottawa  Public  Library,  
invites you to attend a special Heritage Event.  A selection of costumed characters will be at the 
Library on Saturday, February 20 from 2 p.m. until 4:30 p.m.  These people will enthrall you 
with stories of Goulbourn's colourful past and explain a little of what life was like for the early,  
intrepid settlers of this area.  The Library will have a display of books, both fact and fiction, 
relating to history. You are invited to talk to the characters as they wander the library and borrow 
the books to read at your leisure.  Please join us for refreshments as everyone shares stories of 
"when I was young".

The Newsletter
Would you be interested in receiving your Newsletter on-line? This will help the G.T.H.S. by 
saving on the cost of envelopes and postage. Please let us know. Our email address is indicated 
above.

MUSEUM HOURS

NEW HOURS FOR THE MUSEUM

Public Visiting Hours
– ALL YEAR –

Tuesday thru Friday & Sunday’s
 1:00 – 4:00 p.m.
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         *****************************************************************
Most of us do not really know our fellow members. This is the twelfth of a series of life  
profiles to introduce each other. If you wish to volunteer before you are ‘volunteered’,  

please let Donna know or give Bernie Shaw a call at 613 836-5533.

Jean and Bernie Shaw
                                      

This  is  a  slightly 
different  profile  to  its 
predecessors.  The  time  and 
attention of your faithful scribe 
and his faithful wife have been 
diverted  by  medical  problems 
during  the  last  few  months. 
Given  no  opportunity  or 
inclination  for  research,  this 
profile  just  draws  on  readily 
available  information. 
Consequently,  it  is  written  in 
the first person.

We were both born in England around 1930, Jean in Lancashire and me in Derbyshire. 
We met as a result of me being ‘called up’ for service in the RAF and posted for my initial  
training to West Kirby, Cheshire, where Jean’s family now lived. The only way off the camp was 
to  attend  Church  Parade  when  buses  rolled  up  to  transport  the  airmen  to  local  churches. 
Experienced escapees moved quickly from the bus the local hostelries. Fortunately, I was among 
the innocents because the local youth club hosted the troops after the service: there were GIRLS 
– and one of them was Jean!

I had trained as a meteorological assistant before call  up so thought I could pick my 
posting and opted for Germany where I could continue my glider pilot training. (It had been a bit 
flimsy to  date,  in  a  single-seat  Kirby Cadet  with  the  instructor  bellowing  insults  through a 
megaphone.) I should have known better because in short order I was on my way in a troopship 
to Singapore. From there, I was flown to Hong Kong where I spent a delightful year working at 
the Royal Observatory.

Despite temptations Jean was still available when I returned, a situation I soon corrected 
and we were married in 1952. At the time I was designing bits and pieces for a dairy engineering 
company and we moved into the farm house, built in 1610, on its experimental farm. Those low 
beams made a lasting impression. There, we welcomed our first daughter, Judith.

Time  for  some more  serious  work and I  moved  to  Rolls  Royce  and perpetual  night 
classes in mechanical engineering. Jean had qualified as a physiotherapist at Guy’s Hospital in 
London and kept the wolf from the door by working at the Derbyshire Royal Infirmary until son 
David arrived to interrupt her.
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Feet itched in 1957 and we moved to Canada. I came alone to Ottawa to pave the way, 
finding employment at Computing Devices. I cleverly left to Jean all the hard work of bringing 
our belongings, a three-year old and a one-year old who had contracted measles on the RMS 
Carinthia. Seeking forgiveness, I planned a night’s accommodation in Montreal and booked our 
train passage to Ottawa – but I did not know there were two stations. Yes, we went to the wrong 
one. 

We did eventually make it to our duplex in Westboro and then moved across the street to 
a house containing a coke-fired furnace with very nasty habits. That only lasted one winter and 
we transferred to a bungalow in City View – and then to Queensway South – and then to Lake 
View, but the debt collectors kept catching up and we hid out in Stittsville in 1993.

Jean plied her trade as an independent physiotherapist while we found our feet in Canada, 
took time  out  to  welcome daughter  Susan,  then  designed  and ran  the  physio  department  at 
Almonte Hospital.  She conducted ‘Healthy Aging’ seminars over the next 12-year period for 
various organizations. Jean is now active with two choirs, is a keen gardener and looks after 
Lizzie,  her Cavalier  King Charles  Spaniel,  who delights  patients  at  the Queensway Carleton 
Hospital on her regular visits.

When cancellation of the Avro Arrow in 1959 scared everyone in the aero sector, I ran 
for cover to the Defence Research Telecoms Establishment  at Shirley Bay and spent several 
years  designing bits  of  rocket  instrumentation  and then  firing  them at  the  aurora  from Fort 
Churchill.  An interesting time until  orbiting satellites  did the job so much better.  In 1963, I  
moved to the Aerospace Branch of the Department of Industry (in its various forms) and was 
involved in many of the Canadian General Aviation initiatives until I retired in 1986 and hung 
out my shingle representing two fascinating companies (another story). This role evolved into 
many magazine articles, four books published on Ottawa Valley and RCAF history, and Ghosts  
of Goulbourn for the GTHS.

Footnote: Many of us will enjoy the story behind the guy ... yes, the one who looks for other 
people’s stories ... but since this was written Jean’s health has had a turn for the worst and she is 
waiting for a place in a long term care facility. Please know that our thoughts are with you, your 
family and your friends.

*******************************************************************

THE NEWSLETTER COMMITTEE
  We are also looking for creative writers; memoirs, historical extract, and items of interest are
   sought. Please contact Virginia at 613-836-1556.

THOUGHT TO PONDER
Maybe …
It is true that we don’t know what we have got until we lose it, but it is also true that we don’t 
know what we have been missing until it arrives. 
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G.T.H.S. BOARD MEMBERS FOR 2010

      
Members of the Board of Directors for the Goulbourn Township Historical Society for 2010 are, 
front row, left to right, seated, Barbara Bottriell, Lee Boltwood and Tina Cockram: and, back 
row, left to right, standing, Rev. Jim Kirkpatrick, Theresa Qadri and John Brummell. Missing 
from the  picture  is  newly  elected  director  Mike  Bryan.  A  representative  from the  Museum 
Committee will round out the Board. 

DID YOU KNOW
Taken  from  the  book  titled  “The  Real 
McCoy”,  (The  True  Stories  Behind  Our 
Everyday Phrases) written by Georgia Hole 
(2005).  Where  and  what  does  the  phrase 
"your  ears  are  burning  –  you  have  a  
feeling that someone is talking about you" 
comes from and means?:  The superstition 
that  you  experience  a  tingling  or  burning 
sensation in your ears when someone talks 
about you in your absence is an ancient one: 

the Roman scholar Pliny mentions it in his 
Natural  History,  for  example,  written  in 
AD77.  Interestingly,  the  earliest  written 
examples  in  English  show  that  it  was 
originally only your left ear that suffered. It 
was once believed that a tingling or burning 
left ear meant that a person was the subject 
of critical  or malicious discussion,  while  a 
burning right ear meant that they were being 
praised.
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LOOKING BACK

INTERVIEW WITH RUSSELL DOWDALL 
Interview conducted and transcribed by 

G.T.H.S. member Cheryl McCoy
 (July & August 2008)

This is the conclusion of our 3 part story.
     My Father’s first automobile was a 1927 
Model T Ford. He bought it in June of 1927 
from Taylor  Bros.  in  Carleton  Place.  Ben 
Tubman was the subagent and he sold my 
Dad the car  and taught  him how to drive. 
Ben Tubman lived at  the corner of Dwyer 
Hill and Franktown Roads in that big stone 
house and made a few dollars commission 
on the car. Dad kept the car in the barn and 
built  a  garage  later.  I  remember  coming 
home from school and I’d go and sit in the 
car for a half an hour. It was pretty exciting 
and a  big  deal.  There  was  a  gas  pump in 
Munster  and  Jim  Laffin,  up  above  the 
Anderson  place,  he  had  a  gas  pump.  I 
remember gas being 23 cents a gallon. 
     I  think  the  automobile  was  the  best 
invention  ever,  the  highlight.  It  was  very 
convenient,  versatile  and  you  could  travel 
much further. It changed the world as far as 
I am concerned. 
     Where we lived on the 5th Line, up above 
the Dwyer Hill Road, and between there and 
the  4th Line,  everything  boiled  up  in  the 
spring. The roads were notorious. My Father 
and  Uncle  Ernie  were  younger  and  more 
daring and they’d venture out on these roads 
with their  cars. I remember us going away 
on a  Sunday  and  we  would  go  up  the  5th 

Line going west. That end of the road was a 
swamp  and  wasn’t  navigable.  We’d  go 
through the Watchorn place, the old Argue 
farm as  it  was  high,  gravelly  ground with 
hills  all  around,  and up to  the townline to 
Ashton. This is the only way we could get 
out with the car. This would go on for two to 
three  weeks  or  longer  each  spring.  The 
farmers  would  hitch  up  their  team  and 
wagon and  draw stones  to  put  in  the  bog 
holes on the road. I can remember hauling 

stone to  the  Dwyer  Hill  Road.  The stones 
were as big as you could handle and you’d 
drop them in the bog hole and a geyser of 
mud  eight  feet  high  would  fly  up and the 
stone just disappeared out of sight. There’s a 
lot  of  stone  in  the  bottom of  Dwyer  Hill 
Road that I helped put there. The roads had 
just evolved and there was no base in them. 
The 5th Line was a one lane road and it has 
never  been  rebuilt.  They  just  kept  putting 
gravel on it and gravel on it until it spread 
out to a two lane road. 
     I started driving at fifteen years old with 
Dad along and at sixteen got my license. At 
that  time,  there were motorcycle  cops out. 
The  area  was  policed  by  the  Carleton 
County Police Department. Also, there was 
Lanark  County  Police.  I  remember,  one 
Sunday, we went up to Dowdall relatives at 
Brook  near  Perth  and  I  must  have  been 
sixteen  as  I  had  my  license.  We  were 
coming  home  and  the  Model  T  Ford  had 
what they called a planetary transmission. It 
had  three  pedals  on  the  floor.  It  wasn’t  a 
sliding  gear  transmission;  it  had  bands  or 
drums in it. There was a pedal for low gear, 
a pedal for reverse and the so called clutch, 
and a brake pedal. The brake was on the left, 
the reverse was in the center and the clutch 
was  on  the  right.  Then,  you  had  an 
emergency brake on the left.  The low gear 
band  was  the  one  you  started  off  in.  Of 
course,  it  often  wore  out  or  had  to  be 
tightened up. We were up in the hills  that 
day and I  guess  using low gear  a  lot.  We 
came down the hill to the stop sign on what 
is  now  Highway  29  and  I  sort  of  slipped 
around  the  corner  without  really  stopping 
because the band was slipping. This cop was 
hiding somewhere  on his  motorcycle,  they 
hid  a  lot  in  those  days,  and he  pulled  me 
over. I tried to explain to him why I hadn’t 
stopped  but  he’d  have  no  excuses,  a  stop 
sign means stop. So, I had to go to Smiths 
Falls sometime after and pay a fine of $5.00. 
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That was big money then – it made you a bit 
poorer alright. 
     The Model T was simplicity itself so we 
could do all our own repairs. It was a two 
door coach with a fabric top. It was all steel 
body  with  top  made  of  wood  and  fabric. 
You could use it  in the winter time if you 
could get it started. You had to jack up the 
hind wheel when you went to start it. It was 
always in gear and you couldn’t separate the 
engine  completely  from  the  drive  train. 
Sometimes,  it  would  buck  and  snort  and 
jump off the jack and could run over you. It 
was a  hazardous machine.  Ours had a self 
starter on it but maybe, you’d get someone 
in the car on the starter and another guy on 
the  crank  at  the  same  time.  The Model  T 
never changed from year to year. Old Henry 
thought it  was a good car and did not see 
any reason to change it even when his sons 
wanted to modernize it. 
     There was a fair bit of interest in politics 
in those days, some more than others. There 
were  some  pretty  hot  municipal  elections 
and  nomination  meetings.  People  fell  out 
with  each  other.  Dad  always  went  to 
nomination meetings over at the old hall at 
Stanley’s Corners. If you were at the back, 
you couldn’t see the front for cigar and pipe 
smoke.  I’m sure  every  time  the  door  was 
opened; a big cloud of smoke went out. 
     I remember one time, I was helping Eric 
Lewis  on  the  farm  and  Eric  got  involved 
with  a  conservative,  Harold  Nesbitt,  who 
lived  at  Britannia.  He  was  running  for 
Member of Parliament. Eric talked me into 
buying a membership so I could go to the 
convention and vote this guy in but he didn’t 
make it. That was the extent of my political 
life. 
     The depression years were tough but we 
didn’t  realize  they  were  as  tough  as  they 
were as everybody was the same.  We had 
lots of food to eat and never went hungry. 
We certainly had no money as nothing was 

worth anything. It was a time of 10 cent a 
dozen eggs and $10.00 for a cow. 
     During  the  depression  days,  Lewis 
Hannah  of  Munster  was  in  the  trucking 
business. He bought eggs and took them to 
market  and  sold  them.  He’d  come  around 
and  buy eggs  from my  Mother  and  I  can 
remember them being as low as six cents a 
dozen. You can imagine how rapidly your 
bank account would grow at that rate. Lewis 
had a 1924 or 1925 Model  T Ford with a 
truck box on the back that he could take off 
and  put  a  little  bonnet  on.  It  was  a  dual 
purpose vehicle. It was a soft top with side 
curtains. They called it a runabout or coup 
and held two people. During the depression, 
many people  came out  of  the  towns for  a 
meal  in  the  country.  We  had  chickens 
running  around  and  if  you  needed  a  last 
minute Sunday dinner, you just went out and 
knocked  off  a  chicken.  Dealers  took 
advantage of the low prices and offered you 
even less. It was certainly a non-profit deal 
from start to finish and you wondered how 
you survived. The fact that we were not too 
dependent on the store helped and boy, were 
you ever  careful  with the money you had. 
The only treat we got was an odd orange and 
they  were  good  oranges.  You  can’t  get  a 
decent  orange  nowadays.  Mostly,  we  got 
oranges at Christmas. We appreciated things 
more then as it was a big deal to get a treat. 
     We went to St. Augustine’s Anglican 
Church  in  Prospect  with  horse  and  buggy 
and later with the Model T. We were fairly 
regular church goers and it was a real social 
outing too. 
     We first went up to fish at Uncle Billy 
Dickinson’s  place  on  Bennett  Lake  in  the 
1927 Model  T.  I  was there all  day fishing 
with  Uncle  Billy  and  had  caught  half  a 
dozen two pounders. It was getting close to 
sundown and Uncle  Billy  hooked  this  big 
one.  We headed for  this  island and Uncle 
Billy jumped out of the boat and it took him 
quite a while to land the fish. It was a huge 
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pike and when we put him in a bran sack, 
his nose came around and passed his tail. He 
was  nearly  as  long  as  the  oar.  It  was  the 
biggest fish caught around there at that time. 
They put him on a bed of ice in the front 
window  of  the  butcher  shop  in  Perth.  I 
forget the weight. 
     We used to swim in the Jock River back 
in behind Henry Hobbs’ place, where Blyth 
Massey  lives  now.  We  swam  in  behind 
Johnny  Massey’s  place  too  and  down  by 
Bennington’s on the 5th Line.  There was a 
bend  in  the  river  running  towards  the  4th 

Line and it  was deep and a good place to 
swim.  The  Jock  River  used  to  run  all 
summer  but  in  later  years,  it  dried  up. 
Massey’s  was  a  favourite  swimming  spot. 
The Massey lads would be all there – Leroy 
and Jordie.  Harris  was gown up then.  We 
made our own entertainment. 
     After I quit high school, I worked on the 
farm and never got a job out until after I was 
married.  For  entertainment,  there  were 
baseball games to go to in Munster, Ashton 
and Dwyer  Hill.  I  never  played  much  but 
enjoyed  being  a  spectator.  We  went  to 
movies  in  Carleton  Place  on  our  bicycles. 
John Lewis and Gerald Roe and I  used to 
bike  to  Carleton  Place  even  in  the  winter 
time. Movies were a big deal in those days. 
     The  bicycle  was  the  main  mode  of 
transportation. One time, we started to go to 
Carleton Place to a movie and we run into 
an electrical storm. The old railway station 
at Ashton was built up on posts. It was about 
four  feet  off  the  ground  with  weeds  all 
around it and that is where we took refuge 
from the storm.    We sat in there for two 
hours as it stormed and rained cats and dogs. 
By this time, it’s too late for the movie. The 
moon comes out and it’s nice and bright so 
we head home. No movie that night. We’d 
go  to  see  Laurel  and  Hardy  and  westerns 
with  John  Wayne.  Clarence  Featherston, 
Leroy Massey and I went to Smith’s Falls to 
see Gone With The Wind. Probably, Leroy 

had the car.  We went  out  sometimes  with 
Clarence and Norman Bleeks as they had a 
car. I remember when Mellie Bleeks got a 
new  1936  Plymouth.  It  was  pretty  slick 
compared  to  what  we were  used  to.  They 
were pretty affluent people at that time. 
     At that time, there was a dance pavilion 
in Richmond. It was on the east side of the 
Rielly stone building on Perth St. It was an 
open air  roofed building  and was open on 
the  front.  That  was  the  Saturday  night 
hangout.  Harry  McCoy  used  to  call  off 
there.  They  had  a  really  good  regular 
orchestra who played big band music. There 
was all kinds of musicians around in those 
days. Some of them pretty darn good at it. 
     I never was much of a dancer but we 
went  there  all  the  time  to  see  what  was 
going  on.  They  served  ice  cream cones  5 
cents,  hot  dogs  5  cents  or  drinks  5  cents. 
Then, the drinks got up to about 8 cents. 
     There were ice cream parlours then too. 
Mr. & Mrs. Mills, Harold Moore’s father-in-
law, had an ice cream parlour beside Moor’s 
store. Hillie Brown had an ice cream parlour 
too  and  they  each  had  five  or  six  tables. 
You’d  go in  there  and get  a  banana split, 
sundaes or cones. I can remember getting a 
banana  split  for  15  cents  in  the  Mill’s 
parlour  and  you  could  hardly  eat  it  all. 
Between  the  dance  pavilion  and  the  ice 
cream parlours,  it  wasn’t  hard  to  put  in  a 
Saturday  night.  There  was  always  a  big 
crowd at the dance pavilion and it was there 
all through the 1930’s and into the 1940’s. It 
probably lasted close to fifteen years. They 
called it ‘The Pavilion”.
     In November of 1939, I got a notice from 
the military to report to the militia base in 
Brockville  for  a  thirty  day  training  camp. 
The notice was ‘come or I’ll fetch you’, so I 
went.  This  was  to  prepare  us  for  military 
duty when we were called up. The Lanark 
Renfrew Scottish Regiment was running this 
camp.  It  was  the  21  year  old  class.  Other 
locals  who  were  called  up  with  me  were 
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Charlie and Clarence Featherston and Leroy 
Massey.  Clarence  Featherston  was a  crack 
shot,  bull’s  eye  every  time,  even  beat  the 
officers. Our Commanding Officer, Lt. Hal 
Furfitt  got chummy with us and we had a 
good time. Clarence spent the war at a base 
in Coal Harbor, B.C. in armaments. He was 
good  with  guns.  Hal  finally  got  overseas 
about three years  after  the war started and 
worked in Britain training. He got to Europe 
and while on leave with his new war bride, 
him  and  her  family  were  all  killed  when 
German  bombers  bombed  their  small 
village. I was exempted from active duty the 
next spring as they decided they needed me 
at home on the farm. 
     I followed the war closely as many of my 
friends were over there. I bought a Stewart 
Warner  shortwave  cabinet  radio  and  that 
was a dandy radio.  It  was $59.95 and that 
was  a  lot  of  money  then.  Every  night  I 
listened to  the news broadcasts  from BBC 
London.  I  could  also  listen  to  Berlin’s 
German propaganda and that radio even got 
me  Australia.  I  will  never  forget  the  day 
Pearl Harbour was bombed. Mom and Dad 
were   down at Bennington’s plucking geese. 
At least,  it  meant  the  United States  would 
now  enter  the  war  as  Britain  was  just 
hanging on by the skin of their teeth. 
     Carpentry has been my trade most of my 
lie.  After we were married,  I  worked with 
Jimmy  McCaffrey  building  chimneys  and 
foundations  and  that  was  the  start  of  it. 
When  I  first  started  out,  we  got  $1.00  an 
hour.  It  was  eight  bucks a  day you  didn’t 
have  if  you  were  at  home.  This  was 
probably around 1950 or so. 
     When they were building a new bridge 
across  the  Mississippi  River  in  Appleton, 
they built a temporary road right across the 
river bed. It was a long, hot, dry summer and 
there  wasn’t  much  water.  This  detour  was 
right in front of the old Dowdall farm, Uncle 
Ed’s place. The river was fairly wide there. 

     I was doing some work up there for John 
Struthers who lived right on the bank of the 
river. The last  night I was there,  I worked 
late to eight or nine o’clock to get finished 
up. I loaded up the trailer; I had a table saw 
and all my tools. I come around to the detour 
but it has rained for two days before this and 
the  river  was  flowing,  deep  and  black.  I 
pulled up to the ramp trying to decide if I’m 
going to attempt it or go out the long way 
around Carleton Place. I am tired and I am 
ready for the roost. I thought to heck, I am 
going to try the river and I drove in. I bored 
through and it  was  bumping  and thunking 
and the gravel bed was washed away with 
the high water. I had no clue where the road 
was except I’d driven over it several times 
and  had  a  good  idea  where  it  should  be. 
There  was  a  yard  light  at  Nelson  Simms 
place  and  I  knew  where  the  road  was  in 
relation  to  that  yard  light.  I  think  I  pretty 
well stayed on the track but it was a pretty 
rough ride.  Once you got started,  it  was a 
long piece across.  There was quite  a jump 
up out of the river and I wondered if I would 
make  it.  I  poured  the  coal  to  the  old  car 
when I got to the edge and up I came onto 
the road. I went to Ashton to get gas at Ed 
Jinkinson’s. He came out and walked around 
the car and said ‘where in the hell have you 
been? Sure there’s ice on this old car right 
up to the door handles. You are a lucky lad.’ 
Talk about a fool hearted thing to do. I’m 
sure that old trailer was floating behind me. 
That was the old 28 Chev and water had no 
effect on it. It was quite an adventure. 
     I worked with Ken Hobbs for many years 
through the late 1950’s and early 60’s. I was 
working with Ken when I broke my leg in 
1959. I  worked for the township after  that 
and then,  I  went  to  Connelly Construction 
which turned into Costain. 
    Bruce Garland was the carpenter at the 
Riverside  Hospital  and  then  he  moved  up 
and  they  needed  a  new  carpenter,  Bruce 
came to see me and invited me to apply for 
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the  job.  I  didn’t  do  anything  about  it 
immediately. One night, I went to Richmond 
for  a  haircut  and  on  the  way  home, 
happened to glance into Bruce’s and saw the 
light on. I said to myself, I’ll go in and see if 
the job was still there. I had kind of decided 
maybe  I  would  take  it.  I  was  interested 
anyway. I went in and had a chat with Bruce 
and he said it is yours if you want it. I was 
still working for Connelly so when this wet 
day came, I called Bruce and asked if it was 
alright if I came over and checked out the 
place. I put in an application and it was just 
a few days until I had the job. The rest was 
history.  I  worked there  for  ten  years  until 
retirement. You had to retire then at 65 even 
though I didn’t want to. I always found lots 
of work after retirement. I did odd jobs for 
people, built cupboards and things. It wasn’t 
as much fun working alone and you get too 
much to do. I finally called it quits. 
    Sometimes, it was hard but you did what 
you had to do to make a living.  The good 

and  the  bad  balance  out.  Retirement  has 
been the best part of my life. I did what I 
wanted to do and did a bit of travelling. Saw 
a few foreign places, all across Canada and 
in the States a bit – as much as I wanted to 
be. 
     The best gift I ever received in my life 
was when I broke my leg and was unable to 
work  for  six  months  or  more,  October  to 
June. Don Foley and your Dad, Ken Hobbs, 
went out and canvassed the neighbourhood 
for us and presented me with about $600.00. 
That was a lot  of money then and I never 
forgot it. That was the best gift. Talk about 
real friends, they were there for you when 
you were in trouble. 
     The only wisdom I can pass on to the 
younger generation is if you have a job, do it 
and do not expect someone else to do it for 
you. Be proud of the job if it was successful 
and if it wasn’t successful, do not repeat it. 
       

Costumes and Clothing
The  Museum and  the  Historical  Society  are  trying  to  increase  their  collection  of  wearable 
costumes for museum activities and heritage events. Do you have some items that are in your  
way or cluttering your house, items that could be useful to us? We are looking for old hats and 
caps, both men’s and ladies’. Also flour sacks, feed sacks, aprons and various odds and ends are 
always useful. If your Aunt left you a box of sewing supplies, buttons and cloth that are no use to 
you, please consider passing the whole box of “old junk” along to us. Someone’s junk can be 
someone else’s treasure.

FUNDRAISING NEWS

The Fundraising Committee is pleased to inform
you  that, by dining out, you can assist the Society.

If you eat at the Broadway Bar and Grill in
Stittsville and say “Team 396”, the Society will
receive 10% of what you spend. So, everyone,

get out to Broadway and say “Team 396”,
earn us some money and enjoy.
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************************************RECIPES*********************************
These recipes have come from the cookbook titled “From The Kitchens Of Lanark County” 
Rural Expo 2003, Lanark County I.P.M.

CREAM OF FRESH VEGETABLE SOUP
                                            (9 Soups in One Recipe)       Alta Rodger

1 ½ cups chicken broth ½ cup chopped onion
Desired vegetable and 2 Tbsp butter
    seasoning from choice below 2 Tbsp flour
½ tsp salt Pepper
1 cup milk

In saucepan, combine broth, onion, vegetable and seasoning. Bring to a boil, reduce heat and 
simmer for required time. Set aside. In a saucepan, melt butter; add flour, salt and pepper. Add 
milk all at once. Cook until thick and bubbly. Stir in vegetable mixture; heat through. 
Vegetable Choices:

• 2 cups cut asparagus, 1 tsp lemon juice and ⅛ tsp ground mace, 8 minutes cooking time.
• 2 cups broccoli, ½ tsp thyme and dash of garlic powder, cook for 10 minutes. 
• 1 cup sliced carrots, 1 tsp parsley and ½ tsp basil, cook for 12 minutes. 
• 2 cups sliced cauliflower and ½ tsp curry powder, cook for 10 minutes.
• 1 ½ cups chopped celery, 2 Tbsp parsley and ½ tsp basil, 15 minutes cooking time.
• 1 cup sliced mushrooms and ⅛ tsp nutmeg, 5 minutes cooking time.
• 1 cup sliced potatoes and ½ tsp dill weed, 10 minutes cooking time.
• 4 medium tomatoes (peeled, quartered and sliced) and ¼ tsp basil, 15 minutes cooking 

time.
• 1 ½ cups cut, unpeeled zucchini and several dashes of nutmeg, 5 minutes cooking time. 

CREAMY CARROT SOUP
Woodrow Farm, Ann Miller

8 medium carrots 2 cups chicken broth or water
1 sweet potato, peeled and cut 2 cups milk
    into chunks 6 Tbsp sour cream or plain
1 large yellow onion, peeled     yogurt
   and cut into eighths Chopped parsley
2 cloves garlic

In a large saucepan, bring carrots, sweet potato, onion, garlic and broth or water to a boil. Reduce 
heat  and simmer  for 45 minutes,  until  vegetables  are  very soft.  Cool  slightly,  then puree in 
blender or food processor until smooth. Return vegetables to the pan; stir in milk and heat but do 
not boil. Ladle into soup bowls and garnish each serving with a tablespoon or so of sour cream or 
yogurt and sprinkling of parsley. Makes 6 servings. 

******************************************************************************
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ADD A SMILE TO YOUR DAY

A TEST FOR OLD KIDS?
 
I am pickey who I send this to (I received this through email). It has to be those who might 
actually remember. So have some fun my sharp-witted friends. This is a test for us 'old kids'! The 
answers are printed below, but don't cheat. 

01. After the Lone Ranger saved the day and rode off into the sunset, the grateful citizens would 
ask, Who was that masked man? Invariably, someone would answer, I don't know, but he left 
this behind. What did he leave behind?_______________.

02. When the Beatles first came to the U.S. In early 1964, we all watched them on the 
______________ Show.

03. 'Get your kicks, __________________.'

04. 'The story you are about to see is true. The names have been changed to protect  
___________________.'

05. 'In the jungle, the mighty jungle,   ________________.'

06. After the Twist, The Mashed Potato, and the Watusi, we 'danced' under a stick that was 
lowered as low as we could go in a dance called the  _____________.'  
 
07. Nestlé’s makes the very best. .. . . _ ______________.'

08. Satchmo was   America’s 'Ambassador of Goodwill.' Our parents shared this great jazz 
trumpet player with us. His name was _________________.

09. What takes a licking and keeps on ticking?  _______________.

10. Red Skeleton's hobo character was named __________________ and Red always ended his 
television show by saying, 'Good Night, and ________ ________. '

11. Some Americans who protested the Vietnam War did so by burning their______________.

12. The cute little car with the engine in the back and the trunk in the front was called the VW. 
What other names did it go by? ____________ &  ______________.

13. In 1971, singer Don MacLean sang a song about, 'the day the music died.' This was a tribute 
to ___________________.

14. We can remember the first satellite placed into orbit. The Russians did it. It was called   
___________________.
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15. One of the big fads of the late 50's and 60's was a large plastic ring that we twirled around 
our waist. It was called the ________________.

 
ANSWERS :
01. The Lone Ranger left behind a silver bullet.
02. The Ed Sullivan Show
03. On Route 66
04. To protect the innocent.
05. The Lion Sleeps Tonight
06. The limbo
07. Chocolate
08. Louis Armstrong
09. The Timex watch
10. Freddy The Freeloader and 'Good Night and God Bless.'
11. Draft cards (Bras were also burned. Not flags, as some have guessed)
12. Beetle or Bug
13. Buddy Holly
14. Sputnik
15. Hoola-hoop

PRESERVING OUR HERITAGE

     The time does pass quickly as I browse through an assortment of information that I find 
interesting and to which I … when the time is right … pass it on to my fellow members of the 
G.T.H.S., as ‘Stuff of Interest’.
    This time I’ve been going through old Newsletters from the Goulbourn Township Historical  
Society … long before my time. There is a lot of fascinating articles in those old papers. 
     Today I’ve chosen to print a copy of the Meeting of February 20, 1979. The guest speaker 
was Mrs. Emerson Thompson, curator for the Stittsville Women’s Institute, a position she has 
held for the past 16 years. These notes were originally written up by J. Armstrong. As February 
19th was Heritage Day, Mrs. Thompson’s informative message on “Preserving our Heritage’ was 
very appropriate. 

The Women’s Institute began in Canada in 1879, and the Stittsville branch was organized in 
1908. Its motto ‘For Home & Country’ gave the group an opportunity to meet the challenges and 
needs of the community in the changing world. 

The early role of the organization was that of a service club, since there were no Lions nor 
Legions in the villages at that time, the Women’s Institute came to the rescue when there was a 
need for community effort. 

The Tweedsmuir convenership began when Lord Tweedsmuir was Governor General of Canada 
from 1935 to 1940. Lady Tweedsmuir had been involved in the Women’s Institute as by this 
time there were a great many branches in England.
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In Canada she found very little  interest  in preserving local  history.  She asked the Women’s 
Institute to take on the project of compiling histories of local communities. Certain rules were 
laid  down for  each  branch.  The  duties  of  the  curator  of  these  histories  were  to  convene  a 
committee  to  work  with  her;  to  supervise  and  edit  all  materials  that  was  to  go  into  the 
Tweedsmuir history, and to have custody of the history books.

The individual institute branches were left a good deal of freedom to do as they saw fit – to meet 
the needs of their particular area. 

There are 2 Women’s Institute Branches in Goulbourn Township – Richmond and Stittsville. 
Within the Stittsville branch are the built up communities of Ashton, Mansfield, Stanley Corners 
as well as Stittsville. But there are no hard fast borders between the branches.

 The Tweedsmuir History Books reflect the initiative of the curator and her committee and are 
based on the people and their activities. The Stittsville, Women’s Institute have 3 volumes of 
local history. Mrs. Thompson brought 2 of the volumes with her. These volumes are divided into 
sections such as – pioneer life, organizations, armed services, family trees, farms and families, 
wedding anniversaries, people and poetry. 

The Women’s Institute book Country Tales was taken from the 3rd volume. It is a closed volume 
now and no more additions will be made to it. 

The skills of people within the area have made these volumes more attractive such as the 3 pages 
of beautiful hand lettered names on the Honour Role (a list of persons who served in the different 
wars from this area) artistically created by Clive Morris.

There is an index and maps included in the section on Farms & Families. As the Tweedsmuir 
History is a community book and not a record of any one family, it only includes one or two  
family trees. But the Women’s Institute are delighted to receive genealogical records as research 
material. The accusation of such material is noted at the end of individual family stories in which 
it applies.

Each family’s story will be different, just as each person is different and this gives the books 
great variety. Nearly every story is accompanied by pictures. From these pictures we can learn 
about the styles of clothing, types of architecture, the developments of photography and many 
other aspects as well. 

It is easy to add information to the Tweedsmuir volumes. Mrs. Thompson is continually looking 
for more material. For this reason she agreed to speak to the Historical Society, hoping that more 
and  more  people  will  realize  that  there  is  a  great  deal  of  research  work  still  to  be  done. 
Preserving our heritage is very important. The best way to make it a permanent record for future 
generations is to get it printed and published. It is also a tribute to our ancestors.  

Webster’s dictionary defines a curator as one who cares for or supervises a collection, such as a 
museum. So you see curators do not write histories but preserve them. 

History has been preserved on unique samplers such as the one Mrs. Thompson borrowed from 
Bert and Evelyn Kenny. It was the Family Register and was made by Ann, wife of William 
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Healey who were married in 1847 and who lived on Lot 16, concession 8, Goulbourn Township. 
She died in 1899.

The exciting and challenging new manner of recording history on tape preserves voice, local 
sayings as well as historical facts.

Pictures also preserve the past and reflect changes that have occurred with past times. 

The  Women’s  Institute  have  introduced  a  new  project  know  as  “House  Logs”.  These  are 
permanent records that are kept in the home and record the history of the house. House Logs are 
passed from owner to owner. They should not only give the history of the house such as when it  
was  built  and  who  built  it,  original  and  successive  families,  but  should  include  helpful 
information such as weight bearing walls in the house, position of well on lot, lot size. All this 
information preserves the history, of today. 

Heritage Day reminds us once a year of our past. Mrs. Thompson is doing a very important job  
to preserve our local heritage for future generations.

More “Interesting Stuff” from the original run of Newsletters. This one is dated March 1, 1985

NAMING OF TOWNSHIP CONCESSION LINES
     Township Council has proposed a discussion with members of the Society regarding the 
implementation of the ‘naming of Township Concession Lines’ plan, on March 25th.
     Although the Society is on record (Annual Meeting of June 1984) of being unanimously 
opposed to the whole idea of giving names to the familiar concession line numbers, the political 
decision to go ahead anyway has now been made, and the Society should participate in helping 
to set up a system, which will at least be imaginative, historically sound, satisfactory and cause 
the least amount of controversy. A committee will be appointed and Council has asked that this 
committee propose three names for each road yet to be named and attach a good historical reason 
for each suggestion. 
     Note: Of the twenty nine names proposed to Regional Government seventeen were approved 
and twelve rejected. Some of the approved names are familiar to most residents, while others are 
relatively unknown and have obscure origins. 

  
THOUGHT TO PONDER

One of the happiest places to live is inside your own income.

IRISH PROVERBS

A friend’s eye is a good mirror.
A lock is better than suspicion.
There is no strength without unity.
It is better to exist unknown to the law.
It is not a secret if it is known by three people.
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Goulbourn Township Historical Society
Annual Membership Application/Renewal Form

TO ENSURE AN ACCURATE RECORD OF YOUR MEMBERSHIP
PLEASE COMPLETE ALL AREAS & PRINT CLEARLY

Last Name:          _________________________________________________
Given Name(s):             _________________________________________________
Given Name(s) of Spouse/Partner: __________________________________________________
Street Address:      __________________________________________________
City/Town:                  __________________________________________________
Province/State: __________ Country: ______________Postal Code/Zip Code:_______________
Telephone Number (Include area Code):  ( ______ ) ______ - _______________
E-mail Address:       ______________________________
E-mail Address of Spouse/Partner (If different):        ______________________________
Fax Number (Include Area Code):  (  ______ ) ______ - _______________

Annual Dues: Are the same for both “Single Membership” and for “Family Membership” 
New Member Annual Dues ($15.00): single $ ________ family $ ________
Renewal Annual Dues ($15.00): single $ ________ family $ ________

Donation $ _____________________________
  Total: $ _____________________________
Payment:
Please make your Cheque/Money Order payable to the “Goulbourn Historical Society” and mail,  
or deliver, to:
The Goulbourn Historical Society
P.O. Box 621, 2064 Huntley Road
Stittsville, Ontario, K2S 1A7, Canada
Receipts For Income Tax Purposes:
Donors of $10, or more, will be given receipts for Income Tax purposes. To save postage, these  
receipts will be sent with the Museum Newsletter edition which follows receipt of the Annual  
Dues/Donation.

Newsletter:
Would you prefer to receive the “Newsletter” by e-mail? (Check One) [ ] Yes [ ] No

                                             *********************************
For GTHS Membership Office Use Only

Dues for Year (1 April - 31 March): 20______ - 20___
Date Received by Membership Chair: 20______ - ______ - ______
Date Entered in Membership Data Base: 20______ - ______ - ______
Date Payment Passed to Treasurer: 20______ - ______ - ______

Notes: 
______________________________________________________________________________
______________________________________________________________________________
____________________________________

Amended: 2007-06-13
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Obituaries – Goulbourn Residents

BARNETT, THERESA (nee Sharpe) – 
On October  1,  2009,  aged 65,  wife  of 
Doug and mother of Christine and Dean. 
Sister of George, Mary and Mike.

DAVIDSON-BOWES,  BONNIE-LYN 
–  On  December  5,  2009,  aged  37, 
daughter  of  Gertie  and  the  late  Bob 
Davidson,  wife  of  Jeff  Bowes  and 
mother of Kristen, Rachelle Champagne, 
Rebecca  and  Brandon.   Sister  of  Bill 
(Elizabeth Fower), Bev (Earl Gilchrist), 
Brenda  (Henri  Duchaine),  Kelly 
(Marque  St.  Onge)  and  Rick  Stretch 
(Ayah).

GURNIAK, SHEILA - On December 2, 
2009,  wife  of  Tony,  mother  of  Pauline 
and step-mother of Debi.  Also survived 
by 5 grandchildren.

HOBBS,  KEITH  ROBERT –  On 
November  20,  2009,  aged 77,  husband 
of  Margaret  (nee  James)  and  father  of 
Rick  (Chris  McKenna),  Henry  (Wendy 
Poirier)  and  Patsy  (Murray  Lowry). 
Also survived by 9 grandchildren,  four 
great-grandchildren  and  his  brother 
Lloyd (Beryl).

LANTHIER,  THERESE (nee 
Lamoureux) –  On  October  26,  2009, 
aged 78, wife of Jean-Claude and mother 
of Diane (Ed Lanthier)  and Carol  (Bill 
Woodson).   Also  survived  by  4 
grandchildren  and  her  brother  Marcel. 
Predeceased  by  her  siblings  Wilfrid, 
Royal, Roger and Irene.

LOVEROCK, ROBERT WILLIAM – 
On  December  28,  2009,  aged  59, 
husband  of  Janice  Pilon  and  father  of 
Craig (Sharon), Kelly, Cara (Mike 

Bryant) and Corey.  Son of Robert and 
Pat  Loverock  and  brother  of  Carol 
(Henry Mains),  Mary (Donald  Clarke), 
Cathy (Paul Marcano) and Lisa.

LOWE,  RYAN  ANDREW –  On 
November 30, 2009, aged 31, son of Bill 
Lowe  (Maria  Stevens)  and  Judy 
Cressman  (Bob),  brother  of  Derek  and 
Jon (Lindsay Cameron) and step-brother 
of  Vicki  Cressman,  Charlene  Delaney 
(Matt) and Rob Cressman.  Grandson of 
Elsie (late Art Lowe) and the late Tom 
and Genny Southwell.

McCORMICK,  DONALD –  On 
November  65,  2009,  aged 75,  husband 
of  Catherine  Carmanico  and  father  of 
Donna  (Keith  Braund,  James  (Debby), 
Terry  McCallum  (Bruce)  and  Michael 
(Nathalie).   Also  survived  by  four 
grandchildren.

MONIN,  NOREEN (nee  Graham) – 
On December 7, 2009, in her 80th year, 
wife  of  John  and  mother  of  Marilyn 
(Alan  Cottrell),  Anne  Gilles  Beland), 
Kim, Karen John (Richard Todorski) and 
Kerry (Lisa Dauphinee).  Also survived 
by  5  grandchildren,  2  great-
grandchildren  and  her  brother  Harley 
(Eileen).

MORELAND,  EUNICE (nee 
Connelly) – On October 21, 2009, aged 
91,  wife  of  William  and  mother  of 
Elizabeth  Anne  Douville  (Rene)  and 
Carol Susan Martin  (Darcy).   Survived 
by 4 grandchildren.

MORELAND,  WILLIAM –  On 
November 7, 2000, husband of the late 
Eunice  and  father  of  Elizabeth  Anne 
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Douville (Rene) and Carol Susan Martin 
(Darcy).   Also  survived  by  4 
grandchildren.

 NESSETH, BETTY (nee van Galder) 
– On November 6, 2009, aged 48, wife 
of  Rick  and  mother  of  Krystal  and 
Alyson.  Daughter of Elizabeth and the 
late Adrian van Galder and sister of Neil, 
Audrey  Monahan,  Mary  Ladouceur, 
Bert,  Corry  Dube,  Lucy  Compton, 
Adrian  Peter,  Nancy  Williamson  and 
Paul.

QUINN,  ERNEST  LIONEL –  On 
December 22, 2009, aged 79, husband of 
Julia  McLaughlin  and  father  of  Laurie 
Foley,  Wayne  (Andree)  and  the  late 
Donna  Marie.   Grandfather  of  4. 
Brother  of  Daniel  (Helen),  Eleanor 

(Martin McLaughlin), Noni (Ray Pilon) 
and  the  late  James,  Desmond  (Verna), 
Lloyd  (Joan),  Lorna  (late  Gerry 
Boucher).

SCHOUTEN,  ANNA –  On  December 
29, 2009, in her 89th year, wife of Martin 
and  mother  of  Beatrice  LeConte 
(George),  Arnold  (Elaine),  Adrian 
(Norma) and Marietta Massart (Robert). 
Survived by 11 grandchildren as well as 
a  brother  Wim  van  den  Akker  in 
Holland.

SIMPSON, KYLE – On November 28, 
2009, aged 19, son of Gary and Marilyn, 
brother  of  Trudi,  Amy and  Krista  and 
father  of  Nathaniel.   Grandson  of  Bill 
Simpson  (late  Helen)  and  the  late 
Emerson and Gertie Jones.

Obituaries – Former Goulbourn Residents

BURTON-BOUSFIELD, JOYCE (nee 
Bradley)  – In  Markham,  ON, on April 
28, 2009, wife of Edward L. Bousfield 
and  mother  of  Mark  (Tracey)  Burton. 
Also  survived  by  3  grandchildren  and 
her  sister-in-law  of  Muriel  Bradley  of 
Stittsville.   .   Former  wife  of  the  late 
Ralph E. Burton.

CODY, JOHN DAVID – On December 
10, 2009, husband of Isabel (nee Dolan) 
and  father  of  Gail  Wistaff,  Michael 
(Cheryl  Williams)  and  Valerie  Paul 
(Bill).   Grandfather  of  8  and  great-
grandfather  of  3.   Predeceased  by  his 
parents  Dorothy  Murray  and  David 
Anthony Cody.  Brother of Joyce (Jack 
Strath), Donna, Steve (Simone) and Paul 
(Sue).

FYKE,  ALAN –  On  December  19, 
2009,  aged  65,  husband  of  Kathy 
(Tomalty) and father of Derek, Dwayne 
(Samika),  Josh  (Michale)  and  Natalie 
(Brandon).   Predeceased by his mother 
Violet  Jamieson  and his  brother  Robin 
Tillett.  Survived  by  his  siblings  John 
Fyke (Lorraine), Vivian Bylsma (Peter), 
Carol  Armstrong  (Bob)  and  Jim 
Jamieson (Candace).

HOTCHKISS,  BETSY  F.  –  In 
Brampton on November 9, 2009, in her 
88th year,  wife  of  the  late  Gordon  and 
mother  of  Carole,  Patricia  and  Keith 
(Mary  Ann).   Survived  by  2 
grandchildren.

17



McCRACKEN,  DOROTHY 
MARGARET –  In  Peterborough  on 
November  9,  2009,  aged  86,  native  of 
Ashton Station,  wife of the late Garnet 

McCracken.  Mother  of John (Evelyn), 
Ken (Marion Wehner) and Janice (Marc) 
Regnier. And grandmother of 5.  Sister 
of Olive Simpson and Marion Helgason.

Obituaries – Out-of-town Relatives

BOTTRIELL,  ANDREW CHARLES 
– In Vancouver, October 2009, aged 55, 
brother of John (Barbara) of Stittsville.

BOWES, DENZIL – In Burritt’s Rapids 
on November 11, 2009, aged 72, father 
of  Darcy  (Heather)  of  Stittsville,  and 
Pamela (Steve) of Richmond.

CRAIG-EVANS,  DEBBIE 
MARGARET – In Port Bruce, ON, on 
September 22, 2009, daughter of Norma 
and Eldon Craig of Stittsville.

DUFFY,  MICHAEL DONALD –  On 
October  15,  2009,  aged  50,  brother  of 
Maria Sell-Ferguson (Bill)  and Richard 
of Ashton.

GARRETT, ROBERT JOHN (JACK) 
–  In  London,  ON,  on  November  23, 
2009, aged 92, father of Heather (Dave) 
of Richmond.

GORDON,  AUDREY  JOYCE (nee 
Swettenham)  – On December 3, 2009, 

aged  81,  mother  of  Blair  (Valerie)  of 
Ashton.

HODGES, MABEL (nee Fraser) – On 
December  19  2009,  in  her  90th year, 
mother of Grant (Kay) of Richmond.

KENNEDY,  THOMAS   –   On  October 
27, 2009, in his 88th year, father of Ron 
(Brenda) of Stittsville.

PILGRIM, WILLIAM – On December 
17, 2009, aged 85, father of Mary Jane 
Wilson (Dan Zanette) and Jared Wilson 
of Richmond.

PURDY,  JOHN     ALTON   –  On 
December  30,  2009,  in  his  79th year, 
father of Beryl Henderson of Stittsville.

PURDY,  MORELL  ANDERSON 
(MOE)  - On December 17, 2009, 
aged 97, father of Lynn Duffy (Larry) of 
Munster.

SULLIVAN,  BERTHA –  On  her  80th 

birthday,  December  31,  2009,  sister  of 
Hilda Sullivan of Stittsville.

This newsletter is produced with the assistance 
of the City of Ottawa and the 

Ontario Ministry of Culture, Tourism, and Recreation.
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