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Two  participants  in  the  April  2011  Jock  River  Canoe  Race in  Goulbourn  Township.  Our 
waterways have always played an important role in our history.    Photo credit: John Brummell

2011 - COMING EVENTS 

May 21  :   May is Museum Month, and, in celebration, the Goulbourn Township Historical Society 
will meet at the Goulbourn Museum, Stanley’s Corners, for "Behind Closed Doors". Have you 
ever wondered why we have Museums - how did they start and how do they do what they do?  
And, what is behind those closed doors? Come and find out as staff from the Goulbourn Museum 
lead you on an exploration of Museums. Join us May 21, 2011 at 1:30 p.m.  The museum is 
located at 2064 Huntley Road, the road that runs between Richmond and Stittsville. Admission, 
parking and refreshments are, as usual, free.  Everyone is welcome.

     COMING EVENTS CONTINUES ON THE NEXT PAGE.

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

Ontario Ministry of Culture, Tourism, and Recreation.

1



June 18: Pot Luck Picnic. This year we will be enjoying the gardens of another G.T.H.S. couple. 
Details will follow, closer to the event.  

September:  possible Bus Trip. 

October: Roger Thomas from Huntley Historical Society will be speaking on Irish Immigration 
to Canada.

November - Robbie Burns celebration. 

Most of us do not really know our fellow members. This is the  

seventeenth of a series of life profiles to introduce each other.  

If you wish to volunteer before you are “volunteered”, please 

give Bernie Shaw a call at 613 836-5533.

 Louise Gaudreau

 and Graham Copley

Louise  Gaudreau  was  born  and 
educated in Hull  but moved across 

the river when she started work as a nurse at the Riverside Hospital. During her working life she 
attained a Bachelor of Science in Nursing degree at Ottawa U. and continued in her job for 38 
years until she retired last December. A major event for her was meeting Graham Copley on a 
‘blind date’ on 8 May 1982, exactly one year after he landed in Canada from England.  Louise 
and Graham were married on 8 May 1987 and lived in Kanata until moving to Stittsville in 1989. 
Today,  Louise  is  just  as  busy  as  before  she  retired:  she  volunteers  at  the  Stittsville  Public 
Library, is a member of both the Horticultural and Historical Societies, is learning to play bridge 
at the Kanata Senior’s Centre and goes to Curves three times a week. She is looking forward to 
spring so she can exercise her love of gardening – and she keeps the home fires burning for 
husband Graham who is heavily involved in the model steam locomotive world.

Graham hails from Barnsley, Yorkshire, where he did very well in grammar school, but 
his preoccupation with steam locomotives derailed his studies. Subtle familial corrective action 
soon brought him back on track and he achieved a Bachelor degree in Electronic and Electrical 
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Engineering.  He gained a position in telecommunications research with the GPO (General Post 
Office)  starting  in  Dollis  Hill  in  north  London  and subsequently  moved  to  Ipswich  in  East 
Anglia.   Later,  he  was awarded  a Masters  degree  in  Telecommunications  Systems  from the 
University of Essex and shortly thereafter received an invitation from Bell Northern Research 
which brought him to Canada. His employment at BNR, later absorbed by Nortel, came to an 
abrupt end by severance in March 2009, shortly after Nortel entered bankruptcy proceedings. 
The good side of this was the ability for Graham to indulge 24/7 in his passion for building and 
operating model steam locomotives.

His meticulous workshop would be the envy of any modeler: it is replete with lathes and 
a milling machine, in fact everything necessary to build a steam locomotive. The equipment is 
only half the battle: knowing how to use it is the vital factor. One glance at his work confirms 
Graham’s ability. Models on display are highlighted by a replica of the Victorian era “Stirling 
Single” express locomotive, the full size prototype of which is preserved at the National Railway 
Museum in York, England. (Louise rolls her eyes when the number of visits to the museum is 
mentioned.) Graham’s model is five feet long, weighs 150 lbs, is powered by coal and steam, and 
took about 3,000 hours to build. We saw a similar locomotive and others at the Heritage Display 
at the library in February. Just getting underway now is a six foot long 1/12-scale model of the 
former  London  Midland  and  Scottish  Railway’s  famous  ‘Royal  Scot’  express  locomotive. 
Graham plans to complete it in three years – effectively a full-time job. Trains need tracks and a 
side project of Graham’s was to build 360 feet of portable track that was transported to BNR 
picnics.  Graham  and  his  locomotives  make  summer  visits  to  the  track  at  the  Cumberland 
Heritage Village Museum, giving rides to eager passengers. He is the current President of the 
Ottawa Valley Live Steamers and Model Engineers (OVLSME) and also editor of its newsletter 
The Link. 

Louise and Graham are enthusiastic members of the GTHS and Georgia Derrick is very 
grateful that they are currently helping her to organize the GTHS programs. 

INTERESTING TIDBITS OF INFORMATION
Cliff Claven Trivia Facts

Q. Why do X’s at the end of a letter signify kisses?
A. In the Middle Ages, when many people were unable to read or write, documents were often 
signed  using an X.  Kissing  the  X represented  an  oath  to  fulfill  obligations  specified  in  the 
document. The X and the kiss eventually became synonymous. 

Q. Why do people clink their glasses before drinking a toast?
A. It used to be common for someone to try to kill an enemy by offering him a poisoned drink. 
To prove to a guest that a drink was safe, it became customary for a guest to pour a small amount 
of his drink into the glass of the host. Both men would drink it simultaneously. When a guest 
trusted his host, he would only touch or clink the host’s glass with his own. 
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MEMBERSHIP RENEWAL TIME

Just a reminder to our members that April 1st (2011) is the date for renewing your membership 
with the Goulbourn Township Historical Society. A copy of our membership form is on the last 
page of this newsletter. When renewing your membership could you please complete the form 
and send it along with your membership fees.

We would also like to ask that you consider receiving the newsletter via e-mail. With the ever 
rising costs of printing & postage, this will help us keep our expenses down.

If you haven't renewed, maybe I could take a moment to remind you of some of the benefits of 
being a member.
-You will receive four issues per year of the "Goulbourn News", our Societies newsletter.
-Our monthly programs, usually about 8-10 a year, are always free. So is the parking and the 
refreshments. 
-Our June program, the "backyard pot luck" is for members only, as is our annual Christmas 
party in December.

Where else can you find this for $15 a year? And that's $15 for either a single membership or a 
family (2 persons living at the same address).

Robin Derrick
GTHS memberships

 

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.

A SMILE FOR THE DAY

Anybody who doesn’t know what soap tastes like never washed a dog. 
                          Franklin P. Jones
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Participants enjoying the GTHS Heritage Day program at the library on February 19th are left to right:  
Marg Bryan,  Shad Qadri,  Theresa Qadri,  and Rev.  Grant Dillenbeck playing the role of Ezra Healy, 
pioneer itinerant preacher.  In the background is the Heritage Photo exhibit.   Photo Credit: Mike Bryan

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 
"clear the decks – prepare for something 

by  dealing  with  possible  obstacles  to 

progress"  comes  from  and  means:  The 
origins  of  this phrase  lie  in  naval  warfare. 
Before a battle at sea sailors were required 
literally  to  clear  the  ship’s  decks  of  all 
obstacles or unwanted items that might 

cause  a  hazard  during  the  fighting.  The 
phrase itself is only recorded from the 19th 

century, but the idea of removing obstacles 
that  might  prevent  progress  is  found  three 
centuries earlier in the expression  clear the 
coast. This refers to fighting or driving off 
any enemy ships or soldiers in the vicinity of 
a chosen landing point. It in turn developed 
into the coast is clear, meaning ‘there is no 
danger of being observed or caught’.

THOUGHTS TO PONDER

I Believe …
That our background and circumstances 
may have influenced who we are, but,
we are responsible for who we become. 

I Believe …
That you shouldn’t be
so eager to find out a secret.
It could change your life forever.
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Display in the Stittsville Public Library advertising the Heritage Day event for the Historical 
Society.  Over 140 people came to visit us on that day.  Photo Credit: Mike Bryan

REPORT FROM GENE-0-RAMA

At the beginning of April this year, I attended the Ottawa Branch annual conference of 
the Ontario Genealogical Society on behalf of the Historical Society. It was held at the Library 
and Archives Canada site at 395 Wellington St. West and it was a most interesting conference. 
Its  theme this year  was “Ancestors on the Move” and the topics were chosen to link to this 
theme.

The keynote speaker was Fawne Stratford-Deval who gained fame if not fortune as one of three 
genealogical  sleuths  who  worked  on  unravelling  family  mysteries  on  the  popular  History 
Television series called “Ancestors in the Attic”.  She is also well known for her work on land 
records  and  early  Ontario  records.  Her  topic  for  the  first  evening  was  “Leaving  Ontario  – 
Resources for Tracking Migrants”.

On Saturday Fawne spoke again – this time on “Researching a Time and Place” She was a most 
entertaining and informative speaker.  Also on Saturday there was a session on “Maximizing 
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LDS (Latter Day Saints) Resources.  This was led by Shirley-Ann Pyefinch who is the Director 
of the Ottawa Ontario Stake Family History Centre for the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day-
Saints.  If you know even a little bit about genealogy, you will know that the Mormon Church 
has an amazing collection of records, so having the Director of the Ottawa Centre available was 
a great opportunity.

The second session on Saturday offered a talk on “Unveiling Military Records held at Library 
and Archives Canada” and it was given by Glenn Wright who was a researcher for “Ancestors in 
the Attic” and has written several books on military history.  There was also a local connection 
with a talk on “Moses Edy on the Move:  A life through Houses” given by Gillian Magnan, a 
land  survey  researcher  for  several  firms  in  eastern  Ontario,  and  a  provider  of  historical 
biographies of houses.

Session 3 brought us “From There to Here – Searching Immigration Records from Ancestry.ca 
and Beyond” and a session on “Artifacts in Genealogy”.

Session 4 was “Getting from Here to There:  Identifying the Origin of Immigrants to Canada”., 
and “Merging On-Line Data into Family Tree Maker”.

At the conference, I purchased two books for the Society – one called “The Beginner's Guide to 
Genealogy” and the second called “Time Traveller's Handbook”.  Both will become part of the 
Historical  Society's  library  and  will  be  made  available  later  this  year  to  members  who  are 
interested in genealogy.

Submitted by Barbara Bottriell

"We had a full house for our March program 
at  the  Stittsville  Library.  The  speaker  was 
Brian  Tackaberry,  President  of  the  Bay  of 
Quinte Branch of the United Empire Loyalists 
and  he  gave  a  fascinating  talk  on  "Loyalist 
Settlements in Eastern Ontario".

Photo Credit: John Bottriell

A Smile For The Day

You never know when it will strike, but there comes a moment at work when you know 
that you just aren’t going to do anything productive for the rest of the day. 
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PRESIDENT’S REMARKS

On a rainy, somewhat dreary day in late April, several members of the Historical Society had an 
illuminating and uplifting experience that brought cheer to all of us.  We were all judges at the 
Regional Heritage Fair at the War Museum in downtown Ottawa.  What we saw there, in a large 
room surrounded by army tanks that had been pushed to the edges to make way for the event, 
was over a hundred exhibits, and a roomful of excited children between the ages of 10 and 16 
who were bubbling over with enthusiasm for Canadian history and for the stories their displays 
were telling.  It was inspiring to talk to these kids and to hear why they chose the subjects they 
did, what they had learned and why they were so passionate about their subjects.

Halfway through the event I saw three girls wearing medals and I asked them if they had already 
won something.  “No,” they said.  “But these are the medals we got for winning the right to 
participate in this event.  It's really hard to get in so we're just really proud of the fact that we 
made it this far.”  

The schools hold their own heritage exhibitions and choose winners, and among those are chosen 
the displays that will go on to the regional Heritage Fair.  The projects are judged on clarity and 
organization, originality, research and an interview with the students. Each project is judged by 
two different judges.  Some of the entries I judged were the Vancouver Olympics, the Hudson's 
Bay Company, Lacrosse, Canadian Pacific Railway, and Irish emigration to Canada.  One of the 
top prizes went to an exhibit on the Handley Page Halifax Bomber. It was a graphically excellent 
display and the young man presenting it was extremely knowledgeable and articulate about his 
project.

We were all inspired by the interest and enthusiasm these young people displayed and we felt 
that kids could indeed be encouraged to care about history if they are approached in the right 
way.  This is something we in the Historical Society need to seriously consider.

Other topics

Our AGM went very well with a good attendance and a lovely meal provided by St. Andrew's 
Presbyterian Church in Richmond.  We passed a motion which allows the transfer of selected 
assets  to  the  Goulbourn  Museum once  it  receives  charitable  status  and  all  the  legal  papers 
between the Historical Society and the Museum are signed.  The Museum’s charitable status will 
probably not come through before May or June as it takes awhile to be processed.

Photo Contest and Exhibits

We have decided to hold another photo contest this year and will be publicizing categories soon. 
Do think about taking part.  The photos from our 2010 contest will be on display at “Art and 
Authors in the Park” on Sunday May 29th from 12 until 5 p.m. So you are invited to come out 
and visit our display. It's at Village Square in Stittsville.

We expect to be taking part in Canada Day again this year and the people staffing the booth love 
to have lots of people visit them so come on out and enjoy the activities.  We would like to be 
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part of festivities in other Goulbourn communities too so if you know of something that is going 
on, please email goulbournhistoricalsociety@gmail.com or call 613 836-2305 to let us know.
Pot luck picnic

This year's  pot-luck picnic will  be in the backyard  of our President,  Barbara Bottriell.   Our 
garden is not as spectacular as Lee Boltwood's but it's still a nice venue with trees and a pond, 
flowers and woods behind the property.  That will be on Saturday June 18th and all members of 
the Historical Society are invited to attend, rain or shine.  If it rains it will be indoors.  You'll be 
receiving directions for getting there, closer to the time.

Programs

We've had some wonderful programs this year with very good attendance. Some have attracted 
more than 60 people.  Kudos to Georgia Derrick and her program team.  We all appreciate the 
effort and imagination that goes into coming up with these programs.

We're  hoping to  work  on some projects  that  will  increase  our  Family History files  and our 
photographic records this year and we'll be republishing Bernie Shaw's “Ghosts of Goulbourn” 
shortly.  We'll keep you posted on how you can get your copy if you don't already have one.

Cheers for now.

Barbara Bottriell
President, Goulbourn Township Historical Society

THOUGHT TO PONDER

You can’t change the past but you can ruin the present by worrying over the future.

LOOKING BACK

INTERVIEW  WITH  FREEMY 

MCCAFFREY     -  Interview conducted  by 
Beth  Stackhouse  and  Joyce  Redwood  on 
January  27,  1979  and  transcribed  by 
G.T.H.S. member Cheryl McCoy.

     I was born on the farm four miles east 
of Richmond near Jockville on January 
23,  1899.  My father  was  a  farmer  and 
had sheep, pigs and cattle and, of course, 
farmers had horses to do the farm work. 
I  had seven sisters  and four brothers.  I 
am the second youngest and the only one 
that is living. I went to school at School 
Section  #9,  Nepean.  My  father  gave 
them  the  land  free  and  they  built  the 

school  on  it  and  called  it  McCullough 
School.  My  Dad’s  name  was 
McCullough. I went to school there until 
I  was  thirteen  and  then,  I  went  to 
Jockville to write my entrance. We were 
too far from the high school in Manotick 
so I had to remain at home and work on 
the farm. Each one had their chores to do 
and we had to do them before we went 
to  school.  The  school  was  only  two 
fields away from us. We used to get up 
at seven o’clock and milk the cows and 
get the milk ready to send to the cheese 
factory.  Sometimes,  we’d  take  it  when 
the men were busy.  Mother didn’t take 
any part in the farm. She raised turkeys, 
geese, ducks and chickens. She had to do 
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this  to  buy  clothes  for  so  many  of  a 
family.  It  wasn’t  like today.  My eldest 
sister, they sent her to Manotick and she 
learned a sewing course and she sewed 
for us all. We used to get print ten cents 
a yard or three yards for a quarter at the 
General Store in Manotick. She’d make 
our  dresses.  We used to walk down to 
Manotick General Store with a basket of 
eggs and that basket of eggs bought a lot 
that day. We traded the eggs for material 
or groceries or whatever we needed. We 
wore  flannel  a  lot  in  the  winter  for 
dresses  and  petticoats  and  used  it  for 
blankets and sheets.  I think the women 
made it on looms.
     Every 24th of May, the holiday when 
we  were  all  at  home,  we’d  drive  the 
sheep  three  miles  down  to  the  Jock 
River.  We’d herd them there while the 
big men would put them in the river and 
give  them  a  good  wash.  They’d  bring 
them home and shear them and send the 
wool away to a mill. Somewhere where 
it would be spun into yarn. Mother had 
her own spinning wheel.
     My father used to go to the bush in 
the fall. He just knew which tree needed 
to come down. He’d bring them home by 
horse  and  he’d  make  axe  handles, 
whipple trees,  neck yokes,  sleighs.  Big 
sleighs  drawn  by  horses  and  small 
sleighs  for  us  to  draw  wood  in.  We 
played with the sleighs too. We’d skate 
in the spring when there was a thaw and 
then freeze at night and we’d just get out 
and skate. 
     I met my husband at the 12th of July 
in  Ottawa  when  I  was  twenty.  I  was 
married at twenty-two and moved from, 
Manotick up to Richmond on his farm. I 
was on my own farm now on the Shea 
Road.
     I can see my Mother yet with those 
turkeys. They were awful things to run. 
She’d put her knitting under her arm and 

go  through  all  the  fields  looking  for 
those  turkeys  who  were  looking  for 
grubs  and  grasshoppers  to  eat.  She’d 
round  them  up  and  bring  them  home. 
The turkeys got their own feed. The fox 
used to come and take them but a turkey 
will go up and roost as high as they can 
get at night for protection. Especially up 
on top of a barn.  You could tell which 
way the wind was blowing by looking at 
the  turkeys  as  they  always  faced  the 
wind. If they didn’t, the wind would get 
under their feathers. The hens had a hen 
house but not the turkeys. 
     My youngest sister and I went down 
to the 12th with my brother in the horse 
and buggy.  Delmer, my husband I met, 
went  by  train.  They  all  went  by  train 
from Twin Elm. Delmer happened to be 
with my first cousin and they met us and 
we spent all day together. I had to come 
home by horse and buggy in time to milk 
and  he  came  home by train.  The  food 
was  all  provided  at  the  exhibition 
grounds. They had ball games.
     We lived on the farm on the Shea 
Road until  1958 when my father  got  a 
heart  attack.  We rented the  farm for  a 
few years,  then sold it  and bought  this 
lot  and  built  a  house.  We’ll  be  twenty 
years here in November. 
     I remember we used to drive by horse 
and buggy for the Richmond Fair. We’d 
go to Rielly House and put the horses in 
there; they all put their horses in there, 
and went across to the fair.  We went to 
Stanley’s Corners Anglican Church until 
it was struck by lightning and burnt and 
then, we came to Richmond church. 
     I loved the farm but one thing I hated 
was  being  all  dressed  up,  if  you  were 
visiting family or something, and having 
to rush home, change your clothes and 
go  out  to  milk  the  cows.  I  loved  the 
farming  and  if  I  was  young  again,  I 
would go right back to farming. 
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     We’d all turn out to milk the cows 
before  we  went  to  school.  We  milked 
outside in those days. We never milked 
in the winter time you see. We just had 
the summer cattle. Before they went dry 
in the fall, Mother had a big churn and 
would  make  enough  butter  until  the 
cows would freshen in the spring. They 
had no hydro or anything in those days. 
We had  a  little  milk  house  with  a  six 
foot hole dug and a little frame building 
over  it  and  they’d  have  boxes  down 
there  with  coarse  salt.  Mother  would 
pack  those  big  churns  with  butter  and 
put  them down in  those boxes  and fill 
around  them with  coarse  salt  and  that 
would keep them lovely and firm. 
     I started to crochet when I was about 
fourteen and had quit school. I’d crochet 
camisoles  and  bottoms,  slips  you  call 
them. We made quilts  and would quilt 
them in the winter time as there was no 
outside work to do.  Twice a week,  the 
men would get up at four o’clock in the 
morning and go to Byward Market with 
two loads of oats. It  was the only way 
they  had  of  making  money.  On  these 
mornings, we had to clean out after forty 
head  of  cattle,  let  them  out  and  give 
them  a  drink,  put  them  back  in,  feed 
them and fill the mangers with hay we 
threw down from the hay mow. I loved 
to work outside. I was a tomboy. Let me 
work  outside,  I  hated  to  work  in  the 
house.  Dad had a blacksmith shop and 
he  done  all  the  welding  and 
horseshoeing  for  his  own  farm.  Most 
farmers  had  to  go  to  Manotick  to  the 
blacksmith.  Dad  was  very  handy.  He 
could  build  sheds  and  cow  byres.  He 
never built any houses. He was more of 
a man to work for the neighbours than at 
home. He wouldn’t take pay, just a good 
natured man. I helped him in the smitty. 
I used to put the fire under the anvil. He 
used to join links of chain together and 

make horseshoes. We used wood for the 
blacksmith  fire.  All  farmers  had  their 
own bush lot. We kept a field of bush for 
wood. I‘d hold things for him and hold 
the  horses.  We  had  six  horses  always 
and had one driver for the cutter or the 
buggy. The rest were heavy horses. 
     I never got to church in my young 
days as there was so many of us. Mom 
and  Dad  would  go  in  the  horse  and 
buggy. One of the older ones could sit in 
the wee seat  in  the front.  Then,  in  the 
evenings,  they  had  service  at  seven 
o’clock  and  one  of  my brothers  would 
hitch  a  horse  to  an  express  with  two 
seats  and  the  bigger  ones  would go  in 
that. So, I never got to church really until 
the  older  ones  got  married  and  moved 
out. 
    I’ve done a lot of church work since to 
make  up  for  it.  When,  we  went  to 
Stanley’s Corners, we only had Sunday 
School from Easter until the fall. Never 
in winter as you’d never get the children 
out. I remember we had Rev. Cannon A. 
J. Meakin. I was in the cow byre the day 
he came out and said “I am looking for a 
Sunday School teacher”. I said I couldn’t 
do it and didn’t have time. Well, he said 
“you  bring  the  children  to  Sunday 
School,  will  you  take  it  until  I  get 
somebody?” That somebody didn’t come 
for eight  years.  I learned more in them 
eight years than I learned in my lifetime 
as I had to get their lessons prepared. It 
was a  great  thing you  know. Then, we 
sold and moved here or I might be still 
teaching. Rev. Meakin had the parishes 
in Richmond and Stanley’s Corners. He 
wanted  me  to  take  up  teaching  in 
Richmond and I said no that I’d not have 
Richmond  people  saying  McCaffrey’s 
coming to run this. I quit. 
     The only thing I go to now is the 
Senior  Citizens  every  Thursday  and 
bingo on Tuesday night so I don’t spend 
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much money. I’ve never went in the hole 
yet.  I used to buy tickets for years  and 
only won once, $25.00.
     In  the winter,  we kept one or two 
cows separate from the others and they 
gave us milk to put us over the winter. 
We raised  our  own beef  and  pigs.  We 
salted the pork down in big barrels and 
the beef;  we used to can it  in quart  or 
gallon sealers.  There  is  a  right  time of 
the moon to kill a pig. My father could 
go out and see them frying meat and it 
would be jumping and spitting all over 
and he’d say “that pig was killed at the 
wrong time”. There is a certain time of 
the moon but I forget. One time we had a 
clergy, Rev. Bannell and he was at this 
place in Fallowfield for dinner. He told 
me that they had pork and it was lovely 
and brown. He didn’t like to ask them so 
he asked me how they got it that lovely 
brown. Well, I said “you parboil it twice 
to get the salt out and then you put milk 
on it and that makes it brown. Our own 
pork was lovely.
     If  a cow freshened after we started 
shipping  to  the  factory,  often  the  calf 
would be killed to save the milk for the 
factory. They often just killed the calves 
in them days. I used to take the calf and 
raise  it  by feeding it  myself.  The  men 
killed it in the fall and I canned it. Oh, 
was  that  ever  delicious.  It  was so nice 
when  you  went  to  church  on  Sunday 
morning and come home and bring up a 
sealer  and  warm it  up in  a  pot  on the 
stove and the gravy was with it.  When 
the beef was killed in the spring of the 
year,  I’d bring it in and cut up in little 
squares,  sterilize  the  sealers  well,  pack 
the  sealers  full  of  beef  and  put  a 
teaspoon of salt on the top. I had a big 
boiler with a rack on it and I would fill 
that  and  cook  four  hours.  The  beef 
would be frozen all winter and when it 

started to thaw out, I  would can it  and 
we’d have it all summer. 
     My son Eldon worked at the flax mill 
before it burnt. That was before the war 
as Eldon joined up when the war came. 
It  was  a  very big building like a  barn. 
The farmers around grew it just like oats 
or  barley  and  took  it  in  there.  It  was 
never  replaced.  Flax  is  never  grown 
anymore. 
      All the children went to the public 
school  on  Huntley  that  burnt  down. 
When  the  three  oldest  boys  were 
finished there,  we bought  an  old horse 
and they used to drive in to high school 
in  Richmond.  George  Argue,  a 
neighbour  of  ours,  had  moved  in  to 
where  Mr.  Bob  Green  used  to  be,  and 
they’d put the horse in their stable and 
go  to  school.  That  high school  was on 
the  backstreet  near  the  post  office.  I 
remember when that school burnt. They 
went  to  school  then  in  the  Town  Hall 
and that is the building that they moved 
across the road and is what we call the 
dining hall. 
     Every Christmas, the churches put on 
Christmas concerts and everybody went. 
I never took part as I was too far away 
but I loved to go. Santa Claus came and 
the children got presents. We went to the 
bush  to  cut  our  Christmas  tree.  We’d 
string  popcorn,  grew  it  ourselves, 
coloured paper, red, white and blue, and 
we’d  make  chains  out  of  it.  It  wasn’t 
tissue  paper  as  it  was  too  dear.  There 
was  no  such  a  thing  as  Christmas 
ornaments  then.  Our  stockings  we’d 
hang  up  were  home  knit.  My  mother 
made  socks.  We never  had candles  on 
the tree as they were too dangerous. We 
got homemade presents. Maybe, one of 
my older sisters would make me a dress. 
It  wasn’t  something to play with at all. 
Always  something  to  wear.  We  never 
got  dolls.  We  used  to  make  them 

12



ourselves out of old socks. We never had 
a  ball  to  play  with  except  when  the 
men’s  socks were  wore  out,  we’d take 
the top part and unravel them and wind it 
up to make a ball. That’s all we had to 
play with. Balls made out of yarn. 
     We played games like tag and hide 
and seek or ball. I remember so well, we 
couldn’t lift a bat or anything on Sunday. 
My father wouldn’t even let us go in our 
bare  feel  on  a  Sunday.  There  was  so 
many of us and we’d congregate around 
the  kitchen  table  for  breakfast  and  we 
couldn’t leave that table until Dad read a 
chapter out of the bible and had prayer. 
Then, we’d get up and run like deer. He 
was a  great  man to  read  the bible.  On 
Sundays,  we’d  walk  back  to  the  bush 
and pick flowers and things. 
     We had a well with a wooden pump 
and  we’d  stand  there  day  after  day 
pumping  water  for  all  the  cattle. 
Through  time,  they  got  the  windmill 
going and the windmill did the work. We 
carried water to the house too. We had a 
wooden bath tub that Dad made out of 
trees.  They’d  go  to  the  bush  and  cut 
down the biggest tree they could get. He 
used a broad axe and hewed them trees 
all out, leave the ends on and the sides, 
and make water tanks for the animals. In 
the  summer,  they’d  fill  one  of  these 
tanks with  water  and  we’d  put  the big 
factory  cans  of  milk  in  them  to  keep 
overnight. He’d make small troughs for 
the pigs  to eat  out of and ones for  the 
calves. They had to make everything. It 
was nice to watch them hewing this out. 
I remember it so well. When, we needed 
to  fill  the  tank  with  fresh  water,  we 
would just tip it over as it was round. 
     Our house was clapboard. That house 
is still standing and people living in it. It 
is still a farm. I have not seen it for years 
but I know the people that bought it. 

     We had big barrels that we salted the 
pork down in.  They would saw that  in 
two and we’d have that to take a bath in. 
We  always  bathed  outside  so  I  don’t 
think we got  many baths  in the winter 
time. You’d fill that tub in the daytime 
and the sun would warm it. 
     My mother cooked on a little wood 
stove with four holes in it but no back or 
anything.  In  years  to  come,  they  got 
these ranges with a back and a warming 
closet. She’d bake all her own bread and 
buns. She was a good cook. As the older 
ones grew up, they took over baking, not 
the bread or buns though. Mother always 
made  them.  We got  our  wheat  ground 
over at Dickinson’s Mill in Manotick. 
     Washing  the  dishes  was  a 
monumental  task  with  twelve  children. 
Just had a dish pan to wash them in and 
we had to heat all the water. To wash the 
bedding  and clothing,  Mother  used  the 
washboard  and  tub.  Imagine  washing 
those big homespun blankets like that. 
     I can remember the churn she had just 
like a cradle. She’d put the cream in and 
rock  it.  Then,  we  got  the  little  dash 
churns and then, the big barrel churns.
     To  heat  the  house,  we  had  the 
cookstove in the kitchen and a big box 
stove in the dining room. You could take 
the top off and put a log in and it would 
go all  night.  The registers were around 
the  stove  pipes  and  that  would  let  the 
heat upstairs. We used to hook rugs for 
the  floor.  They used  to  wallpaper,  one 
layer over the other, as the old logs were 
all cracks. The more paper you had on, 
the nicer it was. They were all paper. 
     We had lamps and that was a chore. 
Every  morning,  bring  those  lamps  all 
downstairs  and gather  them all  up and 
wash  and  clean  them and  fill  them up 
with  coal  oil  ready  for  the  night.  We 
sewed by the lamp light and thought we 
could  see  fine.  Didn’t  know  any 
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different.  Not  many wore  glasses  back 
then. My Father and Mother never wore 
glasses  and  he  lived  to  be  86.  Mother 
could still see to sew and knit. 
     In them days, there were quite a few 
doctors. Mind you, when you got a pain 
or ache, you didn’t run to the doctor like 
you  do  today.  My  Mother  had  a  big 
doctor’s  book,  three  inches  deep,  and 
when one of us would get a sore throat 
she’d hunt through that  and she’d treat 
us by what the book would say.  If  you 
took  a  pain,  she’d  treat  it.  When  you 
took  an  ear  ache,  she’d  put  hen  oil  in 
your ear. I remember well killing a hen 
and saving the fat out of it and rendering 
it down and putting it in bottles. When I 
had my boys  I’d  warm it and put it  in 
their ears with cotton batting. Goose oil 
was  for  your  chest.  If  you  had  a cold, 
Mother  would  mix  up  goose  oil  and 
mustard and put it between two pieces of 
worn out sheets and put it on your chest. 
Goose oil wouldn’t let the mustard burn 
you.  I remember having flannel around 
my neck  with coal  oil  on it  for  a  sore 
throat. I had it too strong one time and it 
took  the  skin  off  my  neck.  If  you 
sprained your ankle, you had it charmed. 
My Mother  used  herbs  when  we  were 
babies.  She  stewed  them on  the  stove. 
They had their own cures in them days. 
They  didn’t  seem  to  require  dentists 
back then. The food was different from 
today. There was no such a thing as false 
teeth. Their teeth lasted. My Father had 
his own teeth at 86 years of age. 
     When a baby was being born, you 
just called in a neighbour’s wife. When 

my six were born, they were all born in 
my  house  out  there  and  that’s  just  57 
years  ago.  Some  people  died  from 
appendicitis  and  pneumonia  and  didn’t 
know what it was.
     For making soap, my mother used to 
have  the  big  pot  outside  with  rocks 
under it and we used to build the wood 
under it and start the fire. They saved the 
scraps  of lard,  the fat  off the pork and 
put that in and Gillette’s lye and boil it. 
It  was good soap,  real  white  and hard. 
They left it unwrapped and used to put it 
up to  dry around the stove  pipe in  the 
summer  kitchen.  You  used  that  for 
laundry  too.  The  Gillette’s  lye  was  a 
bleach.  You  used  to  spread  the  white 
things  on  the  grass  to  dry  and  bleach 
more.  In  the  winter,  the  laundry  was 
hung in the house and upstairs out over 
the  winter  kitchen.  The  pipe  from  the 
kitchen stove went up through that room. 
You used flannelette diapers for babies 
and  made  them  yourself.  We  used 
binders  then  but  don’t  anymore.  I 
remember,  you  made  them  about  six 
inches  wide  and  that  was  bound  all 
around them. You’d save the old, worn 
out,  homespun  woollen  blankets  and 
save the best parts and wrap the babies 
feet  in  them to  keep  them warm.  You 
had to as there was no steady heat. It was 
pretty cold at  times.  The children were 
much more healthier and hardier in those 
days.  
     I have enjoyed looking back over the 
years. It makes me feel a lot younger.

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

GOULBOURN MUSEUM 

Public Visiting Hours
— ALL YEAR—

Tuesday thru Friday & Sunday’s
1:00 – 4 p.m.

 THE NEWSLETTER COMMITTEE

  We are looking for creative writers; a 
memoir, historical extracts, and items of 
interest.  Please contact  Virginia at  613-

836-1556 if  you  think  you  have 
something you’d like to share.
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********************************RECIPES*******************************
With Spring dragging on and on, we ask ourselves … “When will it ever warm up?” 
Therefore I’ve decided to include some recipes for some comforting soups to appease the 
late summer arrival. These come from the cookbook called ‘Friends of Hope Cookbook’ 
which  is  published  on behalf  of  the  CancerCare  Manitoba,  Breast  Cancer,  Centre  of 
Hope.

BARLEY SOUP
Donna Swistun

1 tbsp. olive oil 3 c. sliced mushrooms
          1onion, chopped ¾ c. pearl barley

6 c. vegetable or chicken stock 2 c. water
      2 bay leaves ¼ tsp. pepper

       3 c. diced potatoes ½ tsp. salt
      1 ½ c. diced carrots ¼ c. fresh parsley

½ c. Parmesan or Cheddar cheese (optional)

: In  a large saucepan, heat  oil over medium heat  and cook onion until  softened. Add 
mushrooms and cook until softened. Add barley and cook for 1 minute. Add vegetable 
stock, water, pepper and bay leaves. Bring to a boil and simmer, covered, for 1 hour.
: Add potatoes, carrots and salt. Return to a boil and simmer until vegetables are done 
(about  30  minutes).  Taste  and  adjust  seasonings.  Ladle  into  bowls  and  garnish  with 
cheese and parsley. 
: Good source of fibre and iron. Per serving: 250 calories.

KEN’S HOMEMADE HAMBURGER SOUP MADE WITH GROUND CHICKEN
Margaret-Ann Smith

A light and delicious soup.

1 lb. ground chicken Salt, to taste
1 sm. onion, chopped 7 c. chicken or vegetable stock
1 garlic clove, minced ½ c. chopped mushrooms
2 stalks celery, chopped ½ c. chopped fresh basil
1 sm. red pepper, chopped ½ c. chopped carrots
1 tsp. mustard ½ c. fresh Parmesan cheese
½ tsp. horseradish ½ c. chopped fresh parsley

Brown chicken in a saucepan. Add onion and garlic; continue browning until chicken is 
cooked through. Stir in celery,  red pepper, mustard and horseradish. Season with salt. 
Sauté a few minutes.

Add stock, mushrooms and carrots. Bring to a boil, and then simmer for 30 minutes. Add 
fresh basil and parsley;  simmer for another 5 to 10 minutes.  Garnish each bowl with 
grated fresh Parmesan cheese and serve. 
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************************************************************************

Obituaries – Goulbourn Residents

BILODEAU,  JAY  RHEAL -  On  March  28, 
2011,  aged  22,  son  of  Rheal  and  Janet  and 
brother of Renee.  Grandson of Ellen Harrison 
(the late Bill) and Gerry Bilodeau (Vi) and the 
late Aline.

BOBIER,  AUDREY  MARTHA  K. (nee 
CASSIDY) - On January 4, 2011, aged 78, wife 
of  the  late  J.  Sydney  Bobier  and  mother  of 
David  (Kim Foster),  Harold  (Jolieann  Joseph) 
and the late Robert (Steffanie).  Daughter of the 
late Herman and Lillian Cassidy.  Predeceased 
by  her  brothers  Harold,  Ebert  and  Lorne. 
Survived by 5 grandchildren.

CORDUKES, WILLIAM ERIC - On January 
22,  2011,  aged  88,  husband  of  Barbara  and 
father  of  John  (Heather)  and  Laura.   Also 
survived by 2 grandchildren and his brothers, Ed 
(Fran) and Don (Hilda).

DOWDALL, SAMUEL JAMES RUSSELL - 
On March 31, 2011, in his 93rd year, husband of 
Lois  (nee  Roe)  and  father  of  Elvyn  (Arlene 
McCabe),  Linda  (Lothar  Klimpel),  Joan  (Jim 
Bradley),  Laurie  (Peter  Popowicz)  and  Joyce. 
Son  of  the  late  Sam  and  Millie  Dowdall. 
Grandfather of 10 and respected brother-in-law 
of  Dorothy  (the  late  Gerald  Roe,  Thelma  (the 
late  Leonard  Moore),  late  Eleida  (late  Bernie 
Devine),  Glenys  (Gerald  Smallshaw),  the  late 
Hillis and Verna Roe, Mary (the late Keith Roe), 
Garth  Garland  (the  late  Marilyn),  Reg  Roe 
(Leslie) and Lorraine (Mel Hanna), all members 
of a Goulbourn pioneer family.

EAKINS,  SHIRLEY  HAVERGAL  LEGGE 

(nee  HILL)  -  On  January  17,  2011,  aged  91, 
wife  of the  late  J.  Warner Eakins.   Mother  of 
Peter (Deborah),  Patsy, Andrew (Wendy)  John 
(Geri), grandmother of 7 and great grandmother 
of 8.  Also survived by her brother Harry Hill.

FOSTER,  MINERVA  ANNIE (nee 
DAVIDSON) -  On March  27,  2011,  aged  85, 
wife of the late Garnet and mother of Steven 

(Wendy), Janet and Bruce (Wendy).  Survived 
by 3 grandchildren.

GREATREX, ALLAN - On January 14, 2011, 
aged  66,  husband  of  Helen  (nee  Steele)  and 
father of Richard (Tara) and Steven.  Survived 
by one granddaughter, his mother, Joan, and six 
brothers and sisters.

GRILLS, IRIS JOAN - On January 16, 2011, 
aged 88, wife of the late Don and mother of Bob 
(Debbi),  Arlene  Thomas  and  Doug  (Nancy). 
Also survived by 7 grandchildren and 6 great-
grandchildren.

HIRON, FRANCES DOREEN (nee WHYTE) 
- On February 15, 2011, aged 78, wife of Don 
and mother of Brad (Suzanne),  Jeffrey (Cheri) 
and Jonathan (Lisa Strange).  Grandmother of 2 
and  sister  of  Tory  (Peter  Cuff)  and  Barbara 
Miller.

LUECK,  FLOYD -  On  December  30,  2010, 
aged  70,  husband  of  Pat  and  father  of  Kevin 
(Angela),  Kristine  (Bryan  Parr)  and  Craig 
(Sandra).  Also survived by 5 grandchildren.

McEACHERN,  STEPHEN -  On  January 13, 
2011, aged 84, husband of the late Dorothy and 
father  of  Louise,  Margaret,  Deborah  (Patrick 
Timmons), Robert (Victoria), Catherine and the 
late Ronalda.  Survived by 9 grandchildren.

OWENS,  CHARLES  D.  -  On  January  15, 
2011,  in  his  90th  year,  husband  of  Lilly  and 
father  of  Linda  (Carl  Johns),  Tommy (Diane), 
Jimmy  (Sylvia).   Grandfather  of  9  and  great-
grandfather of 7.
 
PICKETT, EVELYN - On January 17, 2011, 
aged  73,  wife  of  the  late  John  and  mother  of 
Doug, Sandy (Kim Rankin) and the late Randy 
(Phil).  Also survived by 3 grandchildren and 3 
great-grandchildren.
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PICKETT, JOHN - On January 9, 2011, aged 
74,  husband  of  Evelyn  and  father  of  Doug, 
Sandy (Kim Rankin) and the late Randy (Phil). 
Also survived by 3 grandchildren and 3 great-
grandchildren.

TUBMAN,  GEORGE -  On  December  31, 
2010,  aged 86, son of the late Roy and Jessie 
(nee  Bradley).   Brother  of  Audrey,  Howard 
(Shirley),  the  late  Isabel  and  the  late  Tom.

Obituaries - Former Goulbourn Residents

REGEL, ANNI (nee Rink) - In  Kitchener, on 
February 13, 2011, widow of Werner Regel and 
mother of Steve (Barb), Angela (Robert Lamb) 
and  Mary-Lou  (Glen  Livock).   Formerly  of 
Stittsville.

SAUNDERS,  SAMUEL  EDWARD -  On 
March  28,  2011,  aged  75,  husband  of  Alice 
(Holbein)  and  father  of  Shawn  and  Mark 
(Melissa).   Grandfather  of  1  and  brother  of 
Angus (Hazel) and the late Eileen (James).

Obituaries – Out-of-town Relatives

CARKNER,  MAGGIE  ANN  GRIEG (nee 
McRobbie)  -  On  January  6,  2011,  mother  of 
Elizabeth (Tom Beckett) of Munster Hamlet.

DEVINE, BERNARD JOSEPH - On February 
10, 2011, in his 90th year, husband of the late 
Eleida Roe. 

DUNCAN, HELEN FORSYTHE - On March 
26 2011, aged 89, mother of Robert (Cheryl) of 
Richmond.

EASEY, GWEN (nee NAVIN) - On December 
24, 2010, mother of the Reverend Jim Baldwin 
(Valerie) of Stittsville, and step-mother of Robin 
Easey (Glennis) of Richmond.

JENKINS,  ANDREW  CHESNEY -  On 
February  10,  2011,  grandfather  of  Andrea 
(Jamie) Pollack of Stittsville.

LINES,  MILDRED (nee  PURDY) -  On 
February  16,  2011,  aged  83,  mother  of  Brian 
(Anne) of Stittsville.

McINTOSH,  KATHLEEN  MARY 

MARGARET - On February 13, 2011, sister of 
Maureen (Robert Thompson) of Stittsville.

McCAGG, ALLAN - On March 10, 2011, aged 
74, father of Kim McKay (Mark) of Richmond.

POSTON,  JOHN -  On   February  11,  2011, 
aged  75,  brother  of  Joy  (Ralph  Heazle)  of 
Richmond.

TAYLOR, AUBREY - On February 5k 2011, 
aged  83,  brother  of  Kathleen  Harrison  (late 
John) of Richmond.

MacFARLANE,  SCOTT -  On  January  27, 
2011,  son of  Olive (nee  Belyea)  of  Stittsville, 
and the late Herbert MacFarlane.

SELTITZ, GUENTHER (JIM) - On January 2, 
2011,  aged  73,  father  of  Bob  (Debbie)  of 
Stittsville.

YOUNG, JACK - On April 1, 2011, aged 58, 
brother  of  Iris  Young  (Peter  Quarrinton)  of 
Stittsville.
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GOULBOURN TOWNSHIP HISTORICAL SOCIETY

 MEMBERSHIP FORM

(Currently, SINGLE & FAMILY memberships are the same cost = $15)

Please complete this form whether you are renewing your membership or applying 

for membership the first time

Name:___________________________   _________________________________
           (Last)                                                                    (first)

Name of Spouse/Partner (if applicable):  __________________________________

Address: ___________________________________________________________
City/Town:_______________________Province_________Postal Code_________

Phone Number (with Area Code):________________________________________
e-mail Address (if applicable):__________________________________________
e-mail address of Spouse/Partner (if different):______________________________

Membership Renewal: ($15/yr)           Single_____      Family ______
New Member:              ($15/yr)           Single_____      Family ______
Donation:            ______
Total Amount:                     _______

   
Methods of Payment:     
Cash,    
or Cheque made payable to the “Goulbourn Township Historical Society”. 
Please  mail to:
Goulbourn Township Historical Society

PO Box 621, 2064 Huntley Road

Stittsville, ON K2S 1A7, Canada

Receipts for income tax purposes will be sent to you at a later date.

NEWSLETTER: 

The GTHS newsletter, The Goulbourn News, is published quarterly and sent to all members free 
of charge. You can help the GTHS keep postage costs down by requesting your copy be sent to 
you via e-mail. I would like to receive my copy by: e-mail [    ]

************************************************************************
For GTHS Membership Office use only

Dues for the period: April 1 – March 31,   2011 - 2012

Date Received: _____________  

Amended 2011
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