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INTRODUCTION.

“You are doing what we should have done twenty years
ago, before the old pioneers were gone.”” This was said by one
of the most noted men of the Valley. At the time he spoke,
I did not know how truly he spoke. When I began to hunt out
the data of the early days, I was met by the oft repeated: ““If
you had only been here before grandfather died! Why, he
could have told you just what you want to know!"” With
“Grandfather” dead, it has been a tedious task, but then the
descendants of “Granpa’ have been so delightful that time has
not seemed long, and when I have finished and gone to another
country, I am sure that my mind will ever return to these
*Children of the Pioneers,"” for they have been kind to me.

I do not give this work as perfect—I was not here “twenty
years ago,” and have had to glean from their memories (some
of which have proved little short of marvellous) and so have
done what I could to preserve the records for succeeding genera-
tions. I do not give it as a perfect work, since in some instances,
my only source of information was memories which were not
marvellous, and as no written records had been kept, in these
instances, I have been compelled to rely upon the best obtain-
able. As many will know, I have spared neither time nor effort
in my search.

That many errors will have been recorded I do not doubt, but
the errors are the reason of each family being more careful in
the keeping of their family data. I have recorded as the facts
have been given me. In subsequent editions, if subsequent
editions there be, I shall be greatly pleased to correct anything
not correct herein. Do not find fault—any one can do that,
if not a thing else—but send corrections, if you would have accur-
acy to go down to the ‘future.

I cannot pass without paying a just tribute to the memories
of many a one who has helped me in this work, whose work on
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earth is done. No one can realize how fast the old are going,
unless that one has come in contact with them as I have. I
began my search, now (July, 1906) almost a year ago. Since
that time the following dear old people—who gave me kindly
information—have all gone to their reward: Mrs. John Nesbitt,
Joseph Neill, George Simmons, Samuel Benedict, N. E. Cormier,
Thomas Symmes and Alex. Lavigne, while many others of whom
I have written have passed over to the great majority.

The growth and changes of a community are so marked
that even during the printing of a book, after the manuscript
has been handed to the printer, one would need to follow the
edition with an immediate other to be up-to-date.

Aylmer has—since the “end’''—a long needed drug store,
“The White," and another tailor, Wm. Fitzsimmons, and some
new factories in sight. The name of Aylmer's fourth lawyer,
Hector Chauvin, was missed in the setting up.

On page 85, Part III, I predicted that Sir Wilfrid Laurier,
“supported by all who have at heart the good of the Nation,"
would do a certain thing. The vote has since passed—passed
between the printing and the binding of this book—and the

work will soon begin, and the rest of the prediction will come
true.



DEDICATION.

To the People of South Hull and Aylmer, whose generous
hospitality I have richly enjoyed, during the past year, do I
most heartily dedicate this work, telling of the past and present
of their country. ]

I would include in this dedication, another one who though
not a Canadian, yet whose interest in his adopted land has made
possible much of my work in Canada. @ When I would have
grown heart tired, his kindly “Go on" has ever given me re-
newed encouragement for further effort, and if my stories and
descriptions of this beautiful country bring others to see and know
of it, much must be credited to this young man, whose four
years' energy has left its mark across the continent in vast
works in manufactory of the building material of the future,
It is therefore a pleasure to include, in the Dedication, the name
of Joseph S. Irvin.



MY PATRONS.

If any merit be found within this book, 1 make no claim to
it. The credit must all be given to the friends who have so
kindly made it possible for me to record and publish the
gathered information. With the small field in which to expect
to find readers of a local book, it would have been an impossi-
bility to produce a work of this expensive nature without the
assistance of those interested, To the Patrons, whose names
I record with hearty thanks, is' due this work. The succeeding
generations, as well as the reader of the present, must ever
thank them. They will forget the writer, but the sons and
daughters of these Patrons will be more pleased to see, upon this
list, the name of ‘“‘grandfather’ than had ‘grandfather left
them a few more dollars.

LIST OF PATRONS.
Wm. Allen.

Colonel H. Allan Bate, Birks Manufacturing Jewellers,
James Baillie, Wm. George and Walter Benedict, A. E. Beaudry.

S. 8. Cushman, P, Clark, J. Cardinal, Mrs, Frank L. Car-
penter, Mrs. F. L. Childs, Captain John Curry.

E. B. Devlin, M.P., G. L. Dumouchel.

Mayor Samuel H. Edey, Moses C. Edey, Richard Edey,
Edna M. Edey, Johnston Edgerly.

I. A. Farquharson, Harry and Wm. Flynn, T. P. Foran,
Joseph Fulford.

Dr. C. E. Graham, Frank Grimes, W. E. Gowling.

Mrs. A. M. Holt, Colonel W. G. Hurdman, Dr. H. P. Hud-
son, Mrs. John Huckell,

Joseph S. Irvin.

L. B. C. Kutz, Alonzo Klock, James B. Klock, M.P., Edwy
Kenny.

Hon. Frank R. Latchford, Frank Leamy, Charles Leamy,
Thomas Lindsay, Samuel G, Lindsay, Mrs. T. E. Lord,

Mrs. James Maxwell, Wm. Maxwell, Mrs. Robert Maxwell,
Napoleon Mathe, Miss Minnie McLean, Hector and Archibald
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McLean, Alex Moffatt, W. G. Mulligan, Frank Murtagh, George
McKay, J. M. McDougall, H. W. Mohr, Charles Moore.

Mrs. Joseph Neill, J. K. Neill.

Henry Olmsted, Charles Olmsted.

James K. Paisley, Miss Eva Parker, Daniel Pink.

Dr. Edward L. Quirk.

Robert Radmore, Edward J. Rainboth, Robert and Thomas
Ritchie, Colonel S. Maynard Rogers.

R. H. Sayer, Mayor Thomas D. Sayer, René de Salaberry,
Judge Joseph T. St. Julien, Edward S. Skead, Herbert Simmons,
Wm. A. Stanger, Mrs. T. W. Symmes, Mrs. Thomas Symmes,
Harry Symmes.

W. R. Taylor, W. J. Topley.

John Wright, Orange Wright, Albert E. Wright, Church P.
Wright, Alice Wright, Christopher Wright, Dr. J. J. E. Woods.

SPECIAL PATRONS.

For Robert Kenny, Pioneer—Samuel H. Edey.

For Samuel Edey, Pioneer—Samuel H. Edey and Luther
Edey, Jr.

For Frank Maxwell, Pioneer—Samuel H. Edey.

For Methodist Church—Miss Edna Edey.

For Presbyterian Church—Miss Minnie McLean.

For Anglican Church—R. H. Sayer, Thomas D. Sayer,
George McKay, Thomas Ritchie.

For Catholic Church—Father A. A. Labelle, Father Emery,
René de Salaberry, Napoleon Devlin, John Jacques, P. Chart-
rand, Mother Superior of Convent.

For Joseph Wyman, Pioneer—Moses C. Edey, Richard
Edey, H. W. Mohr.

For Philemon Wright—Mrs. T. E. Lord, Dr. C. E. Graham.

For Benjamin Hooper Wright, Pioneer—Miss Alice Wright,
Mrs. Robert Maxwell, Albert E. Wright, John Wright, Orange
Wright, J. R. McCauley, George W. Goudie, Dr. N. W. Cleary,
Christopher Wright.

For John Wright, Pioneer—Church P. Wright.

For Wm. H. McConnell—Wm. George, Robert and Conrad
McConnell and W, A. Sutherland.

For the Mountain Road District—W. E. Gowling, F. X.
Larose, Church P. Wright and Harry Symmes.

For James Finlayson Taylor, Pioneer—Moses C. Edey,
Richard Edey and H. W. Mohr.

For South Hull—The Council.



ullr ‘llll_\_ﬂ -:'\—i'u

h_ _. | - |-|_l ¥
U L | .H_u-,- -U.-|u| B e
|*1 L - L

III v
|I_- r-'l_‘: Lh- "#I*-' lr.li-l'.l '
. H' N ¥y W Wt s A
y 'Hl. L ‘l;‘ ey T :‘n' —'-1-”'
' LN
I i -y

”J.III.,'I T "

! ! gt ||I'I" SV
: ol



PART LI




!

e ",r, s ‘-'ﬂ
: i ; I ‘| H,mhM “‘\I:'Ll 1
i ¥ ‘L”;I"” g’y 'H"H||” .”,_11 -H T H
<A ..|:L|:-.L B I L
l i - .II'HIn]ﬂ }HJ!IHI ”IU‘Irlin-“. .
4 ||..|]|-\‘ .||rLI HT -\.,'I|I ':"'.“ IH-.‘H .

g FRs o i

II ] Jl H‘Ig‘hli |! I--l" N Ll ‘..' i . n WII "”'k”.”

IHh uI”Lrlu 2y X - l 1 2 'lrl‘” 'l'

/ A ||| il 4u‘|‘| ". £l
11 = |’ ‘ || 1\1 ":y .lr.:
-'l-TnJ. o d Lt
Pl gl i,

AN b |
'I.I. ] 1| = LA -<|. ; y
ey Iﬁ, ]

1} ’Ii.u \I

'ilu N |||||
) }ﬂu . ri|‘| ”""
T .ﬁ” |

fijd " ‘ \|| . fiE
o 1] " 1l
| it LE u

‘lll }|
' ! (i e L

I . U it TI b “'," Ijl‘m’ gy llh
{"‘“‘."‘.}H"‘I'I' ) ‘3 v oA ‘r'{‘ -
R Y l””"ll L7 —'l r .{l"._.‘~.ll"’ '|5J .|-

‘, X % st | A | IO
..fl 3 N i Tyl Bt '

vtk )

it
¥ g







Sours Hrrr CouxeiL.

1. Mavor Samuver H., Epey. 4. Wwum. McCoNNELL.
2. Caprain Jonx CURRrIE. 5. JoseErH FuLFORD.
3. Wwu. Avnes. 6. Wwm. MAXWELL.
7. Souire James Balnvie.




SOUTH HULL.

THE HULL OF 'EM.

“Rube, can you get the run of things political here in the
Township of Hull?"” asked the Colonel, one day when first we
started in to solve the municipal mysteries of the Township.

“Not yet, Colonel, not yet. Every time we come over we
find a new Municipality.”

This ran on for several months, but finally (I guess it is
“Finally,” but will not give it as a statement to be bet on, as a
large wager) we found that there are: Hull City, in the south-
east corner; Aylmer, near the south-west corner; East Hull,in the
north-west corner, around Cantley; West Hull, about Chelsea;
and South Hull, almost any old place between. Of course there
is no particular need of all this subdividing of a small Township,
or at least we thought there was no need. We thought that
there was no need, until we met the politicians of Hull, and
then the wonder was how that they could all find places with only
five municipalities to officer. And again the wonder was how
that at election time they could find enough lay citizens to do
the voting to make it legal. We have

TIM CAMPBELL AND THE CONSTITUTION.

since been led to think of Tim Campbell’s comment on the Con”
stitution. Some one once asked Tim: *‘‘Tim, old man, is that
constitutional? Is it legal?"

“To Hull with the constitution! What's the constitution
among friends!"”

At the time Tim said that I didn’t know that he knew his
geography well enough to know that there was such a place as
Hull. I know I didn't at that date. But now I see that he not
only knew this Township, but he must have known that here
small things don't bother the politicians, and the rest of the
people are so few that they don't count anyhow. Yes, there
was a whole lot more in Tim’s head than we used to give him
credit for. Poor old Tim is dead, but I find that his philosophy
still lives on here in Hull Township.

I might be wrong in speaking of these good people as politi-
cians. You must remember, dear reader (I say ‘‘dear reader,”
so that we can get up close and have a real confidential chat about
things political) that there are nearly as many kinds of politics
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as there are ways of GETTING A CART HORSE OUT OF A SEWER,
which number of ways, you know, is always governed by the size
of the crowd, There are politicians for the “‘boodle" there is in
it, others for the high honor, more for the aid to business, still
more to assist your brother-in-law to pick off some nice plums.
Some go into politics for the *'junkettings' with champagne,
frillings and things on the side, still others for trips at the city's
expense, to some capital in a foreign land, ostensibly to buy books

iJ' e B T
A

Junketing with Champagne-Frillings and things on the side.

for a library, but in reality to try a new means of spending the
people's money and to give a bit of polish to the messenger sent
with a marked catalog, showing the books, which any bookstore-
keeper in the place could have better ordered, since he would
know a book when he saw it. Of course this would not be
politically proper, in fact there would not be any politics in it
at all—so little “graft’’ that I am doubtful # the possible donor
of the library would feel that the politicians fully appreciated

HULL POLITICIANS UNIQUE.

his gift. There are many other varieties of politicians who go
into politics for several hundred other reasons, but not one of all
these sorts and kinds would fit the variety found in some of these
municipalities here in Hull Township. Of course I run a great
risk of losing my high reputation as a stickler for truth, under all
and every circumstance, and yet I must run this risk and shall.
You may have your own way and believe me or not as you choose,
but I am going to tell you of this absolutely unique species they
have here. THEY WORK FOR NOTHING AND ARE IN POLITICS TO
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SAVE MONEY POR THE PEOPLE. Don't believe it! I knew you
wouldn’t, Things unique are indeed hard to believe, but I can
prove what I say. I could name and may name a municipality
in this Township that only pays 3 mills

MAYOR AND COUNCIL PAY FOR THE BAIT.

on one fourth valuation. The Mayor and his Council when they
go fishing even pay for their own bait—and the Colonel pronoun-
ces the ‘“ Bait” a most excellent brand. He should know as he is
“a gentleman, a scholar and a good judge of bait,"” and we
were both along, on one of the Mayor and Council’s fishing
excursions. To be sure we didn’t ecatch any fish, but enjoyed
the outing just the same. We didn’t catch a fish, nor did we
bring any of the bait back, but we did have lots of fun, and we will
go again at any time that the South Hull Council says the word.

SOUTH HULL.

This part of the Township may be said to have been settled
before the present City of Hull, since farming was to the early
pioneers of paramount interest, and this was then as now the
farming land. All along the *' Britannia Road’’ (now the Aylmer
Road), was laid out in farms and here was done the first clearing.
The ‘‘Britannia" farm was in this municipality, and most of
“Columbia'’ was also within what is now South Hull.

Come with the Colonel and me for a leisurely walk out into
South Hull municipality. We will take the beautiful Aylmer
Road, which leaves Hull City from the west, along the grand old
Ottawa River, which is in view almost the whole way to the
historic village of Aylmer. There will be so much of real
interest that I am sure you will not grow tired.

ALONG THE AYLMER ROAD.

‘When Philemon Wright came to Hull almost his first busi-
ness was to see that he could get out of town if he wished. He
began by making a road to the west. In 1832, when Joseph
Bouchette visited Hull he found a fine road running to Aylmer
which had started two years before. He speaks particularly of it.
“It is called,” said he “The Britannia Road.” He then went
_on to describe how it was built, which showed the manner in

which Philemon did things, which was most thorough. It did
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not run as it does now, as Colonel Coutlee says he can remember
seeing the old line that varied quite considerable from the present,
and yet it was practically the same as now. The most difference
was, that then it ran much farther south at the point where is now
the St. Paul’'s Catholic Cemetery, east of Aylmer. That part
was then a swamp.

In 1849 a company began macadamizing it throughout its
full length from Hull to Aylmer, some eight miles. It was
finished in 1850. It was let out in mile contracts, the farmers
hauling the stone from off their farms for the macadam. When
the company was reorganized, a few years since, the stock was
“watered,” to make up for this ease of comstruction, “for,”
said the reorganizers, “the farmers would have had to haul
the stone and rock off their fields anyhow, and it would not do
to count the actual cost then. What it would cost now is what
we must look at.”

. This “went,” and the road company was reorganized, and
is a good investment, ‘' dampened” as it was.

RUBE AND THE COLONEL VISIT THE OLD LAND-
MARKS.

One bright day last summer, the Colonel and I started out
to visit the country along this old road. All day long, as we
trudged on, we could not but think that we were passing over
almost sacred ground. We took our time, stopping ever and

" anon to contemplate the places once occupied by the very
first who saw this beautiful land. Where are they now? The
question was easy of answer, for almost at the very outset of our
walk, there to the left, after passing the toll-gate at the built-up
edge of Hull City, we came to an ancient cemetery. We go in
and read the names of those who lived and moved along the very
road where now we pass, a century later than some of those who
lie therein, Some of the names are new to us by reason of their
very age. Families who then were here, have all gone and only
in this silent city do we see that they had ever been of Hull.

TETREAUVILLE,

a collection of crudely built houses stands along the road, beyond
the *“ 1820 stone at the foot of the hill.

Part of this land was entered by Samuel Benedict and is yet
owned by some of his descendants.
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It was to this locality that the great lumberers, the Moores,
came, after they had spent some time in Templeton.
Their lands extended to the river to the south and west.

“RIVERVIEW."

That beautiful mansion, in the park-like grounds to the
right, was once the home of David Moore, who built it in 1865.
It is now owned by the well known and popular man, Edward
S. Skead, son of the Hon. Senator James Skead, and son-in-law
of David Moore.

HON. JAMES SKEAD.

As we were in no hurry, I thought to tell the Colonel of this
noble character—James Skead—who came to Canada in 1832,
when a boy of 16 years of age. His life is so full of all that goes
to make a true man that it is a regret that I must confine it to a
passing note, and yet I cannot pass without speaking of him.

He was born in Moresby Hall, Cumberland, England. He
was the eldest son of Wm. Skead of Whitehaven. His mother
was Mary Selkirk, daughter of the Rev. James Selkirk of the
Church of England, Whitehaven.

He came to Bytown in 1832, and in 1842 he married Rosena
Mackey, daughter of James Mackey, of Mackey's Island, County
Downs, Ireland.

He went into the lumber and timber trade, of which he was
one of the pioneers, and but for the unfortunate turn in the
business, later in his life, he might have reaped the fortune which
he laid for the men who profited by his misfortune. I will not
go into the details of the means some of them used, to turn his
misfortune to their own gain. Knowing the meagre spirit of one
of them, it was no surprise to hear told of the trickery resorted
to. But then, what odds it; the family have millions, and the
world calls them It, so let it go at that.

DESERVED HONORS.

They may have the money, but they cannot detract from
the man. Few in Canada have stood so high in the point of
honors conferred as did James Skead, nor filled more places of
trust than he.

In 1867, when Confederation was accomplished, he was
called to the Senate by royal proclamation. Early in 1881 he
resigned, but in December of that same year he was reappointed.

Here are some of the things of which he was President:
Ottawa Board of Trade, Ottawa Agricultural Society, Ottawa
Liberal-Conservative Association, Agriculture Insurance Com-
pany, Upper Ottawa Steamboat Company, Dominion Board of
Trade, Agricultural and Arts Association of Ontario, Ottawa
St. George's Society, etc. In 1876 this Society presented him
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with a handsome gold cross of St. George for his hearty services
in promoting the affairs of the Association.

In 1874 he was elected President of the Provincial Liberal-
Conservative Association, which met in Toronto.

He was Vice-President of the Canada Central Railway Com-
pany, and also Vice-President of the Montreal and Ottawa City
Junction Railway Company.

He was Director of the following: Ottawa Association of
Manufacturers, Madawaska River Improvement Company,
Caughnawaga Ship Canal Company, etc.

He was once an Ottawa Alderman when that position was
an honor, and commanded big men.

At our Centenmial Exposition in 1876, at Philadelphia, he
was appointed a judge in the timber department.

He had considerable parliamentary experience, having re-
presented Rideau Division in the Legislative Council of old
Canada from 1862 up to the date of union.

When the Prince of Wales was here in 1860 no one had so
much to do with his entertainment as had James Skead. He
practically managed the whole, if one may judge from the news-
paper account of that notable event.

The above is but a meagre resume of the things that show
the prominence of this great Canadian. Nor were the honors
sought by him. His ability commanded them, and he did credit
to the positions he filled.

He was broad minded and liberal. Nor was his liberality
confined to his mind alone. I have seen men so liberal minded
that they would give you everything—'‘in their mind,”" and let
you starve for something more substantial. Not so with James
Skead. His books showed, after his death, in 1884, that he had
given in public and private ways more than $150,000. Ye gods
and little fishes! when one thinks of the awful strain it is upon
some of the “‘ would be’s" to part with a dollar for anything save
for their own personal benefit, and then compare them to this
man; one cannot but stand in wonderment at the contrast!
It is said that he never refused to do his part in anything that
was of a public nature. He gave as soon as he saw the need,
and did not wait until the one, having the interest in hand, had
grown heart-sick trying to work up a sentiment. Nor did he give
as gives the millionaire, because he had no need of his money.
He gave because his heart prompted the giving, which meant
far more than parting with what he could not use.

When I find such a man as this I stop by the roadside to
talk of him. Of such as he, I can ever find space, and regret that
I am not at work on a volume. Such men are so scarce that one
can afford to devote to the few a goodly portion of one’s story.

Next beyond *‘ Riverview," is seen to the right M. Murphy's
farm, once a part of the Skead property.
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THE OLD MOUSEAU HOTEL,

just beyond the western limit of Hull City (the line crosses the
pike almost at the hotel) is to be seen an old hotel built as far

back as 1840.
“BRITANNIA FARM.”

Ruggles Wright had a farm of 1,500 acres along this road.
It began at the line just east of Mouseau's and ran to the Allen
farm, a mile or more to the west. It has long since been sub-
divided and is held by very many owners. The first is 8. N.
Slater’s, next is Mrs. McVeity's, better known as ““Mrs. Slinn,”
an Ottawa baker. The first was once the home of Wetheral
Wright, son of Ruggles, the second was built by Edward V.,
another of Ruggles’ sons. Fred Moore, son of David, also
owned it for a time.

Across to the left is the cottage of Arthur McConnell.
Next, to the right, is the Ottawa Golf Club House and grounds.
Thomas Mackeral lives opposite the Golf grounds.

The place with the Lodge at the entrance of the lane is the
property of the late John Ashworth, once a prominent figure.

Just beyond the Golf grounds is the old Ruggles Wright
farm house. This is all that is left in the family of the once great
farm.

The beautiful home seen through the arch of trees, to the
left, was once that of Wm. McKay Wright, son-in-law of the
Hon. James Skead. It is now the property of Mrs. Bessy,
daughter of the late E. B. Eddy.

ARCH TO THE PRINCE OF WALES.

When King Edward was here in 1860, as the Prince of
Wales, McKay Wright and all of the neighbors built one of the
prettiest rustic arches, in front of this residence, that was put
up in honor of the Prince, during his memorable visit in Canada.

Said one who had to do with the arch: * James Latchford,
father of the Honorable Frank Latchford, had charge of the
building of it. We worked all the night before to have it ready
for the Prince, who was to pass up the road to take the boat at
Aylmer, for his trip up the river to the Chats Falls. In the
morning, when it was finished, we stood 'round waiting. When
he came, he stopped, and thanked us in such a kindly manner
that we felt fully repaid for our all night’s work. The arch was
really very pretty. The young ladies quite filled the Prince's
carriage with flowers, gathered from the woods.

“Those who helped on the arch, under Mr. Latchford, were
Jerry Moylan, James Cregan and his sons, one of whom, Patrick,
is a fireman at No. 1 Fire Station in Ottawa. There were, of
course, others, but forty-five years have passed since then and
I cannot recall them now. The arch was designed by John
Archibald, a noted landscape gardener. The old man is still
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living, He may be found keeping the toll-gate on the Chelsea
pike, just at the lane leading down to the International Portland
Cement Works. A fine genial old gentleman as you would ask
to meet." (And so I later found him to be). It was from
George Routliffe that I got the above. George was the pilot
who ran the timber raft on which the Prince had made his trip
through the Slide, at the Chaudiere, a day or two before. George
has a small farm, to the right, joining the Wm. Allen farm.
This latter was entered by the pioneer of the name—John Allen.
It was taken up in 1806. It is still in the family, being owned
and occupied by Wm., a son of Ruggles, and grandson of the
original John. While the rich owners of property in the days
when Wm. Allen was young and starting, have sold their farms
to go into “Something better" and failed to **make good™, he
has stayed by the farm and has long since added to his acres until
he has one of the best area on the road. The original Allen farm
extended to the Bellview Cemetery. There began the old
Gideon Olmstead 300 acre tract, which has long since been sub-
divided into a large number of little holdings, some of which was
bought by Mr. Allen, thus extending his farm to the west of the
Cemetery.
BELLVIEW CEMETERY.

The Bellview Cemetery is well worthy a passing note.
Herein lie many of the great ones of the old days. Get over, or
under, as you prefer, the nailed up stiles, and read the names on
the old monuments, and if you know the pioneers of this country
you will find many that are very familiar.

First of importance is the name of Gideon Olmstead. It
was he who gave the original Acre. He gave it with but a single
proviso: ‘‘Freetoall but one. No Rollins mustever be buried
herein."” Poor Rollins, who lived on a farm a short distance
to the west, took this so to heart that he sold out and returned
to the States.

Here are to be seen the names of many another who left
their mark on the country’s record of progress. See them here:
Klock, Bell, Grimes, McConnell, Ritchie, Hill, Kenny, Moore,
Benedict, Bolton, Maxwell, McAllister, Chamberlain, Heath,
McCook, Edey, Wright, Wilson, Roberts, Breckenridge, Powell
and in the newer part many a name of those who have since
added to the country’s progress.

“The Newer Part” was laid out—many more acres—by
one of the subsequent inheritors, and extends to the west.
While it is new, and contains a number of fine monuments, it has
none of the interest of the old. We found a real pleasure in
wading around the old among the briars, weeds, and holes, that
we could not find in the lawn-like beauty of the new. True, the
‘“Briars, Weeds and Holes” were not any reason for added
pleasure, and as we groped our way from grave to grave, we did

Y
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wonder a little why the living have so little care for the dead of
the far past. The sorrowing heart for the recent dead may often
dictate a monument fit for a king, but when that heart grows
cold by passing years, the weeds may grow and flourish and no
thought be given to the graves they cover. True again: "It
matters not, as I've oft been told, where the body shall lie when
the heart grows cold,” so really, what does it matter anyhow!
At best, it is all sentiment, and sentiment seldom reaches beyond
the second generation, especially so if it has to be cashed.

THE OLMSTEAD FARM,

As above, the Gideon Olmstead farm of 300 acres has been
subdivided into many holdings, most of which contain from 30 to
33 acres. Wm. Conroy, son of Robert, owns the new part of the
Cemetery, with the few acres adjoining. This was once known
as the Thomas Roberts land.

Opposite Bellview we find Conrad McConnell, and adjoining
on the west, Mrs. Noble Henderson has just *‘Left the old house
for the new.”

Mrs. Robert Stewart owns the next and opposite, and on
the south side is the farm of Mrs. A. Armstrong.

“ELM-TREE HOTEL,” NOW “BALVENNIE
GARDENS.”

We next come to the once noted old hostelry, known as the
Elm-Tree Hotel, kept by George Halsted, who married Gideon
Olmstead’s youngest daughter, Esther. Many of the older in-
habitants remember this hotel—famous in its day for good cheer.
1t is now owned by Mr. I. A. Farquharson, who has named it the
‘“Balvennie Gardens,” for his early home in Scotland. He is here
demonstrating what may be done in the way of high class garden-
ing. When he purchased the place, only a few years ago, it was
all ““farmed out,” but he has made of it what its name indicates,
a veritable garden. His product commands the very highest,
value.

Edward Rainboth joins on the west of Balvennie Gardens.
This was the Rolling’ farm, later owned by Surveyor Snow.
Mrs. John Foran owns the 30 acres just across the road, on the
north side.

McCONNELL LANE,

Here we come to the McConnell Lane, running down to the
original McConnell farm, toward the river. This is now owned
by A. and J. Armstrong.

Beyond the McConnell Lane, to the left, is the old Robert
Stewart farm, entered by H. M. Fulford. It is now owned by
Samuel Stewart.
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“GREEN PARK.”

The pretty home of Mr. T. P. Foran, the well known Attorney,
is seen to the right, through a beautiful park-like grove of pines.
It is well named for it is truly a " Green Park.” The fine old
house sets far back, and is most picturesque.

James Routliffe occupies the farm house by the roadside.

This farm was also entered by H. M. Fulford, one of the
very early pioneers.

CANADIAN SCHOOL HOUSES.
A REMINISCENCE.

That jail-like stone building—low and ‘‘squatty’’—across
on the north side of the road beyond Foran's is nof a jail, but
it is only what all school houses used to seem to me. All school
houses in the country, here, are built after one pattern, a one-
story square box with a little shut-in vestibule, for a snow
“stomping ground’ for the children, before entering the main
room. They are usually of frame. I have never been inside
of one of them. My memory of country school houses would
not permit of it. That memory calls up only a picture of a place
to be ‘‘thrashed—thrashed, then thrashed again, three times a
day,”” sung to the tune of “ There is a happy land, far, far away "
and in this particular adaption the farther away the better. I
guess, however, that the teachers of to-day are not the set of
idiots they used to be when they thought the only way to impart
knowledge was through our hides. The only consolation I now
have is to “‘roast” every teacher who has to use the."strap.”
I've said it before and will simply quote from ‘‘Gard”: *'The
teacher who has to whip has missed his (too often her) calling.
He should go out into the back woods and maul rails.” Therel
That makes up for at least fifty of my monthly portion of * The
dear old school days."” cfr they were ‘‘Old—school.’” The
new I am told are better ’I‘hey cannot be worse.

Later: The Colonel and I have visited many a school house
since the above was written and he has made me admit that there
are exceptions.

*# TAKEN BY THE INDIANS.”

At the next house, but one, after passing Mr. Foran’s,
we ran right into a real Indian story before we knew it. We had
often heard how that a Mrs. J. Delaney had been captured by
Chief Big Bear, during the Riel Rebellion of 1885, but had never
thought to meet the “‘captured one,” herself. When we found,
sitting under the shade of the lawn trees, a pleasant spoken lady,
who told us that she was Mrs. J. Delaney, we could not for the
moment realize that we were to hear from her own lips the story
of “That Massacre and capture at Frog Lake, in the North-
West Territory.”
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“Yes,” said Mrs. Delaney, "I was one of the two women
taken by Chief Big Bear at the Massacre of Frog Lake in 1885.
Mrs. Gowanlock, the wife of a mill-wright, was the other. Both
our husbands were shot dead before our eyes. Nine others were
killed at the same time, We were taken by Big Bear's band to
their camp, but suffered no indignity, as we were both ransomed
by the Crees, among whom my husband had long been Instructor.
The Cree who ransomed me, paid Big Bear two horses. Imight
say here that the Crees were friendly Indians and were taken
prisoners at the same time with us. We were all held until
rescued two months after by volunteers from Battleford and
brought down to Fort Pitt. ‘Big Bear' and his band were
originally from Canada but went into the States, from which
they were run out just about the time Riel was collecting his
army. He (Big Bear) was promised much if he would join the
Rebels. It was learned that Riel told him: ‘Join us and when
we have killed all the white men of this country, there will no
otlers dare to come up here and then we can have things as they
were before. The buffalo will come again, and we can hunt as in
the old days, before the white man drove us away and killed all
our game.' This influenced the young Indians, who, at once,
by trickery, got from the Crees and the few whites, all of the

and ammunition, then fell upon the Post and as I said
killed the eleven white men, among whom were two priests
(Fathers Faford and Marchand).”

Mrs. Delaney is a daughter of J. Marshall Fulford and grand-
daughter of the pioneer above mentioned, H. M. Fulford. She
is also a granddaughter of Truman Waller, another pioneer of
note.

Truman Waller entered the farm west of the school house
which is now owned by David Stewart. The farm house has
burned down since we passed along, that summer day.

The Hurdman Homestead is the old stone house near the
corner of the Deschenes road. It, too, was entered by Truman
Waller. [
THE FIRST PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH.

Before reaching the old Hurdman house there may be seen
a large elm tree, to the north side of the road. Just back of
where it stands, in the jog in the land, stood the first Presbyterian
Church in this country. It was built in the twenties. There
was also, here, a school house. No vestige of either may be seen
save a pile of stone. |

Mr. Robert A. J. McConnell owns and occupies the Hurdman
homestead. i

On the south side are the ruins of an old house once the
home of two noted men—Ithamar H. Day, of the Des-
chenes Mills. His son became the well known Judge Day.
Sheriff Coutlee was the other. He later removed to the old
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stone house seen just to the west of the Deschenes cross road,
up to which road we have now reached in our walk. This is
sometimes called the Mountain road, but incorrectly so. It but
leads to that road, some four miles to the north, at which it (the
Deschenes road) ends.

This was once a sort of a Centre. Here the neighbors used
to come to old Moses Miron’s blacksmith shop to get their horses
shod, their sleds fixed and to exchange news and tell stories.
All is silent now, the fire is out and the old doors of the shop are
shut forever—for Moses is dead.

* I might repeat some of the good stories told of the old shop,
how some of the economical neighbors used here to congregate,
to indulge in Moses' good “‘cheer,” thus eking out the meagre
supply at home. I maght, 1 say, but I won't.

The house on the north-west corner is that of John Gillan,
late of England. He made a wise selection of his little farm,
for property all about this locality must grow in value in the
very near future.

“THE GLEBE.”

Just beyond the little corner of houses, we come—on the
same side of the road—to what was once “the Glebe.” It was
the home of Canon John Johnston, who long remained a notable
character of this country, for nearly 100 miles up the Ottawa.
For more than forty years he was the Rector of St. James’ Church,
in Hull City, (1842 to 1883), besides looking after many other
places. He was long the Chaplain of the Dominion Senate.
You can see the ruins of his old house over there beneath the
shade of those elms., The land now forms a part of the famous
dairy farm of Patrick Clark.

DAIRYING MADE AN HONORABLE OCCUPATION.

It is worthy of more than a passing notice—this Dairy farm
of Clark’s. It was once the property of Robert Conroy. Mr,
Clark came from Quyon, where he had long followed merchant-
izing, to take up dairying. In the three years since taking it,
he has brought it up to a high state of cultivation, and has already
built up a business that is not only recognized in Canada, but it
is one of the show places for visitors from abroad. When the
famous novelist, Rider Haggard, was in Ottawa, he, with a large
party, including a number of the Cabinet Ministers and other
prominents, were brought out by Governor General, Lord Grey,
to see it, as the most up-to-date Dairy Farm in Canada.

A famous lecturer, on visiting the establishment, said:
“T have seen some of the most noted dairy farms in the world,
and I must say that I find that you have here a system unsurpas-
sed by any of them.”
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When the Convention of Dairymen from Canada and the
United States was held in Ottawa, the delegates, on seeing the
perfection of Mr. Clark's system of handling his business, were
compelled to admit that they had been fully repaid for coming to
Ottawa, and that it was an education in itself. “Mr, Clark,”
said the enthusiast, *‘all the experimental farms and all the
lecturers going about over your country cannot do the good that
a visit to this farm could do."

Mzr. Clark says that his object is not so much to make money
for money’s sake, but the good he can do by teaching the proper
way of handling dairy products. ‘' The mortality among children
is often appalling,” said he one day, in speaking on his one great
theme, “and when I think of the good that could be done by
teaching the world the necessity of clean milk, I forget all about
money. If I can do my little part in making the handlers of
milk realize that they owe it to their fellow beings, to use the
most absolute cleanliness, then I shall have been repaid for time
and expense.”

Each milker must wear an apron—which is washed every
day—and although a pail of unstrained milk, right from the
cow, contains not a single dreg, yet it must be strained through
four thicknesses of cloth, ‘'It’'s lots of trouble, Mr. Clark,” we
say. ‘‘I do not count trouble. It is cleanliness I aim at, and
that is what I must have. And yet, under my system it is very
soon not looked upon, by the men, as trouble, in fact they soon
get so used to it that it would be #rouble to them to do it the
old careless way."

Mr. Clark is so enthusiastic, that one cannot talk with him
without feeling that he is making the business a far more honor-
able occupation than ordinary merchandizing. I had always
looked down on the occupation ever since I used to have the
“milking” to do on the old Ohio .farm, but after hearing Mr.
Clark discourse on the subject, I could not but feel that he has
brought it up to an honorable place among occupations. I
wonder will any-careless dairyman see this and stop long enough
to say: ‘‘I guess Clark is right. I believe I'll try it myself,”
If so, then I too will have done a little good in stopping to tell
you about Clark's Jerseys.

“THE MAPLES.”

On the old Richard McConnell homestead, next, to the right,
we find one of the most enterprising men along the whole line
from Hull to Aylmer. This is Mr. Frank Murtagh, late of
Pontiac, where he was born.

He, like Mr. Clark, is a new comer, having purchased this
famous old farm but three years ago. Like Mr. Clark he is a man
“chock full of go.” His live stock is the best in the country.
His blooded cattle and horses take premiums wherever they are
exhibited, and are known far and wide. The same with his fine
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sheep and hogs. Nothing short of the best in each and every
line will satisfy Frank Murtagh.

That new house, to the left, among the trees, next beyond
Mr. Murtagh's, is the home of Joseph Marshall Fulford, grandson
of the pioneer, H. M. Fulford, who entered much land along the
road. This farm of 125 acres was once the property of Surveyor
John A. Snow, and before him Canon John Johnston, of “The
Glebe,” adjoining to the east.

Joseph M. Fulford is a member of the South Hull Council,
and a prominent citizen of the Township.

“FONTAINE VAL.”

Judge Aimé Lafontaine (made a judge in Aylmer in 1859)
had his country home joining Mr. Fulford, on the west. The
farm is now owned and occupied by Miss Lafontaine, daughter
of the Judge.

Madame Cauchon also resides at “Fontaine Val.! Her
husband was Hon. Joseph Cauchon, Minister of Public Works
in the sixties. He was later the Lieutenant-Governor of Mani-
toba, where he died.

Adjoining, to the west, is

“SHAMROCE FARM.”

which belongs to Frank Grimes, grandson of the pioneer, Wm.
Grimes. It formerly was owned by Joseph McGoey, a successful
contractor, who built one of the finest houses on the road, as may
be seen in the “‘Illustrated Homes of the Aylmer Road.” Me-
Goey was a nephew of the pioneer, Thomas McGoey, who married
a Wright. This farm contains 120 acres and extends south to
the Ottawa River. :
On the north side, opposite, was once the farm and home of
Noah Holt, long with Philemon Wright. He was not, as is
claimed, any relation to Moses Holt, but of another family.
This land, now vacant, belongs to Henry Aylen of Ottawa.

THE OLD METHODIST CHURCH.

An old landmark of the road, as well as of the country, is
yet to be seen in the First Methodist Church on the Ottawa. It
stands on the north side of the road, not far west from Frank
Grimes’ home. It was built of stone, and rough plastered. It
is now owned and occupied as a residence by Denis O'Halleran.
It was built about 1826.

The next house to the right is the old homestead of the
pioneer, Wm. Grimes. His daughter, Miss Miriam, nearing 82,
still occupies it. Thomas Caldwell owns the farm.

Miss Miriam is one of the most cheerful ladies we met on the
whole road, although, from an accident, unable to move from
her room. She has a most remarkable memory and has been a
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great aid in furnishing dates of things old and forgotten by the
present generation.

This farm extends to the west to the Edey road, to the right.

Going back on the south side to Frank Grimes’ place, the
old Joseph Lebel farm begins. It has been subdivided into a
number of holdings. The first 25 acres belongs to A. Scoby, and
is now occupied by Mrs. Hamilton McVeigh of Eardley; the next
75 acres, running to the river, is the property of James Rivington,
late of Hmtonburg (It was in Joseph Lebel’s house where was
held the first Catholic service in this locality). This brings us to
the road leading down to the Fraser Mills. There is a one-acre
lot with a house just at the corner of this road. It is the home
of, and owned by, Mrs. Joseph Lompré.

THE RITCHIE BROTHERS’' FARM.

Beginning at the Fraser road, mentioned just above, and
running to the Aylmer line, which begins at the little toll-gate,
you may see, to the left—south side—what is possibly the finest
farm on the whole distance from Hull to Aylmer. 1t was once
owned by John Egan, who had it brought up to a high state of
cultivation. It was entered by Joseph Wyman. It is now the
property of the Ritchie Brothers, Robert and Thomas, successful
lumberers, with large limits up the river and mills in Aylmer.
Just now they are finishing one of the finest houses on the road. It
stands far down toward the Electric Line.

The little house at the corner of the Edey road, is the home
of Joseph Dawza, one of the oldest men along the way, He
came in 1857, and has resided here ever since. He tells with
much animation of “The morning the Prince passed along on his
way to Aylmer.”

T. PAUL'S CATHOLIC CEMETERY

comes next, to the right. It contains fifteen acres and has been
laid out with much care. It was purchased in 1872. There are
many fine monuments to be seen, on which are names of more
than local interest. Here is buried John Foran, the father of the
poet, J. K. Foranand the well known Attorney, Thomas P. Foran.
The monument to the memory of the mother of the two Members
of Parliament, Charles and E. B. Devlin—is here. The old post-
master, John R. Woods, who for 64 years gave out the mail at
Aylmer, and Hull City’s Postmaster, J. Kerr, both lie buried in
St. Paul’s. Another prominent character, J. Murphy, the
Village Jailer, father of the well known Captain Murphy, was
buried here. As we go about we read the familiar names of
Glenn, O'Connor, Haldane, Rainboth, McDermott, Quirk,
Bourgeau, Mullarky, and many more of whom we have heard
while hunting out the records of the town.
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The old home of one of the early families of the Valley is
next seen, to the right. Richard Chamberlain, son of Pioneer
Benjamin, once lived here. The farm of 54 acres is the property
of James Leach, late of Eardley.

“FLORAETTE COTTAGE”

is the last to be seen on the right, before reaching the Aylmer line
at the toll-gate. It is the pretty home of Mrs. Bolton Magrath.
It contains 33 acres. It, too, is well named. The older part of
the house, built by Joseph Holt, is thought to be one of the first
built in this locality.

Later: The farm has since been sold to Mr. Lusk from
Eardley.

This brings us to the end of our walk, for here, at the little
toll-gate, South Hull ends and the Town of Aylmer begins.



ALONG THE MOUNTAIN ROAD.

“Which way to-day, Rube?"' asked the Colonel, as he saw
me getting ready for a trip.

“This time for the whole length of the Mountain Road, or
so much of it as is in South Hull."”

“To the Eardley line? Why, that's a long walk. I hear it's
twelve or fourteen miles."”

“Yes; but, Colonel, they do say that the farther up the finer
the scenery, so what matter the distance; besides, what is twelve
or fifty miles when we can loaf leisurely along, dropping in for
a chat with the sort of people that inhabit South Hull?"

* Just as you say, Rube, just as you say, I'm along’’; and as
we never have any preparation to make we were soon on our way
across to Hull City, then out the Gatineau Road to the old Brig-
ham farm beyond the first toll-gate, where we turn west out the
Mountain Road, which begins here.

It's only a common country road—not a pike, just road,
which in the summer time is a charming drive, they say. “They
say,”’ for Canada has not yet made it possible for authors to
know, and they must get the information second hand. I used
to wonder why poor old Thoreau had to walk while writing his
great books on Canada. I know now, and don't wonder. But
when one gets used to it, one likes it. Some time it may be
different and then one may work faster. It may be that they
don't think. Some time they may think and then—well, we
shall not wait, as it's getting on toward noon, and we must ‘‘do”’
the Mountain Road to-day and to-morrow.

To the right and left is a part of the Brigham farm—a very
little part, and others own all but the “little.” Two members of
the Philemon Wright family own the two small pieces.

THE SCOTT LANDSCAPE GARDENS.

Once might have been seen on the next farm, to the right,
the finest bit of landscape gardening in this part of Canada.
It was the former home of the Hon. R. W, Scott, now Secretary
of State. Here were want to gather the noted visitors of other
countries. It was, besides, one of the show places of the Capital;
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but when Mr. Scott sold it, it was turned into the practical and
while even yet it is far beyond any place around, it is not what
it was in his day. The home and surroundings are the property
of A. Stewart, and the farm belongs to James Armstrong.

The houses across the way are occupied by George Olles and
Fred Halliday.

“THE MINTO FARM.”

*“Colonel,” said I, as we passed the Scott place, "' there, across
the field to the left, is one of the old landmarks of the early days.
That is the former home of Benjamin Hooper Wright, a nephew
of Philemon, who came out not long after the founder came
with his colonists. The old house you see is Hooper's first home,
save for a short time spent in the ‘shack’ he occupied while get-
ting this one ready for occupancy.”

“Rube, is this the place where the Mintos used to come to
dine after skeeing down the Fairy Lake hill, which is near by?”’

“Yes, this is the ‘Minto Farm,’ named by Her Excellency,
Lady Minto. It is occupied by a granddaughter of Hooper—
Miss Alice Wright. It is owned by Charles C., brother of Alice.
But few of this large family are left, at least in this part of Canada.
QOut of fifteen children only two of Hooper's family are alive,
John Coulbourn Wright, born in 1840; and one daughter, Abi-
gail. He is now living in Renfrew, and she in Sault Ste. Marie.

“HOOPER WRIGHT,” OR NO. 4 SCHOOL.

“Over there, to the right, on the corner of the Mine road, is
the Hooper Wright school house. The first building was put up
in 1832 by Samuel Benedict, Sr., and Wright. It was a log
house. It was burned in the fifties. Before this, or in 1848,
Hooper Wright and his sons took the contract of building a
larger school as the old one was too small. As the finances of
the School Board were not in such a condition as to warrant
their sitting up o’ nights to guard them, the Wrights agreed to
wait and to this day have kept their word, as they were never
paid. As a sort of an aside, Colonel, and not to break in on the
present School Board meeting, I may say that Hull Township
used to have a way of getting school houses on a unique plan.
If funds were at a low ebb, it never bothered the Board. ey
would have a new school house put up, and when finished they
would find that the work was so ‘very bad and defective,’ that
they could not think of being so rash as to pay for it. Smith
built the Stewart school, on the Aylmer Road, and the Board
were so scared at the imminent danger of its falling down and
crushing the dear little children of the neighborhood, at a time
when children were so scarce and even at a premium, that they
simply could not be persuaded to settle for it. They ‘just knew
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4t would fail,’ but it’s there yet—and poor old Smith’s still wait-
1ng.

i Colonel, go over and ask the teacher to bring out her pupils
and pose them for a “‘snap-shot.” And he didn’t have to be
told the second time. I always let the Colonel do with the ladies.
He likes it.

To the questions, " What's your name? And yours? Yours?
And yours? we found among the pretty little ones many a name
that was familiar one hundred years ago in this very locality.
“Speaking of names,” said the Colonel, * this school is especially
fortunate. It will have a Holiday all winter.” This was cruel
in Horatius to so play on the fair teacher’s name.

“FAIRY LAKE.”

Almost opposite the school, down the hill to the south, you
may see the famous lake called by some “Fairy,"” and by others
the “Haunted Lake.” It is worth going down to look at. In
another part of this volume may be seen “The Legend of the
Lake,” which may add interest to your going.

The old Dr. Peter Church property is the next. It once was
owned by Hooper Wright. It is now tenanted by Dorsino St.
Pierre, whose father or some of his family have worked for the
Churches for more than forty years.

BENEDICT HOMESTEAD.

The homestead of Samuel Benedict, the pioneer of the name,
follows, on the right and left, and all about the T in the road.
To the right is the farm of Thomas Benedict, a great-grandson
of Samuel. To the left is the portion long since set off to Moses
Benedict, whose widow and family yvet own it. In the imme-
diate front of the “T’’ there, through the orchard, may be seen
the vine-covered house which Samuel built just one hundred
years ago. Itisin a fairly good condition yet. Other buildings
stand round about which are also very old.

There must have been much land in the Benedict entry, as
we find John McAllister, another descendant, upon the next
farm, which once was a part of the original. The old farm-
house, now occupied by Joseph Nesbitt, late of Nepean, is also
a very old landmark.

To the right is another of the Olmstead entries. It is now
owned by Pollion Charlebois, the Ottawa ice man, whose tenant
is Calis Paradis, an old French sailor, who was for fourteen years

CALIS AND HIS MERMAID.

on the sea. It would be hard to lose Calis, as he carries his
name indelibly marked upon his arm, watched over by a mer-
maid. “When I joined the ranks it was compulsory to have
our names picked into our arms. They could thus detect us if
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we preferred to remain in port.”” Paradis was five times ship-
wrecked, and yet “old as I am, I sometimes long for the sea.”

Mr. Charlebois has nearly one thousand fruit trees. Apples
especially do well along this road, by reason of the protection
of the mountain which just here is not over a quarter of a mile
to the right, or north.

Opposite Charlebois’ is the Archibald Kennedy farm, once a
part of the Benedict land.

Mr. Kennedy is of Goulbourn ancestry, his father going to
that township in 1822, Mrs. Kennedy is of the soldier family
of Cates, who came over to America for the war of 1776. It is
in the blood, as four brothers Cate took part in that war, on the
British side. Two of her sons have inherited the military trend.
Wm. A., before going to the west, was a member of the Bearer
Section of the G. G. F. G., while Hibbert is a member of the
Forty-third.

Just after leaving the Kennedy’'s we look straight ahead
toward the west along the Fifth Concession, but here we veer
1o the right, to keep the Mountain Road, which turns north of
west at this point.

The land on either side was the old Banister farm, and is now
owned by a grandson of Banister’s, Wm. Dawson. It was from
Mr. Dawson that the Ottawa Commission purchased the valu-
able sienite quarry, the rock from which is for the Commission’s
park and driveway work in the city.

Roger and George Sparks own the next 200 acres, their farm
extending along both sides of the road.

The beautiful farm fo which we now come was entered by
Peter White, and in 1833 purchased by Emanuel Radmore, and
is owned by his son Robert, who had much to add to our chapter
of the 1870 forest fire, in which he lost everything but a com-
posite suit of clothes, the description of which reminded the
Colonel of the one Jim Paten fixed up for me the day he took
me on my first toboggan ride and described in ‘‘The Wandering
Yankee,” only difference was that Jim found two things alike—
the moccasins; while Robert's suit, in which he had to go to
Ottawa for a new outfit, consisted of a top boot and a gollash
for foot gear, a pair of riding breeches, his wedding coat and a
coon-skin cap, which outfit, for August weather he found quite
as warm as it was picturesque. ‘' But I was mighty glad I had
as much,” said Robert, reminiscently.

To the north of Radmore’s, on the opposite side of the road,
is the old Samuel Pink farm of 300 acres. It is now owned and
occupied by Charles, a son of Samuel, the pioneer.

We now come to a body of rough land, seemingly fit only for
the mining of the mica found thereon, and worked by the Kent
brothers. It is the Morris land.

The gradual angling of the road as it follows the northwest-
erly trend of the mountain, brings us here to the Sixth Conces-
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sion road, which has only recently been cut through from here
to the cemetery on the Simmons-Moffatt line road, or, as it is
known where it crosses the Aylmer pike, the Deschenes Road.

After the Morris land, which, as before said, is wild and unfit
for farming, we find the old Joseph Badham farm, entered by
him in 1816, It is now occupied by Fred'k Hawkins, the son-
in-law of the owner, Robert Scarff, of March.

The original Charles Pink farm is next, to the west. It is
occupied by the owner, Joseph McClellan.

Henry Moffatt owns the original James Pink land. The
three brothers Pink—James, Charles and Samuel, as has been
seen, took up, or bought farms right along the foot of the moun-
tain. It would seem a wonder that they did not choose where
now reside the most of their descendants, along Range Five;
but be it remembered that it is only recently that this land was
looked upon as of value, it being low and wet; while the land at
the foot of the mountain was as it is now, high and fit. This
farm of Henry Moffatt’s extends to the end of our first day's
tramp, for here we are at the above-mentioned Simmons-Moffatt
line road, on the very corner of which, and the Mountain Road,
is the pretty and most hospitable home of Alex. and James
Moffatt, brothers of Henry and sons of Timothy Moffatt.

I say ‘‘ends here,” for once inside the house we are cordially
informed that we are to remain Moffatt guests for the night.
You will see our good fortune when you have finished reading.

(The stories told that night will be found in Part three, for
they are of more than local interest.)

RUBE AND THE COLONEL CONTINUE ON ALONG THE
MOUNTAIN ROAD.

When the Colonel and I looked out of the window this, the
morning of October 31, we saw the first skift of snow of the
season. It was very light and all gone before noon.

We were soon on our way, after another reminder of when 1
used to do the cooking out in Kansas. If the boys take the wise
advice of the Colonel, given as a parting wish, two others will be
doing the cooking when next we stop at “Moffatt Hall,” up
there on the Mountain Road.

THE TABERNACLE.

The old loghouse we pass just after we start—there, to the
right—along the road, is the first school house in this country,
at least it is the oldest standing. It was built in 1830, It was
once used as a church as well as a school, and even yet is known
as the old Tabernacle. We pass the farms of the Crilleys, Heath-
erington and Ambrose Richards; and from the road just in front
of the last named we look to the west over
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“THE FERTILE VALLEY"”

along the Seventh Concession Road, the like of which, for farm-
ing land, we had not seen even in South Hull. It is one broad
expanse of rich soil, level as a floor, and extends as far as we can
see. Here are the farms of Ambrose Richards, Tiberius Symmes,
Church Wright (both of Aylmer), Gilman Moore, John Mulligan,
Charles Ferris, Narcisse Levine, Mathew Daly, James Bailie
(Town Councillor for this corner of the municipality), Wm.
Lusk, and Benjamin Payne. As is so often the case, this land
was once thought to be too wet and low to work, but is now
worthy the name I have given to it.

The Seventh Concession road leaves the Mountain Road al-
most at a right angle, for here the latter turns abruptly to the
north, in its effort to hug the mountain in its winding. So near
is the mountain that its foot is at the very roadside. Up to the
last turn at Richard's, the road had often been encroaching upon
the mountain’s foot, but from here to the western limit of the
township it remains upon the level.

Just here one begins to stop smiling at the people for calling
a range of hills—mountains; for as we stop to look up at the
almost perpendicular cliffs, we are awed into the admission that
the people have a right to their claim, and our * Hill"" must come
down as their * Mountains'' rise.

Just before we reach the stone house to the left, we cross an
insignificant-looking mountain stream, which purls its way along
down a break in the rocks. When, however, we learn that it is
the outlet of the beautiful Kingsmere Lake, we accord it a place
of significance even beyond its possible merits. The turn in the
mountain brings us to within a short mile and half of the lake
itself, which we had not thought to be within many miles.

We come to the old stone homestead of the pioneer, John
Haworth, who came and settled here in 1816. It is now owned
by Francis X. Larose of Hull City, a descendant of F. X. Larose,
Sr., who was one of the very first Frenchmen to come to the
township. He came in 1839.

Here is another instance where the men of money were asleep.
This farm of 350 acres was long in the market and was finally
given to F. X. for less than $25 an acre. 1 say “given,” as the
10,000 cords of wood alone 1s worth far more, not to mention a
mica mine on the mountain portion. All through this coun-
try are to be found just such “snaps,” and yet the capitalist
never seems to hear of them until some one else has bought them,
then they come around and offer far beyond the price at which
they might have had them. Already F. X. has been offered his
payment for the whole for less than half the land, and that part
the rough mountain land.
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KINGSMERE MOUNTAIN.

Just after we leave Mr. Larose’s hospitable home, we pass on
to the north and are soon in an avenue of cedars, through which
we see in the near front the grand old Kingsmere Mountain.
Never before had this seemed to us like its name, but there it
stands, bold and high. How high? We cannot guess, but this
we realize—it is beautiful in its majesty.

Almost at its foot the road turns abruptly to the west, while
the road to Old Chelsea—three miles away—turns up through
the hills to the east.

Here, to the right, is the farm and home of Michael Mulvi-
hill. Tts original owner was old man Lario, after whom the
mountain was called and long bore his name, and even yet to the
older people “Lario’s Hill"” sounds far more euphonious than
“Kingsmere Mountain."

We are now in West Hull, as the Eighth Concession—the
division line between South and West Hull—is just to the south
of the turn. The roughness of the land at the point where the
Concession crosses the Mountain Road, made it advisable to
build a winding way further west to reach the Concession road
(it will be seen by my frequent mention that nearly all concession
lines have a road. Some of them do not go all the way, but,
where possible, they are built, so that all farms have their outlet
upon roads kept in order by the townships. This and the
schools, with an occasional bridge, is about all the purposes for
which taxes are levied, If it were not for making this paren-
thesis too long, I'd tell you how that the town councils have been
so averse to levying taxes for bridges, for instance, that they
have been knownto spend $500 in fighting the building of a §200
bridge, and then build the bridge after all. I'd tell you this, I
say, but "twould make the parenthesis too long), which from the
turn is never far from the mountain, it being the last line south
of the mountain.

As I said, we are now in West Hull, but the country is too
beautiful and the people too hospitable for me not to include
them on to the Eardley line, but a few miles further to the west.
The people and country would seem naturally to belong to South
rather than to West Hull, although the Chelsea parish does ex-
tend and include the Catholic citizens in this section.

Philip Mulvihill owns the next farm, a short distance west of
his son Michael. The widow of Martin Welsh comes next, on the
farm taken up by Martin's father, Patrick, nearly three-quarters
of a century ago.

‘“Oh, look, Rube!”” was the Colonel’s exclamation, just after
we had passed Mrs. Welsh's home, as he pointed to the bold face
of the mountain to the immediate right. And the admiration
was with reason, as here before us was by far the finest view of
all the “faces” of nature we had seen on our trip.
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The land runs almost flat to the very foot of the mountain,
all along whose sides the trees cling among the cliffs and benches,
making the scene indeed pleasing. All at once the abruptnessof
the conformation turns into a gradual slope, which is parklike
in its beauty, for evergreens, interspersed among the beeches,
oaks, maples and other hardwoods, make of it a charming view.

Next is Wm. Ryan's farm of 150 acres, which runs from Mrs.
Welsh'’s to Mill Creek, a small stream which;comes down from the
heights and flows westerly and enters the Ottawa beyond Breck-
enridge, up in Eardley.

We found William in the field plowing. He did seem the
happiest man along the whole way. A crusty old bachelor we
met shortly after, said: “Oh! never mind, when he wakes up
and realizes what he has gone and done he won't be so hilarious.”’
But Bill did seem to have quite recovered and was still smiling,
while the old bachelor could not have whistled even had he
tried ever so hard.

HOW TO REACH THE TOP.

Starting at Ryan’s is a road which runs, "tis said, to the very
top of the mountain, where the government has placed one of
its many marking monuments. The view from there, we were
told, is beyond words for description. We mean later to
go up and see for ourselves. There is so much up here to see
that it makes one long for time to visit them all, but that were
impossible, for every time one finds a spot of loveliness there are
beyond and away things even more charming to visit, and so
one must be content to see but a part.

THE HOLLER SCHOOL.

Just across the creek we came to the Holler School, although
it was guiet enough when we passed. Miss Theressa Clark
of Quyon is the teacher.

Anthony Grimes' farm begins here and runs to the west and
south, He is the third Grimes we have found in this and the
Aylmer Road section. Three and all of a different family. He
is from near old Quebec.

THE PRETTIEST FACE SEEN BY THE WAY.

Almost as soon as we leave the Grimes’ an entirely new phase
of the mountain presents itself, being more extended and with
nearly every feature of the other points of beauty combined in
one long expanse.

When this view presented itself 1 could not but exclaim:
“Colonel, to think that we have been in and around Ottawa for
more than two years and yet no one has told us of this Mountain
Road, and we so near it and so often! It just makes me feel
like scolding at these Canadians for being so silent about all the
grandeur by which they are surrounded!”
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‘‘Now, see here, Rube, don't go to scolding. The Canadians
are not to blame. They live in so much that is pleasing to the
eye, and having grown up amidst it, that they do not think to
remark it to strangers."

CANADIANS OCCASIONALLY MENTION ATHLETICS.

“Well, Colonel, all that may be true, but when I see this I
cannot conceive how they could help but speak of it. You may
have noted that, however much they have seen of athletics, yet
you must also have noted that they do occasionally mention the
subject. Why, I have even heard them talk about athletics,
and at times even dwell on the subject, especially during twelve
months at the height of the season.”

““Rube, now that you mention it, I think I have too.”

RUBE MEANS TO TELL IT HIMSELF.

“One thing is certain, Colonel, even if we have not known
of this before I shall do my little part in telling what will be
missed by not seeing what we have seen during this two days’
tramp,” and that is a fact.

The old Charles Crilley farm comes next. It is now owned
by the widow of Thomas Burke.

Here we are at the very last farm in the township, as here,
just beyond Thomas Kelly’s line, we find ourselves in Eardley.

A NIGHT AT MIC DUFFY'S.

It is almost dark and no hotel within nine miles. We have
fully tested the hospitality of South Hull, and will hardly have
occasion of testing that of West Hull, and later may have to
test that of Eardley. Why not now? And up we go to Mic
Duffy’s, the second house just up the road. Well, we had been
hearing of Mic for the past month and could not believe all the
good things said of him, but next morning we both voted Mic
and his hospitable wife a place close to the top of the list.

They are both philosophers. After gaining a competency
they have sold the farm, and: ‘““We mean to take life easy.
What's the use of working all one's days? There are but two
of us, and we might just as well have the benefit of our labor as
to leave it for others to have fun spending it."” That's wisdom
for you!
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AMONG THE EARLY.

In 1816 Ruggles Wright was sent to England and the Conti-
nent by his father, Philemon, to learn how things were done over
there. It is said that while the trip cost the old gentleman
something like $15,000, he was quite pleased with what “the
boy " brought back in the way of information and fine live stock.
Ruggles proved so good an’immigration agent that he induced
a number of young Englishmen to come with him to Canada.
Among the number were several who settled in South Hull.

While all of the names may not have been preserved, it would
seem that those in the following abstract were of the number.

ABSTRACT OF A REPORT OF A COMMITTEE ON
LAND GRANTS,

Mr. Wm. Simmons has some valuable old papers, in which I
found the names of those to whom lots of 100 acres were granted
on June 16, 1819, when the Duke of Richmond was Governor-
General. It reads: " Abstract of a report of a committee of the
whole Council, dated 12th June, 1819, on the petition of Benja-
min Simmons, John Snow™ (father of the noted old surveyor
who lived on the Aylmer Road, where now resides Edw. Rain-
both), ' Calvin Radmore, George Routliffe, and Joseph Badham,
for lands in the townships of Eardley and Hull. Approved by
His Grace, Governor in Chief, in council 16th June, 1819.

“The Committee humbly recommend that the petitioners
may obtain a grant of 100 acres each in the townships of Hull
or Eardley, as prayed for.

** Certified.

“H. W. Ryland.”

LANDS SELECTED.

The next paper contained the names of those who made selec-
tions and some of the lots selected.

“Benjamin Simmons, lot 17, R. 5; Calvin Radmore, lot 15,
R. 3; John Snow, lot 18, R. 5; Joseph Badham, lot 15, R. 6;
George Routliffe, lot 16, R.4; Charles Thomas, lot 14, R. §; Fran-
cis Howell; John Cook; Richard Austin; John Rogers; John
Brellion; James Cleton and John Framholt.”
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Several of the lots selected could not be learned, but from
Mr. Simmons and others I learned much of interest as to the
locations. Richard Austin took a lot along the Gatineau, just
west of where is now the great International Cement Works at
the west edge of Hull City. John Rogers took a lot which is now
a part of the property known as the John Haworth farm, owned
by F. X. Larose, along the Mountain Road.

$40,000 FOR A PAIR OF BOOTS,

One of the best stories of all was found in the selection made
by John Brellion, better known by the old people as * John Brill.”
John took lot 20 in the 6th range, now owned by Ambrose Rich-
ards, It is told by his son that his father, growing tired of his
selection, traded it off for a pair of high top-boots. This would
seem possible, since the land was once owned by a famous old
shoe-maker of Aylmer. On a part of this lot is the famous mica
mine of the Laurentides Company, who paid for it §40.000.
This may not be quite correct, as a part of the mine was on an-
other lot adjoining, but I won’t spoil the story by telling of the
other lot. No one will question the fact that the boots were
high top-boots.

HAWORTH SAVED THE TREE.

Another good story is told of John Rogers, who took up, as
above, the lot afterward a part of the Haworth farm. Like
Brellion, Rogers got tired of the selection, and as he had no kith
or kin (it is told that he was like Topsy, he “just growed,’ hav-
ing been of a strolling play company) he came one day to John
Haworth and said: ““Mr. Haworth, I'm going away, and I want
you to look after the farm. Just use it as your own. I make
but one condition. You must leave that big pine tree (pointing
to a big pine) standing. I am saving it for my coffin.” He
went over to Aylmer and fell into the Deschenes Lake and was
drowned. My informant said he never heard if Haworth cut the
tree for coffin purposes, but thought that he never did. A num-
ber of claimants came later to try to prove that Rogers was
their “long lost brother,” but Haworth was ‘““too many’’ for
them and kept the farm, coffin-tree and aill. These law-suits
were the beginning of a number of others connected with this
property, but ‘‘that’s another story’’ and might touch upon
*the Skeleton in the closet,”” and that is not the purpose of this
book. T have often thought of the ‘‘rattling among the dry
bones’’ one could make if one just started in on the “rattling™
business. He’'d do a raitling business and no mistake.

MICA.

I mentioned mica. It would seem that the mountains here-
ab_outs are full of this valuable mineral. In olden times the
children used to gather it in their play. They called it “Isin-
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glass.” Grama Link said, in speaking of her school days, well
on to a century ago: '"“We used to roam around among the hills
hunting for this mica, which we knew as isenglass. The hills
seemed full of it. We’d make large collections of it for our
‘play-houses.” We'd make windows of it, never once thinking
that one day it would become the great value it now is. People
don’t know of the vast wealth that is hidden away in these
mountains. They have not begun to scrape the edges of the
wealth therein.”” 1 wonderis "“Grama" right in her assertion?
One thing is certain, there is here great bodies of mica and of a
high grade. It is yet mined in the most primitive way, save by
some of the companies who are beginning to use some system,
but more collect it on the hit-or-miss-plan, like oo many things
are done where a system would bring great results.

NOTES FROM AN OLD DIARY KEPT BY JAMES FINLAY-
SON TAYLOR IN 1822-23.

I found an old diary in the possession of the family of Nelson
Edey, which was kept by the noted Registrar, J. F. Taylor. It
is so full of interesting data of ye olde days that it might be
printed in full, for every page contains things worth reading.
I culled from it many items here first mentioned:

First Sunday School started through one Osgoode.

East and West School houses spoken of as of more than
recent existence. The “East’ cannot be located, but I feel
quite confident that the **West" was located on the Hurdman
farm, just east of the Deschenes cross-road. See this from the
diary: ‘It was so cold to-day that we had to stop-in at Olm-
sted’s (before reaching the West School house) to warm.”” This
would indicate that the old school house was further up the
Aylmer Road than Olmsted’s residence, which was not far from
the Bellview Cemetery. As we know that there was a very early
school house used also for a church, it must have been the one
at Hurdman's.

Asa Meech, first preacher mentioned. He was most active in
all good works. His wife and three children were drowned in
Brewery Creek, where it crosses the Aylmer Road in Hull. This
occurred in the spring of 1822.
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First Benevolent Society started Sunday, November 24, 1822.

Rev. Osgoode sends a box of books for the Sunday School,
December 5, 1822,
EARLY MASONRY.

Masonry is first mentioned under date of November 6, 1822.
“Attended Masonic meeting at which these four candidates were
initiated: J. Hudson, G. Church, E. Heath, and M. Holt.”" As
is so often noted in the old writings, only the initials are men-
tioned, or again, perhaps the old pioneer had to come down to
us as “Mr.”" Now, the above four must have been in their order
of mention: Josephus, Gardner and Evert, all of Chelsea, and
Moses, of Aylmer or vicinity (the village itself not having been
started by Charles Symmes until 1830),

They held another meeting in Hull, December 10, 1822, at
which are mentioned the officers elected, also of interest as show-
ing the men of note in that time. Charles Symmes was made
Master; Nathaniel Chamberlain, Senior Warden. Other officers:
T. Buck, Thomas Brigham, Ruggles Wright, N. Frost and S. K.
Rollins. At this meeting, Hudson, Church and Heath were
made Felloweraft members.

FIRST CORONER’S JURY,

They found occasion and held the first coroner’s inquest in
December of 1822. Here are the names of the Jury, to show
who were the men of note in that early day, for so important an
event as impanneling a jury to determine the cause of a man's
death who had been found in the river, required the best intel-
lect in the colony, and by the following it will be seen that the
best sat in that panel on that December day, eighty-four years
ago. But to the men:—Rev. Asa Meech, Tiberius Wright,
Ruggles Wright, Thomas Brigham,.Jas. F. Taylor, Harvey Par-
ker, Sr., Benjamin Hooper Wright, Robert Klock, Sr., Steadman
Bebee, H. Esterbrook,-Charles Symmes and J. C. Eaton.

“CAN'T WIN A GIRL BY STRENGTH OF ARM ALONE.”

First teacher mentioned was a son of Asa Meech, who *‘taught
the West School.”” Thomas Buck was also an early teacher.
By Taylor it would appear that this same Thomas was deeply
enamoured of a certain preacher’s daughter. Taylor carries the
love affair to the end of his diary, and then leaves us to guess if
he won out. In looking over the family record of this same
preacher, I see that poor Thomas failed to have his name re-
corded. Tom must have been the '‘limit,” to have failed to
win out in a family of twenty-two children. James lets us into
how he had advised Thomas to conduct his love affair with the
preachers’s daughter: ““Tom," said I to him, one morning after
he had been to see Miss ——, " you make a mistake; you can't



32 South Hull.

hope to win by strength of arm alone. She told you ‘No’;
that's nothing, they all say ‘No' at first, and especially if one
proposes on the first meeting. Don't be in a hurry—you can't
hive bees or win a pretty girl if you get either of 'em flustered.
Take your time, Tom, take your time.” As James Finlayson
won three, he surely was authority before he was through.

ST. PATRICK’S DAY IN THE MORNING.

March 17, 1823, is the first date on which St. Patrick’s Day
is mentioned as having been celebrated. Taylor's comment next
day was that, ''The boys wet their whistles so freely yesterday
that they are not much use to-day.” This whistle-wetting seems
to have been a custom common to more than the celebrators of
St. Patrick’s Day.

SINGING SCHOOL TEACHERS.

Taylor mentions Captain H. Esterbrook, but only casually-
He was a bit too prominent to pass but casually. From Mr
Luther Edey I learned that the old captain was one of the first
singing school teachers in the colony. He lived at the corner of
the Deschenes road and the Third Concession, where now resides
Dawson Benedict. He was a carpenter. That was in the days
when ‘* A mon wus a mon for a' that,” and not at a time when a
nonentity too often supersedes the man.

Other singing school teachers remembered by some of the
old folk: Ben Holt, Professor Workman, “A. B. C."” Campbell,
Mr. Lasher, and—Yow, a jolly, good-natured fellow, whom some
of the older ones remember well. Mr. Edey tells of how at the
close of one of Yow's terms that he told the class, * Now, to-
morrow night I want you fo all put on your best gig and tipper,
as Mr. Yow and Mrs. Yow and all the young lambs will be here.”

MAYORS OF SOUTH HULL.

South Hull was made a separate municipality in 1879. The
first mayor was Wm. McKay Wright, son of Ruggles Wright.
He was also a Member of Parliament, and withal a very popular
resident of the municipality. He served two vears as mayor,
from September 1, 1879, to February 7, 1881, Claudius Max-
well, son of Frank Maxwell, served as mayor from February 7,
1881, to February 7, 1887.

Wm. Simmons, son of Benjamin Simmons, served as mayor
from February 7, 1887, to February 1, 1892. He is still living,
the only one of the old mayors.
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Robert H. Conroy, son of Robert Conroy, served from Feb-
ruary 1, 1892, to the time of his death in 1904. The term ex-
pired February 6, 1905, at which time Samuel H. Edey, son of
Luther Edey, was elected, and is the present incumbent, having
been a member of the council for twenty-six years, or since the
formation of the municipality.

David Stewart, son of Robert Stewart, has been continuously
the secretary-treasurer.

TOWN COUNCIL.

Mayor—Samuel Edey.

Councillors—Wm, Allen, John Currie, James Baillie, Wm.
H. McConnell, Joseph Fulford, and Wm. Maxwell.

Secretary-Treasurer—David Stewart.

‘When one sees, in a country district, men of the calibre and
ability of the above Council, one cannot but wonder why some
of the cities have to be loaded down with a set of officers, whose
only qualification is the ability they have in finding out intricate
ways of leading the people’s wealth from the city’s safe to their
own pockets.

These men meet and transact business in a business way,
while I have listened to the aldermen of cities and been reminded
of schoolboys in a play court. The reason of this is doubtless
that the position of alderman is too often sought after by men
who have failed in their own business, and as a last resort ask
the people of the city to let them run the affairs of the city, with
all its hundreds of thousands of wealth. They ask and the busy
business men sit by and watch their aldermen grow rich with
no visible means of support. 1 am speaking of the Aldermen
at home, up here in Canada—well, I shall let Canadians finish
that sentence for themselves, since my province is not to criticise
the bad, but to commend the good, 1 see.

FOREST FIRE OF 1870.

The summer of 1870 will long be remembered by the people
of the Ottawa Valley as the hoitest one of all the summers that
have been seen since they started seeing things. And if the
stories the Colonel has brought in from South Hull be samples
of what they saw that summer, it must indeed have been a hot
one. But I shall ask the Colonel to give vou some samples.
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THE STORIES THE COLONEL HEARD ABOUT THE FIRE.

‘“Colonel, what was it they told you out in the Simmons Dis-
trict about that great forest fire?’’ :
A “What did they tell me? Better ask what they didn't tell
me: I used to think that old man Dante was a good one, but
he was in quite a separate class from somie of the relaters I met
out around where that great fire started on August 17, 1870.
It must, indeed, been simply awful, if it was at all as they de-
scribed it to me. Now, Rube, I am going to give you some of
the stories exactly as they were told. Don't say a word, for it
is not I who am telling them. 1 am only repeating them as I
took them down.”

“0Oh, go on. Don't preface so much, Colonel, I understand.
You would not state anything but facts for a small farm.”

HAD ROASTED APPLES ALL WINTER.

“*Well, sir, stranger,’ said an old gentleman at the table,
just after we had started in on a good South Hull dinner, ‘speak-
ing of that fire, why, it was that hot that the apples roasted on
the trees a half mile away from the edge. At first we thought
this a total loss of the fruit, but, bless vou, it turned out a great
saving, for all we had to do was to pick and barrel them apples,
and all winter long we had roast apples and cream for break-
fast, and cream and roast apples for dinner, and didn't once have
to bother wasting wood to bake 'em for supper. I never, before
that winter, had had enough baked fruit, but I was real glad
when long toward spring we finished the last barrel, and havn't
hankered for baked apples since.'"”

THE PANRTS AND THE MELTED SILVER.

“‘Pap, tell the Colonel about the time Ma throwed your
pants in the well to save 'em,’" said one of the boys on the other
side of the table.

““In this same fire of the summer of 1870, the old gentleman
continued, as he took his cue from the boy, who doubtless had
heard the same story a thou—well, several times, at least. ‘Yes,
as I was saying, when we seen the fire coming, just a-licking up
everything in its reach, and then reaching for more, we started
to try to save things. But what was the use? Everything was
lost as fast as we saved it. Ma, there (pointing over to his
patient wife), was the coolest head in the whole lot of us. She
up and took my Sunday pants and flung ‘em into the well out
there. But what do you think, Colonel, after the fire was all
over, and I went down after them pants, I found nothing but
some wool ashes, and the well as dry as Joe Ritter in a prohibi-
tion town. Then I bethought me of a lot of silver money I'd
had in the pocket of the pants. Well, sir, Colonel, there wasn't
a blamed thing but a heap of little silver globules, melted—every
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dime a little globule. I tell you, Colonel, it was pretty discour-
aging to see money melt away like that, and I hope never again
to pass through another such experience.'"

“Did you believe that story, Colonel?” I asked, as he fin-
ished relating the old gentleman’s narration. ‘' Believe it?
Well, I didn't want to, Rube, and I don’t think I should have
believed it, had the old man not sent his boy up-stairs for the
‘globules,” which he said he’d been saving all these thirty-six
years to verify the story.”

THE MONTREAL EDITOR IN THE FIRE AND HOW HE
PLAYED OSTRICH.

“Is that all, Colonel? Did you get any more Facts about
that fire?”

“All? Why, I havn’t started to tell the things they told me.
You know the South Hull editor we used to know over in Mon-
treal? Well, they told me how that he was then at home on
vacation, and how that the morning of the fire he had started
out hunting. He had pretty fair luck, they said, and had bagged
a dozen brace of partridge, before he noticed the fire coming,—
but I will let him tell it. This wasn't told to me by the one who
had told of the baked apples and the silver globules. No; I
gave them all a chance at me with their stories about that fire of
1870. ‘You see,’ said he, ‘Dave was so intent on his hunting,
that the fire was almost on him before he seen it. But if you
know Dave, you know that he is guick as a flash on schemes,
and in less time than I can tell you he had started to dig a hole
with the butt-end of his gun, and before the fire had reached him
he had excavated a place big enough to get his head and shoul-
ders down, and in this way he could breathe and live through
the ordeal; but, Colonel, imagine Dave’s surprise and chagrin
to find that every brace of his birds had been burned too crisp
to eat—just spoiled—the whole lot of them. But Dave was so
thankful that he had come out unscathed, that he afterwards
said, ‘Oh, durn the birds, I can bag some more.” Dave always
was a philosopher, ever since he was a small boy. What'’s that,
Colonel?’ he stopped to ask, when I wanted to know if he could
conduct me to the hole where Dave had stuck his head while the
fire was raging and burning up his birds, but he said that time,
‘the great leveler,” had so effaced the hole that there was now
only a slight depression left, and that it wasn't worth while to go
over to see it. I was sorry he wouldn't show me, as I should
like to have taken a photograph of the ‘depression,’ if nothing
more. But, Rube, the best, or worst, story of the lot was——""
“Stop, Colonel, if you have anything worse or better, no matter
which, I guess you'd better save it, as I don’t feel well to-day,
and to hear such ‘hot stuff’ one must needs be in prime health.”

“Now, see here, Rube, I do believe that you think that I
didn’t hear all this. If that's it, you've got to get ready and go
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out with me this very afternoon. You shall see or rather hear
for yourself, for I will not have you doubt me for a minute longer
than it will take to get there," and he gave me no rest until we
had started.

What did 1 hear? Well, now, dear readers, be lenient,—
think a minute. For thirty-six years these good people have
been telling about that fire, and if their stories have grown in
interest and other things, you must think of the number of times
they have been told in this more than a third of a century.
Think, I say, and do not ask me to tell you what I heard. I
will, however, for the sake of your good opinion of the Colonel,
tell you this; that he still has my confidence in his truthfulness.
He did hear the stories almost as he related what they told him.

THE FACTS WITHOUT THE STORIES.

On August 17, 1870, a fire started in the Hurdman Woods,
a mile or so west of Simmons, and inside of two hours (they say
less than an hour) it had swept bare a strip two miles wide clear
across the mountain to and beyond Ironsides, a distance of over
four miles. Not a house, save Cook’s and Woodburn's, in the
vicinity was left—all burned. The very earth in places was
burned where there was any vegetable mould. How a living
thing escaped is the wonder, and vet but two people lost their
lives. An old man and an old woman were suffocated. The
daughter of the former saw the danger and, quickly gathering
her children and father, started for the Mountain Road, reach-
ing which she turned to the east, but by this time the fire, com-
ing from the west, had so gained upon them that they were soon
caught by the suffocating heat. The father fell from the buggy,
but the brave daughter got out and lifted him, now unconscious,
back, and again tried to beat the fire, but the race was too urn-
even. All about swept the hot, blinding smoke, and yet she
raced on and on, her strength fast leaving her, and yvet she would
not give up. Again her father fell from the buggy, but this time
to his death, for his daughter had no strength to lift him back;
and had not her noble horse carried her to safety unguided, she,
too, with her little ones, would have met the same fate as her
father.

In the case of the woman, when the fire was raging all about,
she returned to her house to save some animals and was caught
by the flames, and before her sons could rescue her she was
suffocated.

Large numbers of domestic animals were destroyed, sheep in
places were piled deep, while many wild animals were after-
ward found, among them a large black bear that had been driven
from the mountain, to the north.

When one looks over the area burned and thinks of the aw-
fulness of what must have been the situation, one can very read-
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ily overlook all desire on the part of those with fertile minds to
tell of that terrible day in August. One would even pardon
them had they indeed thought that the “u’’ had been burned
out of their township and left an “e'’ as a residue.

Fortunately the following winter was a very mild one. The
people lived in shacks, securing the material as best they could.
The government furnished tents to the more needy, to those who
could not get material for the shacks. Much money was sub-
scribed by a generous people, and the sufferers from the fire
passed the long winter in comparative comfort. To now look
over this same country with seeming prosperity on every side;
with the mountain to the north covered with dense forests, the
foliage of which just now is turning from green to a thousand
shades of yellow and red, one would not think that all, as far as
one could see around, was once asbare as a western prairie. But
then, that was, after all, a long while ago, and naught seems to
be left to remind and bring back that fire of 1870 'save the mem-
ories of some who passed through it, and you must judge for
yourselves what the fire itself was, if the memories are at all
accurate photographers of the original pictures.

SCHOOLS.

There are six school houses in South Hull, four Public and
two Separate.

No. 1 is the “Stewart" on the Aylmer Road. As nearly as
I could find it was built in the early thirties. The first building
was taken down and rebuilt in 1872 by one Smith, who is still
waiting for his pay, owing to the excuse that the building was
insecure and liable to fall. It is not likely to fall for a matter
of fifty years yet, so poor Smith will have given a good test of
permanency.

From this famous old school have gone out many whose
names are only a memory. Of these might be mentioned the
Harty boys, the Conners, the Shepherds, the Quiggs, the Hughes,
the Hawkins, the Holsteds—not one of all these families live in
this section. Here, too, went the Stewarts, the Allens, the Mc-
Connells, the Latchfords, the Olmsteds, the Snows, the Rain-
boths, the Forans, the Fulfords, the Hurdmans, the Coutlees, the
Routliffes, the Myrons, and others who still live here or in the
locality about Ottawa.

Many of the boys have become locally prominent, others
nationally so.

Miss Lucy Stewart is the present teacher.
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No, 2 is the “Simmons," and is located at the corner of the
Deschenes and the Fifth Concession roads. It was built in 1868
and burned in the 1870 fire, and rebuilt shortly after.

Miss Violet Ewart is the present teacher.

No. 3 is “The Brick School,” located in the Perry settlement,
at the corner of the Fifth Concession road and the side road past
t}égoBreckem-idge, Maxwell and Ferris farms. It was built in
1 L

The present teacher is Miss Myrtle Vipond.

I would that the teachers of not only all Canada, but my
own country as well, could take a look into and around this
little school house on an out-of-the-way cross-roads—it would
be an object lesson worthy of imitation. Miss Vipond has, by
giving entertainments, raised enough money to beautify the
interior, plant beds of flowers in the yard and make of her little
school a pleasure to look upon.

No. 4 is the ““Hooper Wright School” located at the junction
of the Mountain and Iron Mines roads. It was built in 1832 by
Hooper Wright and Samuel Benedict, Sr. It was burnt in the
early fifties. In 1848, while it was still standing, it was found
to be too small, so Hooper Wright and some of his sons agreed
to build a new one. ‘' Can't afford it,"” said the School Board.
“We'll wait for our pay,” said the Wrights. “Nuff said,” ex-
claimed the Board. The house was built and the Wrights were
as good as their word, and have been waiting ever since. Big
difference between the old and the new Boards—the new ones
pay as they go. The Colonel says possibly this is owing to the
fact that builders have got wise—no matter, the new pay as
they go.

The present teacher is Miss Beatrice Holiday.

There is a Catholic School near Simmons post-office. It was
built in 18—, Owing to there not being many of this denomina-
tion in the locality, the school is not large.

Miss Julia Cashman of Cantley is the present teacher.

The school at Deschenes village has the largest attendance in
the municipality, Here both English and French are taught by
Miss Lavina Gravelle. The house was built in 18—.

The Colonel and 1 made frequent visits to the various schools
and found the children remarkably bright and quick, and in their
recitations did great credit to their teachers, who, the Colonel
says, are a very superior lot of young ladies, and I never ques-
tion the Colonel’s opinion where the ladies are the subject.

There is another school which I must needs mention, although
not in the municipality, and yet in the district about which I
have written. It is “The Hollow School,” on the Mountain
Road, beyond the line of South and West Hull, and in the An-
thony Grimes vicinity. It is well attended, being the only one
for miles around. It was built in 18—.

Miss Tessie Clarke is the present teacher.
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WHERE WAS THE FIRST SCHOOL HOUSE OF THE
WRIGHT COLONY?

It has long been a question, ‘‘Where did the Colony of 1800
locate the first school house?"

The first mention of the subject I found in a diary kept in
1822 by Jas. Finlayson Taylor. He, in that diary, mentions
“the East and West school houses.” He speaks of them in such
a matter-of-fact way that we must conclude that even at that
date they were old. He says that they were used for church
services before the first church was built. St. James, in Hall or
Wright Village, was that church, built in 1824. Where was the
“West School House?' It must have been on the Aylmer, or
as then called, ' Britannia'' road. Let us look for an old school
house which had also been used for a church or for church ser-
vices. Luther Edey is now eighty-five years old. His first
school was on the Aylmer Road, not far east (700 feet) of where
the Deschenes road crosses the pike. It was on the north side
of the road on the Waller, later Hurdman, lot. This old house,
Mr. Edey says, was used for church as well as for school. Later,
the Presbyterians built a church on this same lot and very near
to the old school house, John Currie was baptised in this church
in 1831, All this would show the early date of this Hurdman
school house. Was it the ‘' West"” mentioned by Taylor? Was
it one of the first two if not the very first school building of the
Wright Colony? Who can tell?

Later—The ‘‘East School” was on the Aylmer Road, about
opposite the Hull cemetery. One of the older Hurdmans used
to tell about going to church in this old house. *I mind,"” said
he, "' of how a preacher was one Sunday telling about foreordina-
tion. ‘What's going to happen is going to happen, and you
can’t stopit.” After the sermon, which took the old fellow about
three hours, we boys were tired beyond reason, as we had to sit
up straight on benches without any backs, and some of them
so high that our feet could not reach the floor. Yes, we were
tired out and some of the boys suggested a game of ball, or some
other game. ‘Play!’ exclaimed a good old deacon. ‘Play! If
you do you'll go to the ‘‘bad place” sure!’”

'“*Oh, come off!” answered back one of the boys; ‘what’s the
difference. The preacher says we're going to Heaven or Hell any-
how, so what's the odds; a game to rest our legs won’t send us
to Hell, especially if we’re bound to go to Heaven in spite of our-
selves. Come on, boys!’ And if I remember aright, we ‘come
on,” for we were very tired.”
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THE OLD TABERNACLE.

The old log-house beside the Mountain Road, just to the
west of the Moffatt brothers, was built in 1830, making it the
oldest school and church building, still standing, in the valley of
the Ottawa.

By much inguiry among the oldest residents I find the fol-
lowing list of teachers who taught in it. There were doubtless
others, but their very names are forgotten, there having been
no record kept. Miss Holden seems to have been the first.
Woodis Johnson was possibly the next. David Turner is remem-
bered by Mrs. Thomas Link, who was a daughter of Alex, Moffatt.
‘“He was,” says this eighty-seven-year old lady, ‘‘an English-
man who came out very early, bringing with him his fancy knee
pants and buckle shoes. It looked odd to see so much style in
the country of homespun clothed people.

“When I was about five years old,” said Mr. Wm. Simmons,
“which was in 1841, John Mason was my first teacher. Then
followed, but possibly not in the order I give, Robert Robertson,
Wm. Arnold, Wm. Patterson, Adam Robinson; then there was
Mrs. Motherwell, who afterward married Wm. Halfpenny, a well-
to-do man, who educated Thomas Motherwell, the son, who be-
came an Anglican minister."”

Other teachers, remembered by many of the older ones:—
Isabelle Link, Mary Greenlee, Miss Pringle, Anna Jane McCauley,
and Miss McLaughlin, Mary Currie taught in 1859, and Joseph
Moss in 1860. The last one, so far as I could learn, was Eu-
phemia Cuthbertson. Emanuel Radmore went to school to her
in 1879.

The Simmons School, No. 2, was built in 1869, but was burnt
in the fire of 1870. It was rebuilt some time after. There would
seem to be a discrepancy in dates, but Radmore is certain that
he went to the Tabernacle in 1879."

TAUGHT THE KIDS TO DANCE.

Some of the teachers taught the children more than their
A B C's. One of the “school marms” (I won't give her name,
lest her grandchildren think I speak lightly of * Dear Gramma')
used to while away the hours by teaching them to dance. Of
course, she did not have any set rules for the “steps.” The
children could choose their own, but they had to be very lively
steps—sort of a jig, else they would burn their shoes. I should
have explained that the platform on which the kids had to dance
was the hot stove. These lessons served the double purpose of
punishment and the acquiring of active movement of the feet of
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the little ones. The Colonel said, the night of the Surprise
Party, mentioned elsewhere, that he did wonder where those old
boys had acquired so much of grace, but quite understood the
reason when told of their early training in the * Stove Dance”
of the Tabernacle.

Many of the early preachers officiated in the old building.
Among them were Richard McConnell, a local preacher; Rev,
John Gourlay, and even some of the teachers filled the pulpit on
Sundays. It was a Union Church, as many denominations were
represented among the early expounders of the gospel.

The old house is now used as a farm implement cover. It
is even yet in a fairly good state of preservation, and should be
left to fall by time, since it will ever be a reminder of the fathers
and mothers who came to hew out homes in the wilderness.

THE “RAISING” OF THE TABERNACLE.

One day, long after writing the foregoing, I chanced to speak
of this old house to a man past his allotted time, who said:
“Would you know the men who ‘raised’ the Tabernacle? I will
tell you, for I so often heard my father speak of them that I
well remember their names; in fact, I knew them all, for my
memory goes back a long ways. Here they are: Benjamin
Simmons, John Simmons, the brother who went into Carleton
but came here in his old days, died, and was buried in the
Pink Cemetery; Wm. and John Cook, George Routliffe, James
Wilson, Jack Hall, Alex. Moffatt, 'Neil Currie and John Haworth.

“When they all collected, in the morning of the ‘Raising,’ it
was found that the whisky had been forgotten. Now, you must
remember that a ‘raising’ without whisky was something en-
tirely unknown in those days, so that not a timber could be
touched until a messenger was sent over to Aylmer, or, as then
called, ‘ Symmes Landing,’ for a good supply. When it came the
work began, and by night was all ready for the finishing touches,
with every log in place.

“Mrs. Alex. Moffatt furnished the dinner and supper for the
raisers. The supper was accounted especially good. It con-
sisted of a great platter of pancakes and bowls of maple syrup.

“The question came up as to the name for the building,
Various names were suggested, but when John Haworth pro-
posed ‘The Tabernacle,” it was at once agreed upon, and ‘The
Tabernacle' it has been ever since.”

A PREDICTION.

The time will be when this old house will be the Mecca of
many an inquisitive tourist, who will drive miles to see anything
in the locality of his tours that is out of the ordinary. That this
old relic is out of the ordinary need not be said, since it is the
oldest place of education in the whole Ottawa Valley.
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SLED-MAKING TAUGHT, OR CANADA'S FIRST
KINDERGARTEN.

“T learned how to make sleds in my first*school,” said a one-
time pupil at the Tabernacle. “The teacher wasn't much on
book-learning, but she did know all the tricks of the kindergar-
ten. If the truth were known, she was the first kindergarten
teacher in Canada. Long before that new-fangled mode of
teaching was inaugurated in the cities, this old Tabernacle was
the seat of learning how to make little sleds by the boys, and
paper-cutting nicknacks by the girls. This teacher would hurry
us through our reading lesson, and then for the rest of the day
we just set 'round and whittled and cut and talked to our heart’s
content. I never did learn so much—in sled-making—as I did
that winter. This may seem to have been a waste of time, but
do you know that what I learned then has stood me in better
stead than anything I ever learned of any other teacher,” and I
guess he was right. There are a whole lot of people who go
through life with a smattering of things which they cannot use,
who would have been far better fitted if they had learned how to
* make sleds when they were boys.

THE SURPRISE PARTY; OR, HOW THE COLONEL LOST
THE HAT.

The Colonel wants to know if I will ever forget the Surprise
Party we happened in on one night during our tour of South
Hull. Isay, “happened in on,” for we didn’t know a thing about
its coming off—until nearly a week before, and neither did the
Surprised Ones. We were all there, however, and all on time,
and now I say to the Colonel in answer to his inquiry, ‘No,
Colonel; I shall never forget that party, and am sure that you
will not. 'What was it that most surprised you at that party?”

“What surprised me the most? Why, to see out there,
along the Mountain—right out in the country, the pretty man-
ners of the ladies, Really, Rube, from dress and manners, one
might have taken them as right from the city. This might not
be said of the gentlemen of the party, however.”

“Why do you say that, Colonel? You surprise me.”

“I'll tell you why. Did you notice they were not continually
running up to the dressing-room to smoke a cigarette, and then
coming down-stairs to give that cigarette—in instalments—to
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their dancing partners, like you know they do in the city, to the
disgust of the dear girls, who dare not say a word or the boys
won't play? Oh, no, they had too much consideration for the
ladies. But then, you see, they were Country Boys, and country
boys somehow have great consideration for the dear girls.” I
quite agreed with the Colonel when I saw the turn of his criticism.

By Gaisford,

The Colonel contemplates the little hat Some of the boys  didn’t have no fun !
the other fellow left in place of his. at the party.

* What surprised me next to that, Rube, was when I came
downstairs in the morning (we had stayed all night with the
host) and found the hat the other fellow had left in place of
mine. It was a gratification, however, to know that the ‘other
fellow’' was not a South Hull man, or at least not one of the
Pioneer stock.”

"“Well?"” said I, wondering what Sherlock Holmes philosophy
he meant to spring on my innocent mind.

“No, Rube, the fellow who took my hat was never born in
South Hull. His head was too small.”

I shall never forget how the Colonel looked in that little hat.
He refused to come back to Ottawa until after dark, and then
came into Sim'’s, the back way, to get a new one.

Great night, that—and yet I heard one of the boys say that
he “/didn’t have no fun.” I have often wondered why, for nearly
every one around seemed to be enjoying life to the full.
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BETSEY JOHNSON

Drawn by R. Gaisford,
Betsey Johnson, from her latest photograph.

is one of the old characters known by the present generation
and by the two preceding ones as well. ‘‘For,” said a man of
seventy, I knew old Betsey when I was a boy, and she seemed
an old woman then."”

“Betsey” is a full-blood Iroquois Indian, who for genera-
tions has lived in the Simmons-Currie neighborhood, out toward
the mountain and up in the Gatineau country. She married
first, one Lawrence, or Larrah, and after he had grown old and
died, she married Johnston, and in turn, he grew old and died
leaving her to battle on alone, which she did and is doing by the
assistance of kind neighbors, South Hull Council, and now by
the charity of the St. Charles Home in Ottawa.

She lived for years in the Bush, making and selling baskets,
When Larrah died she went up the Gatineau, where she re-
mained for a quarter of a century. She came back and lived in
a shack, which later burned, after which the neighbor boys built
her a small shed on the Misses Currie’s farm, near the Fifth
Concession road.

The Council and the neighbors were kind in giving provisions
and clothes, but seldom money, as Betsey had a way of trading
off the money for what she called her “‘Life Preserver.”” She is
said to be going on two hundred years old, and may yet live to
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a ripe old age, unless perchance she dies prematurely from the
pernicious drink habit contracted during her first century.

She had two sons, one of whom went to Egypt with the Voy-
ageurs in 1884. One is said to be living in the Oka Reserva-
tion, down the Ottawa. It is claimed that the sons are related
to Chief Joseph of the Okas.

THE COLONEL’S VIEWS ON TEMPERANCE.

When the Colonel read the above * Betsey sketch,” he said:
“Rube, here would be a good place for a sermon on the awful-
ness of drink. It would indeed be a good text for a sermon to
the young. Just to think, had the dear old lady led a temper-
ate life she might have died at a respectable age and not be hav-
ing to live on and on like the Wandering Jew, far beyond her
usefulness. Yes, strong drink s an awful thing, and should be
put down.” And the Colonel said, as he started for the door,
“I'm going out to do it."”

“Do what?" I asked.

“Going out to put some down,” said he.

ITHAMAR DAY.

Ithamar Day was a prominent figure in the early times.
But little is known of him. He came from the States and lived
on the Aylmer Road at the Deschenes Road crossing. He and
the noted Captain LeBreton were close friends. The Captain
lived at Britannia, just across the lake. They paid frequent
visits, coming and going by canoe.

Ithamar went t6 the North-West, where there is a river
named for him. The grave of his wife, who was Laura Dewey,
is to be seen in the old Bellview cemetery, on the Aylmer Road.
She was of the family, since made so famous by the hero of
Manilla—Admiral George Dewey.

Ithamar’s son, Charles Dewey Day, became a noted judge.
He was born in about 1806. He married a Miss Holmes. He
studied with Judge Gale, and in 1827 was called to the bar in
Montreal. In 1837 he was created a Q.C. and appointed a
Deputy Judge Advocate to try the state prisoners after the
Papineau Rebellion in 1837 and 1838. He received the thanks,
in general orders, of His Excellency Sir John Colborne, then
Governor General, and Commander of the Army. In 1838 he was a
member of the special Government on the suspension of the
Constitution, and remained such up to 1840. In 1841, at the
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union of the two Canadas, he was elected to the Canadian
Parliament for the County of Ottawa. IHe became a member of
the Government, holding the office of Solicitor General, for
Lower Canada. In 1842 he was raised to the judiciary as a
puisne of the Q.B. In 1850 he became a puisne Judge of the
Superior Court.

The above from Henry J. Morgan, the great authority on
“Who's Who.”

All that 1s left of this once noted family, to connect it with
the past, is the lonely grave in Bellview. Over that grave is a
simple stone, on which I saw to-day, the inseription: “To the
memory of Laura Day, who died September 13th, 1843, aged 65.”
And then a simple line below: *‘I know that my Redeemer
liveth,” in which faith she died.”” There was nothing to indicate
who she was, and but for Morgan I might have passed it, as I had
so often done before while wandering around amongst the weeds
and briars of this neglected old grave-yard. How few there be,
of the present generation, who fully appreciate what this in-
defatigable writer is doing for Canada! Some even—who are
too small for him to note, in passing, speak unkindly of him, but
time will right all that—when they are even less known than they
are now.

JUDGE CHARLES DEWEY DAY'S ELECTION.

Later: One day I chanced to speak to Mrs. Charles Purcell
about the Ithamar Day family. She not only remembered them
well, but told of Charles Day’s election in 1841. An election of
to-day would have nothing of interest, save to the voter who
either wanted to see his man in, or to get a bit of his man’s wealth
—for his vote. But this was not a present election,—it was that
of another day. Let's si