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Belleville Honours  
an Exceptional Local Hero 

 

By Richard Hughes 
 
There is the biblical state-
ment that no prophet is 
accepted in his hometown. 
Today we might para-
phrase this by saying that 
heroes are often unrecog-
nized in their hometown, 
and we have a prime ex-
ample right here in Belle-
ville.  
 
Until very recently, Dr. 
James Bertram Collip, co-
discoverer of insulin for 
the treatment of diabetes 
in humans, one of the 

greatest medical discoveries in history, which has 
saved millions of lives, was completely unknown in 
his hometown. Declared as one of Canada's greatest 
scientists of the 20th century who received honours 
and awards all around the world, his name was total-
ly unrecognized here.  
 
Thanks to the untiring research of Dr. George Pearce, 
efforts were launched in 2009 to correct this injustice 
and bring Dr. Collip's lifetime of scientific achieve-
ments before the people of Quinte and across the 
country. Dr. Pearce, working with Heritage Belle-
ville, told the story and had City Council declare Dr. 
Collip's birthdate, November 20, to be Dr. Collip Day 
in Belleville in perpetuity.   
 
In 2012, the Dr. James B. Collip Recognition Com-
mittee was formed, and it petitioned the Ontario Her-

itage Foundation to create a historical plaque to tell 
the story of this amazing scientist. The Foundation 
was in full support, and in 2014 a formal plaque un-
veiling ceremony was held on the concourse of the 
Belleville Library. The next year a booklet was creat-
ed and 1000 copies circulated to all schools and to 
the public to tell the story of Dr. Collip.  
 
The door of awareness was opening but one more 
giant act was required to throw it wide open and 
make Dr. Collip a household name in his hometown. 
That final giant leap began in 2019 when Roli Tipper 
and Ian Sullivan brought forward the concept of a 
major monument set in a Bayshore parkette to tell the 
full story.  Joining forces with the Historical Society, 
this team sought and obtained the full support of 
Belleville City Council and began a fundraising cam-
paign.   
 
Working with the City of Belleville, the Dr. James 
Bertram Collip Memorial Committee developed 
plans for a parkette, described as a courtyard and re-
flection garden to be located along the Bayshore 
Trail just east of the hospital to house the monument. 
 
Currently, work is going forward on the creation of 
the monument by Campbell Monument Ltd., which 
will stand six feet tall and have photos and stories on 
two sides and be surrounded by the garden, with four 
comfortable benches for folks to relax and enjoy the 
scene.  
 
A grand, unveiling ceremony is planned for October 
16 at 11:00 a.m. with many guests and local dignitar-
ies, including Dr. Alison Li, author of the definitive 
biography of Dr. Collip who will speak at the cere-
mony. The story of Belleville's hero of science will 
be on full display for all to see and appreciate. The 
public is invited to attend this event, take part in the 
celebration of the 100th anniversary of the discovery 



 

 

What Is “Indian Summer”? 
 

By Orland French 
 
I've always liked Indian Summer. To me, an Indian 
Summer was a brief warm spell, like a welcome left-
over remnant of summer, after the first killing frost 
of the fall. Abnormally warm weather, clear skies, 
sunny but hazy days, cool nights. You soaked it up. 
That's also how it's seen by meteorologists, although 
not by the general public. It doesn't happen every 
year, and sometimes it happens more than once. 
 
The worst part about it was that it meant Winter was 
right around the corner. When William Wilfred 
Campbell wrote Indian Summer in the late 19th cen-
tury, he viewed nature through the hazy golden late 
summer light. The entire poem radiates the glow of a 
dying summer. Just beyond that famous line of 
smoky hills we know there lurks the first blizzard of 
winter. 
 
The reference to Indian Summer has been in use for 
more than two centuries. The term is first recorded in 

of insulin for the treatment of diabetes and hear the story of Belleville’s own Dr. Collip, one of Canada’s 
greatest scientists.  
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a work titled Letters from an American Farmer, by a 
French-American soldier turned farmer in the U.S. 
Throughout the 19th century it came to be increasing-
ly used by writers. Although the phenomenon is 
world-wide, it tends to happen with the most frequen-
cy in the eastern United States and Canada. 
 
There is no particular reason for giving it the title In-
dian Summer. Pioneer settlers noticed that the native 
people tended to harvest their crops in that period. 
Some felt the haziness in the air was caused by prai-
rie fires deliberately set by Indigenous tribes. Euro-
pean settlers were pleased to find that the warmer 
seasons could be extended temporarily by the Indi-
an's Summer, as they called it. But sometimes there 
was no Indian Summer at all. 
 
Will the term survive? In these days of political cor-
rectness, it may be replaced with something deemed 
less offensive. Second summer, perhaps. What's 
more likely to happen is that climate change may 
wipe out the chilling period between the summers, so 
there may no longer be a phenomenon to call Indian 
Summer. 
 
That would be too bad, because it is really a beautiful 

The Dr. James Bertram Collip Committee recently presented a cheque to the City of Belleville to provide the monument for 
the Dr. Collip Memorial and Reflection Garden being built along the Bayshore.  From right:  Collip Committee Ian Sulli-
van and Roli Tipper, Belleville Mayor Mitch Panciuk, Society President Richard Hughes and Belleville's manager of 
Transportation and Operations Services, Rowland Cave-Browne-Cave. The public unveiling ceremonies for the monument 
will be held at this site on October 16 at 11:00 a.m.             Richard Hughes, President 
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vices as a Free Reading Room with a wide variety of 
national and international newspapers and periodi-
cals, and an adjacent Parlour, which was a popular 
meeting place for youth activities for almost twenty 
years. Unfortunately, with the advent of the public 
circulation of newspapers and the Corby Library, 
along with establishment of a local YMCA, the need 
for Bridge Street’s once popular facilities declined in 
the early 1900s. But it had already established itself 
as the go-to place for music. 
 
Almost as soon as the church opened in 1887, it be-
came the centre of excellence for musical produc-
tions, led by a succession of gifted organists and 
choir leaders. Famed as having the largest local sanc-
tuary and the best acoustics of any auditorium be-
tween Toronto and Montreal, it was the site of the 
Hallelujah Wedding, as well as many great recitals 
and huge concerts involving massed choirs, soloists 
and orchestras. This era as the musical hub of the 
community continued well into the 20th century, but 
began to wane as community musical tastes changed 
and other dedicated performance venues were devel-
oped. Until COVID hit, the Quinte Symphony made 
Bridge Street its performance venue, and will likely 
return once restrictions are lifted. 
 
In the 1970s Bridge Street Church, which had suf-
fered from an unfair reputation of being the “rich 
people’s church,” became a different type of commu-
nity hub—one dedicated to the less fortunate. In the 
early 1970s Ruth Burrows was instrumental in devel-
oping the Sewettes group to teach sewing skills to 
low-income mothers while their children were looked 
after by volunteers. This led to the Morning Break 
Group which provided moms with interesting pro-
grams while their children were also cared for by 
trained volunteers. Morning Break and Sewettes last-
ed for well over twenty years. These programs indi-
rectly led to the establishment of the First Adventure 
Child Development Centre, Christmas Sharing, Com-
munity Care, a short-lived Furniture Exchange, and 
The Volunteer & Information Centre, most of which 
are still in existence. 
 
A new focus on food insecurity began one day in the 
late 1980s when a rather bedraggled and slovenly 
older woman shuffled into my office and said, “There 
are people starving out there and you’ve got to do 
something about it.” When I asked what she had in 
mind, she quickly retorted, “You have a big kitchen 
here. Why couldn’t you use it to feed people?” She 
had a point. I suggested she outline her ideas to then 
minister, Dr. Hal Wilson, who agreed to take her con-

slice of second summer. A bonus before the wintry 
blasts. 
 

Indian Summer 
 

By William Wilfred Campbell 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bridge Street Church:  
Always a Community Hub 

Part 1 
By Mary-Lynne Morgan,  

Retired Administrative Assistant (1984–2008) 
 

From its earliest days, circa 1815, what later became 
known as Bridge Street Church was the central hub 
of the community—the first established local faith 
community and the main centre of worship for the 
whole community, housed in a succession of humble 
frame buildings on Pinnacle Street. Eventually the 
congregation moved into a brick building behind 
Belleville City Hall. Changing its name from the 
Pinnacle Street Church to Bridge Street Church 
when it moved in 1865 to its present location on 
land donated by Billa Flint, this rapidly increasing 
congregation continued its reputation as a communi-
ty hub.  
 
Following the January 1886 fire which destroyed 
much of the original stone church, the magnificent 
stone building, which still stands on the site, was 
reopened to great fanfare in May 1887. As early as 
1889, the new church provided such innovative ser-

Along the line of smoky hills 
      The crimson forest stands, 
And all the day the blue-jay calls 
      Throughout the autumn lands. 
 

Now by the brook the maple leans 
      With all his glory spread, 
And all the sumachs on the hills 
      Have turned their green to red. 
 

Now by great marshes wrapt in mist, 
      Or past some river’s mouth, 
Throughout the long, still autumn day 
      Wild birds are flying south.  
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cept to the Board. To their credit, they agreed to the 
use of the kitchen. Sheila Turnbull had a wealth of 
ideas on how to help those for whom food was 
scarce: collect excess produce; start a buying and 
cooking co-op; teach people how to cook food from 
scratch, make bread and bake economical desserts; 
cook in bulk and share the finished product. She felt 
the use of sweat equity would make everyone in-
volved feel they had contributed to the end product 
and would generate pride.  
 
One of the first actual events when people from 
Bridge Street Church provided food to those in need 
occurred one night when there was a fire on Front 
Street. Sheila Turnbull and Hal Wilson took a very 
large container of hot soup and another of coffee to 
the firefighters which was much appreciated. Realiz-
ing what a hot meal meant for someone outdoors at 
night, it wasn’t long before Hal and Sheila were regu-
larly taking large vats of soup, coffee and sandwiches 
to all the known locations where homeless people 
camped throughout the city. Sheila seemed to know 
where they were! 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

In the meantime, Sheila, a retired Community Col-
lege lecturer, taught classes in bread-making, ba- 
king, preserving produce, and preparing nutritious 
meals on a shoestring budget—all skills that most 
who experienced food insecurity had never had the 
opportunity to learn. She also organized a wide range 
of donations of food from various sources around the 
city (extra produce from the farmers’ markets and 
grocery stores; grounders from the area orchards, just
-past-due foods from local grocers, donations of meat 
from local slaughter houses, etc.) All of this excess 
food came to the Bridge Street Co-op, was processed, 
and divided among the members.  
 
Next month, find out how Sheila’s dream unfolded.  
 

Home Remedies 
 

By Jim Kennelly 

Growing up on a farm in the 1950s meant surviving 
with what you had. This wasn’t just in the food de-
partment but also when it came to health issues. The 
doctor was an expensive proposition and OHIP had 
not been invented. 

As soon as school was out, we would go barefoot. 
My parents tell me that for them it was May 24th and 
Thanksgiving that was the beginning and ending of 
the “shoeless period.” Because of the nature of an old 
farm, we were always getting into problems stepping 
on things that had no business being where they 
were. Some of these things that plagued us were 
rusty nails. The eerie feeling of the nail entering 
one’s foot is one of which I wish I did not know. But 
it happened with enough regularity that a remedy was 
required to ensure blood poisoning did not occur. Im-
mediately, the foot would be cleaned and plunged 
into a basin of hot water with lots of salt or creolin. 
Next it would be covered with a pungent cow salve 
and wrapped in a clean white rag. Then we began the 
process of watching for blood poisoning. This was 
evidenced by a strip of red under the skin moving up 
one’s leg from the wound site. Should this occur, a 
piece of crustless bread would be dipped in hot water 
or milk, placed on the injury, and again wrapped. 
This would be left on overnight. When you got up in 
the morning, the wrapping would come off and the 
smelly, hard, dry bread peeled away. The wound 
would be cleaned of the residual bits of bread with 
water. Any evidence of blood poisoning had disap-
peared. Off we would go to enjoy the vagaries of life.  

I am sure this was really a very elementary form of 
penicillin found in the chemical reaction of bread and 
hot milk going to work. My father-in-law who was a 
doctor and who had known and worked with Dr. 
Banting had never heard of this but it was an effec-
tive remedy often used in our family. I have seen it 
work too many times to question the process. 

Once I stepped on a piece of glass and could not get 
it out of my foot. Seeking relief from the pain, I went 
to the doctor for help. He peered, poked and prodded 
ineffectively and told me he could not get it out. 
Feeling quite out of sorts, home I went puzzled and 
frustrated. The wee bit of glass was driving me crazy, 
so I decided to use the bread and poultice remedy. 
Perhaps I was only looking for the comfort of its 
timeless support. When I got up in the morning, I 
took the wrapping off, ran my finger over the area, 

Sheila Turnbull 
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and felt the glass which I immediately took out. I was 
quite happy that our remedy could pull out poisons 
and glass. 

Salt was a second remedy in our family. It was rou-
tinely dumped into hot water and used to soak either 
injured feet or hands. The soothing qualities of hot 
water no doubt accentuated the healing from the salt. 
But as we understood on the farm, it was to help kill 
germs. My grandmother’s cure for my father and his 
siblings involved dumping copious amounts of salt on 
a cut and announcing, “Die like a pig.” The salt must 
have stung immensely. I am sure my father went for 
help to his mother only in desperation. I am sure my 
grandmother’s response, the dumping of salt, was an 
act of desperation. The comment—I cannot fathom its 
purpose.  

The third remedy in our family was the use of creolin. 
This gray, foul smelling liquid would be dumped into 
a basin of warm water and used to bathe the wound 
and provided an antiseptic bath. It too seemed to be a 
fairly reliable way of cleaning the injured site of 
germs and other little creatures that like to go crawl-
ing on a wound. Later in life, I learned that creolin 
was really sheep dip. Sheep dip was the solution put 
into the water into which sheep were placed after 
shearing. This helped cleanse and disinfect all the 
nicks and cuts on the sheep after being clipped by the 
farmer.    

When we had a nasty cold, a bad cough, or anything 
that had to do with the lungs, out would come the 
fourth remedy. A plaster, several layers of cloth fold-
ed together to create a small square, usually in the 
range of 8” by 8”, was attached to our chests beneath 
our shirts. Now, I have often heard these referred to 
as mustard plasters, but when I was a child, they 
would have onions in them. The smell from this could 
be quite strong and certainly made its way into one’s 
lungs. The other option that became much more com-
monplace when I was older was a strong salve, like 
Vick’s VapoRub, that was globbed onto the plaster, 
covered, and then this was attached under our shirts 
or pajama tops with a pin. This was accompanied by a 
good chunk of it put on our upper lip just below our 
noses. I always thought the smell alone would kill 
anything alive and growing in our lungs. 

Another remedy for serious illness or suffering was 
prayer. This was the remedy that trumped all other 
things. Words cannot express how strong this was 
within our devoutly Catholic family. An example was 
when my brother Paul, who was just turning six and 
about to go to school, had a serious accident. The old-
er members of the family were inside our home fin-

ishing our evening meal. Paul went out to play and 
decided it was a good time to climb the exterior of 
the newly built farm silo. At the same time, Peter, 
another brother, was out in the field behind the barn 
getting the cows for the evening milking. Hearing a 
loud cry, he looked to the barn, saw Paul letting go of 
the top of the silo, falling backward, and flipping 
over and down through forty feet of air. He ran to the 
barn, picked up the unconscious, moaning Paul and 
raced to the house, yelling for all of us.   

My parents carefully placed Paul in the car and tore 
off to the hospital. We were stunned. Thus began 
several hours of prayer in which each of us prayed 
with all the heart and soul we could manage. When 
Mom and Dad phoned, they told us he was uncon-
scious and could go into a coma. We prayed even 
more into the evening. After a number of hours, Paul 
became conscious. There were no bruises, no marks, 
and no cuts anywhere on his little body. There was 
no evidence of internal bleeding or damage. For us, it 
was the power of prayer. 

I certainly remember red measles but it is far back in 
my memory. My mother put dark blankets over the 
window so the light could not get into the room. We 
were told we would go blind if we were exposed to 
the light. We were not allowed to watch TV. I don’t 
know how Mom kept the lid on us when we had the 
measles. 

In the winter we would have to line up once a week 
or so, and each of us would take a spoonful of cod 
liver oil. When we were older, these became capsules 
of the vile stuff. That was certainly one of life’s nasty 
moments. When we had a bad case of diarrhea, we 
would have to take a large spoonful of milk of mag-
nesia, a white chalky liquid that left a strange, metal-
lic taste in one’s mouth. The alternative was worse. 
Pinworms were supposedly cured with senna tea. It 
too was a disgusting herbal tea that leaves me feeling 
revulsion. 

For ears that stuck out a little too far, Mom would 
use tape to get the ears closer to the head. I don’t re-
member that this remedy ever worked. Fortunately, I 
did not have this applied to my ears. 

The last remedy that has been used by family mem-
bers involved the use of water eliminated from the 
body. Yes, I kid you not. The remedy is for a child 
suffering from an earache. Should this happen, simp-
ly get some pee, put it on a cotton swab and place in 
the suffering child’s ear. Now, I have never seen my 
mother do this nor do I know if she ever used it her-
self with any of my siblings. Its use has never been 



      6 

used on me so I cannot attest to its health benefits. 
My sister-in-law has used it. I won’t go into further 
details, but she vouches for its effectiveness.  

Should a wee one ever get constipated, a sliver of 
soap might be sliced off a bar of soap. This would be 
gently but firmly put up the backside of the little per-
son. This seemed to do the job needed. Sliced raw 
potatoes were placed on burns. 

All of my siblings survived these remedies. I am sure 
the essence of some of today’s cures was found in old 
herbal remedies and the folk wisdom of the ages. The 
doctor was someone you only went to see for serious 
injury, pregnancy, disease or imminent death. You 
had to use the tried and true at home before anything 
else could be considered. 

 

 

Pick up your copy of these two fine books at the Community Archives in the Library/Archives build-
ing, 2nd floor. 

The 1800s were heady times if you had the nerve and the financial acumen 
to make your mark. Virgin forests were there for the taking. There was 
“gold in them thar hills.” There were fortunes to be made and lost. Billa 
Flint was an entrepreneur with schemes and plans that were largely self-
serving. But, a happy side effect of these ideas of his proved to be employ-
ment for the masses. To say that Billa Flint was controversial might be 
somewhat of an understatement. He knew what he wanted and was willing 
to use whatever means necessary to achieve his goal. In spite of what some 
have described as shortcomings, Billa Flint was a philanthropist and keen-
ly supported public education for all. Come on the journey, led by Armand 
P. La Barge as he recounts the story of a complex man: Billa Flint King of 
Hastings County. 
 

162 pages $20 

It’s Reading Time Again  
By Michelle Hutchison 

The prime land along the Bay of Quinte had been taken. The wilder-
ness in the North of Hastings needed to be settled. So, the government 
built a road, one of many constructed to open up opportunity in the 
new land that would one day be called Ontario. But first, surveyors 
faced the daunting task of determining the most suitable route. Then, 
the trees and rocks of the unforgiving Canadian Shield had to be 
cleared so that the road could be built, allowing travel by sleigh in the 
winter and wagon in summer. It was called the Hastings Colonization 
Road. And they came, with high hopes, but the land and the weather 
were cruel. Those hopes were so easily dashed. Paul Kirby chronicles 
the progress and the people who colonized the road, moving ever fur-
ther north. Along The Trail of Broken Hearts, villages were built. 
Some remain. Others are only a memory, marked perhaps, by a ceme-
tery telling a grim tale. Why did some survive while others did not? 
Who were the brave souls who sought to find their “Promised Land”? 
History is found in the tales and in the telling. 
 

180 pages $20 

There is a definite chill in the air. Evenings are 
becoming darker. We are spending more time 
indoors. How about a good book to while away 
the time? 
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Riding High: Me and My 
Penny Farthing 

 

By Doug Thompson 
 

I was first introduced to the Penny Farthing bicycle in 
1939 when I was 3½ years old. That was the year my 
father rode his first Penny Farthing. The occasion was 
the Old Boy’s Reunion in Teeswater, Ontario and the 
bicycle had actually been loaned to him for this spe-
cial event by CCM (Canada Cycle & Motor Compa-
ny Limited). From all reports, my father riding the 
Penny Farthing for the first time was a highlight of 
the parade. The success of this event encouraged my 
father to want his own bicycle. Soon after, he ac-
quired one through a local auction sale. This he 
would ride in countless parades and special events for 
the next 40 years. 

The Penny Farthing, originally known as the High-
wheeler, started to appear in England in the 1870s. 
The name Penny Farthing was derived from the Brit-
ish coinage at the time—the Penny the largest coin, 
and the Farthing the smallest coin. The revolutionary 
design provided the rider with higher speed and effi-
ciency. The larger the front wheel, the faster the cy-
cle. Wheel diameters of 60 inches were not uncom-

mon, but in practice the wheel diameter varied to suit 
the length of a rider’s leg inseam. The bicycle was 
notoriously prone to accidents—hitting a stone or a 
deep rut could easily throw the rider over the handle-
bars. 

Penny Farthings began to arrive in Canada in the 
1880s, but they were very expensive, selling between 
$150 and $300 at a time when a tailored suit cost 
$10.00. Well-known cyclists of the day included Sam 
McLaughlin, founder of General Motors and Robert 
Service, the bard of the Yukon. 

I always admired my dad riding in parades, dressed 
up in his 1890s costume. As a teenager, I learned to 
ride his bicycle. In my late teens, I entered my first 
parade. I still remember it well. It was 1953, the 
100th year centennial parade in Trenton, Ontario. I 
still recall the anxiety leading up to the parade time 
and the thrill of accomplishment when I finished. 
Since that first ride, I have participated in dozens of 
parades and events in Eastern Ontario, mostly in the 
Quinte and P.E.C. vicinities. 

In the mid-sixties my father located an abandoned 
Penny Farthing in a local barn. With only the front 
wheel useable, we drew up plans to fabricate a sec-
ond bicycle. We enlisted the help of a wheelchair 

Doug and father Earl in 1939 
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manufacturer to replace the solid rubber tire on the 
front wheel. Finally, I had my own Penny Farthing. 
The 52-inch wheel made me struggle to reach the 
pedals, but all in all, the reproduction was quite ac-
ceptable. 

Now, with two Penny Farthings in the family, we 
could participate in more events. Like myself, my 
brother David enjoyed riding and we could some-
times ride together. Such was the case in 1984 when 
we rode together in the 125th anniversary celebra-
tions in both Colborne and Brighton, Ontario. 

My final ride was in the summer of 2009 in Col-
borne, celebrating its 150th year anniversary. After 
the Colborne Parade, I didn't feel I could continue 
doing events that required a lot of stopping and start-
ing, mounting and dismounting. By then, I came to 
realize that my stability and balance weren't what 
they used to be, and I didn't have the confidence to 
continue safely. I had attended and enjoyed countless 
events over 55 years. It had been a lot of fun, and I 
had always enjoyed the interaction with the audi-
ence. For the old-timers it had created a sense of nos-
talgia. For the youngsters it created a sense of won-
der and awe. I miss the banter with the spectators, 
"Hey, how do you get on that thing?" or "Hey, how 
do you get off?" 

And to those of you who might enjoy a little histori-
cal challenge, go to Trent Port Historical Society 
Community Mural in downtown Trenton and find 
my photograph riding in the 1953 parade. With over 
3,500 photographs to peruse, I'd better give you a 
clue. Look below the centre of the propeller. Actual-
ly, the photo appears in two separate locations. 

David Thompson (left) & Doug Thompson (right)  in 1984 
at Colborne’s 125th anniversary 
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