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LAST MEETING

Douglas Knutson of Windswept Productions spoke to the 
September meeting of the Hastings County Historical 
Society about the video film he has been making titled 
Founding Father, a re-creation of the life of Capt.
John Walden Meyers. Rough clips of the film were 
shown.

Mr. Knutson has spent a year following in the footsteps 
of Capt. Meyers, who acted as a courier/spy for the 
British forces during the American Revolution.

The film uses scenes of historic interest, battle re
enactments, interviews and art work to bring to life 
the career of Belleville's first citizen.

Moodie
hook
history
lesson

By JULIA ASHBERRY

A new publication, Susanna 
Moodie: Letters of a Lifetime, con
tains, as one member of the Hastings 
County Historical Society says, 
“some pretty good gossip."

Editors Carl Ballstadt, Elizabeth 
Hopkins and Michael Peterman 
discussed their volume last night at a 
gathering organized by the local 
historical society in honor of Moodle’s 
birthday, Dec. 6,1803.

Ballstadt, who called the one-tune . 
Belleville resident, Moodie, “a conti
nuing presence in Canadian culture, ’ ’ 
focused his discus
sion on the dif
ficulties faced by 
the author and her 
husband, Dunbar 
Moodie, during 
their time spent in 
Upper Canada in 
the 1800’s.

“ The Moodies 
were always on 
the brink of finan
cia l d is a s te r ,’’ 
said Ballstadt, a 
member of the 
English department at McMaster 
U niversity, Hamilton. Susanna 
Moodie’s letters indicated that money 
was owed to the couple by many peo
ple, with some debts outstanding for 
more than 12 years.

In addition, the Moodies were faced 
with costly  law suits and the 
“ultimate’ suit” which caused Dun
bar to resign from his position as 
sheriff of Hastings County in 1863, 
said Ballstadt.

His research concluded that “the 
stress was so great In the conditions 
of (Dunbar’s) office that he sought an 
out” prior to the professionally 
damaging lawsuit.

Peterman, of Trent University’s 
English department, explained how 
Susanna defended her husband's pro
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fessional difficulties through a cons
tant written battle with George Ben
jamin, editor of The Intelligencer.

Peterman said 
The Intelligencer, 
often printed un
f a v o r a b l e  a c 
counts of the coun
ty sheriff who sup
ported the Reform 
party. He added 
that newspapers 
of the 1840’s, in 
general, “practis- 
e d w e e k l y  
c h a r a c t e r  

h o p k i n s  assassinations."
The book’s third editor, Hopkins, of 

Glendon College, York University, 
Toronto, discussed the social ad
justments the Moodies made from 
1839 to 1868—their years spent in 
Belleville.

“The Moodies were seen as 
upstarts and outsiders when they ar
rived,” she said. But, as time passed, 
Susanna seemed to do “a lot of fence- 
mending” and in her later years she 
wrote fondly of her friendships that 
h ad  d e v e l o p e d  wi t h  dt her  
Bellevillians.

Politics, slavery and railroads are 
some of the topics covered in Susan
na’s letters. In addition, spiritualism 
is mentioned—ln fact, Hopkins said 
the Moodies were known to par
ticipate in the occasional seance with 
other Bellevillians.

In addition to welcoming speeches 
from Mayor George Zegouras and the 
historical society’s Gerry Boyce, the 
editors were greeted by Mary 
Simonds, curator of the Hastings 
County Museum. Simonds also read 
from a letter of Moodie’s that is 
ironic—considering the purpose of 
Friday’s event.

While more than 
1 2 0  p e o p l e  
gathered at the 
Quinte Living Cen- 
t r e  to  c o m 
m e m o r a t e  
Moodie's birth
day, Simonds read 
a sad letter to 
Catharine Parr 
Traill, written in 
1858. On the occa
sion of her 55th 
birthday, wrote 
M o o d i e ,  h e r  
daught ers  had 
n e g l e c t e d  to 
r e m e m b e r  or p e t e rman  
acknowledge the date.

In addition to Friday marking 
Moodie’s birthday, 1985 marks the 
100th anniversary of the death of the 
author of Canadian classics such as 
Roughing it in the Bush and Life in 
the Clearings.

The Newsletter of The Hastings County Historical Society

NEXT MEETING
Tuesday, October 16, 1990 
at 8 p.m.

Mike Peterson, professor of 
English Literature, Trent 
University, a co-author of 
"Susanna Moodie: Letters 
of a Lifetime" (see article, 
the Intel, Dec. 7, 1985, 
reprinted in this issue of 
Outlook). Additional 
material, uncovered since 
its publication make for 
this sequel presentation. 
Coffee and displays, 7:30 
p.m., Quinte Living Centre. 
Visitors and guests 
always welcome!



AMI EHeritage 
Preservation 

and the 
Garbage Crisis

By Doug Anderson

■ The waste management crisis that has 
hit virtually every major city in North 
America may be the best friend that 
heritage has ever had.

The construction industry, as anyone who has visited 
any new subdivision can attest, is wasteful. According to a 
report from the Toronto Home Builders Association 
(THBA), about 16% of all landfill waste is from the con
struction industry. Despite appearances, only 2-3% is 
generated by new home construction -  a far larger percent
age comes from demolition. Why perfectly sound buildings 
get carted off to the dump is just one of the many waste 
management issues of the nineties.

An average brick house will produce between 60 and 
100 tons of waste. Large municipal dumps are already ban
ning certain types of construction waste and with the right 
combination of pressure and logic, demolition waste could 
be next.

Tipping fees for waste disposal have increased 600% 
since 1983 in Metropolitan Toronto; other cities are close 
behind. In a THBA survey 65% of builders rated waste re
lated costs as a high concern.

Clearly the range of priorities that preservationists have 
advocated all along mesh very closely with the environmen
talists. No longer is the preservation of a beautiful old 
building simply an aesthetic issue.

The watchwords of the nineties are reuse and recycle - 
anything that can be, should be. There is no reason why 
buildings should be an exception. Preservation on an exist
ing site is obviously the least wasteful option, followed by 
relocation to a new one.

But even if a building has to be demolished, its 
materials -  bricks, timbers, pipes, fixtures -  can and 
should be recycled. Most importantly from our point of 
view, the irreplaceable handiwork of nameless bygone 
craftsmen can breathe new life into the sterility of modern 
homes. Very little should have to go to the dump.

Up until about ten years ago, buildings were 
demolished by salvage companies who manually separated 
all the bricks, boards and pipes for resale to whoever 
wanted them. It was a dirty job, but depending on the 
building, the cost of demolition was sometimes fully 
covered by the sale of used materials. Anybody could go 
to a demolition site and dicker with the foreman to buy 
doors, windows, fireplaces, or whatever.

But then, about ten years ago, developers discovered 
just how fast a big hydraulic shovel could do the job -  8 
hours vs 3 weeks. And it all went to the dump -  the

by Dorothy Ashton

Historical Motes

As early as 1829, townspeople and farmers of Hastings 
County sponsored children and adults to migrate from 
Britain as cheap labour. To these, a whole new world 
opened; to these, it meant food and life. This is 
Annie's story on arriving in the young city of 
Bellevilie, Ontario.

Her room is chilly as she awakens and it reminds Annie winter will 
soon be coming. For awhile she snuggles in her flannnel covers savoring 
the cosy warmth and comfort. Then with an agile movement she stands in 
her bare feet on the wide-planked floor.

Time to rekindle the fire in the large fireplace of the Chandler's 
kitchen, no time left to dawdle! Annie hastily splashes her face with 
well water (left overnight in the large white bowl) and scrubs her 
cheeks briskly with the square of flannel cloth.

Her clothes are simple, a long grey dress with white cuffs on the 
full sleeves and a round white and very stiff collar at her throat. A 
gigantic coarse apron is donned for her everyday chores and a tiny lace 
one for her special maid duties. She wears the coarse, handnade boots 
that servants usually wear, not for beauty, but for durability. Annie 
wishes wryly that they had been made especially for her as they hurt her 
feet so.

Annie is the Chandler's only servant, rather unusual for 1873 
Belleville; they can only afford the luxury and expense of one employee. 
And because they needed her, Annie sailed across the Atlantic Ocean from 
Scotland, promising to work for then for eight years.

So Annie feels very pleased with herself managing everything so
well.

The Chandlers are gentle with her. Ffioebe, a scrubgirl at the 
banker's house, always complains that she is constantly berated and 
scolded. Little dark Mary, on Dundas Street, is often beaten by her 
mistress for her slowness. So Annie thinks her house is the best in 
town.

And that is why she is upset with herself when she feels a strange 
tiredness in her bones. For a short moment she sits back down on her 
cot. She has never been ill in her life and she does not give into the 
strange weariness she feel s... .There is too much to do and her bones 
will have to save their aches till night-time. She twists her thick 
hair up and pins it tightly at the nape, and then descends the steep and 
narrow stairwell to the back kitchen.

Outside in the misty morning she can hear the cheerful 
clop-clopping of the carter's horses on the dirt road. The tuneful 
whistling in the air is from the apprentice, Joe, driving the wagon, and 
it is to let her know he is passing by. She steals a peek out the 
window at him before placing the kettle on the fire. My. isn't he a 
fair young man, she thinks and hems his music as she works.

craftsmanship of a bygone era buried 
alongside the potato peels.

From an economic point of view, 
demolition still has a substantial 
edge over preservation, but the gap 
is a lot smaller.

But from a political viewpoint, 
municipalities are receptive to any
thing that will help solve the garbage 
crisis. The time is ripe for preser
vationists to press the case for 
tougher demolition by-laws.

The long-standing animosity be
tween preservationists, municipalities 
and developers will not melt away 
overnight but fate has given us a new 
ally who is already sitting in the 
driver’s seat.

IMPACT July 1990

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

Later, the day seems too long and her feet too heavy for Annie, and 
it is a comfort for her to remerrfoer how she had accepted a ride from 
Joe, just a day or so before, on her way home from the town hall market. 
Her basket, as usual was chock-full, and she rationalized to herself she 
had a good reason to get into the wagon and sit beside Joe for the ride 
homeward. She felt very shy when she was close to him. He stared often 
at her, making her cheeks flame... (she felt that way now, in fact) 
..When she descended from the wagon and turned to reach for her basket, 
he had it ready for her. His face leaned inrpulsively towards hers; she, 
surprised, turned her face away and his lips roughly brushed her 
forehead. Then with a cheery "Good day, sweet Annie," Joe was gone, 
driving away in a cloud of smokey dust.

And now, ever since then, she has had happy thoughts and dreams 
about how it will be when she is a married lady.



Late the same day, the elderly couple has visitors from across the 
bridge, and Annie, ties on her fancy apron to serve the afternoon tea. 
Her head hurts now, yet she never lets Mrs. Chandler know her trouble. 
Annie does not care for anyone to think she is just another spoilt maid. 
They are too busy gossiping about the two wives who had recently died 
within a short time of each other to notice her illness. The rest of 
their gossip Annie never hears because for the first time since living 
there, she slips away early upstairs to lay down in her tiny cell. If 
she had stayed a time longer downstairs, she would have heard the name 
of her Joe's master mentioned by the gossips. The master's wife and 
another carter's wife had recently died of a strange sickness within 
days of each other.

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

Her room feels nice and cool to Annie as she sheds her work clothes 
with shaking and weary and slip into her night dress, and dons her old 
nightdress . Her last thoughts before she rests are happy ones for her 
Joe.

Two days after the visitors were at the Chandler's house, the 
rector of St. Thomas Church returns sadly from the cemetary on the Bay 
of Quinte. Into the parish register he records the name Annie Moffat,

spinster, servant of Belleville, died October 3rd, 1873, buried in new 
cemetary, age fourteen years.

FOR ALL THOSE BORN PR IORTO 1945

WE ARE SURVIVORS! Considerthe changes we have witnessed:

We were before television, before penicillin, before polio shots, frozen foods, Xerox, 
contact lenses, frisbees and the PILL

We were before radar, credit cards, split atoms, laser beams and ballpoint pens; 
before pantyhose, dishwashers, clothes dryers, electric blankets, air conditioners, drip- 
dry clothing—AND—before Man walked on the Moonl

We got married first and then lived together. How quaint can you be?

In our times, closets were fo.r clothes, not for "coming out of". Bunnies were small 
rabbits—and rabbits were not Volkswagons. Designer jeans were scheming girls 
named Jean or Jeanne, and having a meaningful relationship meant getting along 
well with our cousins.

We thought fast food was what you ate during Lent, and Outer Space was the back of 
the local theater!

.Ve were before house-husbands, gay rights, computer dating, dual careers and 
commuter marriages. We were before day-care centers-, group therapy and nursing 
homes. We never heard of FNI radio, tape decks, electric typewriters, artificial hearts, 
v/ord processors, yogurt, and guys wearing earrings. For us, time sharing meant 
logetherness-not computers or condominiums; a "chip" meant a piece of wood; 
hardware meant hardware; and software wasn't even a word!

In 1940, "M ade in Japan" meant junk and the term "making out" referred to how you 
did on an exam. Pizzas, "McDonalds'1 and instant coffee were unheard of.

We hit the scene when there were 5 and 10 stores where you. bought things for five 
and ten cents. The corner drug store sold ice cream cones for a nickel or a dime. For 
one nickel you would ride a street car-make a phone call, buy a Pepsi or enough 
stamps to mail one letter and two postcards. You could buy a new Chevy coupe for 
$600, but who could afford one; a pity, too, because gas was only 11 cents a gallon!

In our day, cigarette smoking was fashionable, GRASS was mowed, COKE was a cold 
drink and POT was something you cooked in. ROCK MUSIC was a Grandma's lullaby 
and A IDS were helpers in the Principal's office.

We were certainly not before the difference between the sexes were discovered, but 
we were surely before the SEX CHANGE; we made do with what we had. And we 
were the last generation that was so dumb as to think you needed a husband to have 
a baby!

No wonder we are so confused and there is such a generation gap!

BUT WE SURVIVED!!! What better reason to celebrate!

Taking historic 

peek at

Northumberland
families

By RICK HOBBS

WARKWORTH — For more than 
20 years amateur historian and 
writer Aureen Richardeon has 
been doing stories for her local 
paper. Now she’s gathered these 
stories together in Weaving on the 
Family Loom.

The book of almost 400 pages 
covers the history of families in 
four townships of Northumberland 
County from the time it was settl
ed.

But. the author says, it is not 
meant to be a history book: it is 
more just a compilation of stories.
A teacher for 36 years. Richardson, 
59, said if she were to die the stories 
would have died with her and “I 
didn’t want that to happen. ’’

It took her from April until 
August to organize the book, which 
she had “xeroxed” instead of 
printed to keep the cost down.

Recently, a book publishing par
ty was held at the family farm just 
outside of Warkworth and people 
who showed up bought 125 copies.

Richardson said when she was 
compiling the anthology of family 
histories she thought maybe 50 peo
ple would want to buy it but the de
mand has exceeded her wildest 
dreams.

“Memories are the souvenirs 
that time turns into treasures.” she 
adds.

One of the historic events written 
about in the book is the Prince of 
Wales crossing Rice Lake when he 
visited Canada in the 1860s.

“Apparently there was a railway 
bridge across Rice Lake at that 
time but they weren’t sure of its 
safety so the Prince got out on one
side and crossed the lake by boat.” 
The train proceeded across the 
bridge without incident and the trip 
continued.

Richardson said the townships of 
Percy. Alnwick, Hamilton and 
Haldimand are contained in her 
book. She said people who had 
relatives in those townships are 
welcome to contact her to see if a 
stoi-y about a relative made it into 
the collection.



She is familiar with the Belleville 
area, having taught for 10 years at 
Quinte Secondary School, from 1974 
to 1984.

Richardson said she selected the 
title because the loom takes in
dividual threads and weaves them 
into a fabric. “It is the many 
threads that make a fabric 
strong.’’

She said many of the items in her 
book are things that might be found 
in a person’s at tic but they are wor
thwhile to save and should not be 
forgotten.

THE INTELUGENCER, Thursday, September 20, 1990

K anaw a Canoe 
M useum  Relocates
Recently-elected members of a 
reconstituted Board of the 
Kanawa Canoe Museum met for 
the first time on the banks of 
Little Lake in Peterborough, 
Ontario on Tuesday, June 12 to 
view the proposed four-acre site 
for the new centre, immediately 
north of Beavermead Park.

Kirk Wipper, founder of the 
original Kanawa Canoe Museum 
in Haliburton and former pro
fessor of Physical Education at 
the University of Toronto, ad
dressed the group when thev 
gathered later in the Board room 
of the Trent-Severn Waterway 
headquarters. Mr. Wipper ex
pressed his pleasure at the 
choice of the site and outlined 
his hopes for the future of the 
new institution.

“I have always felt that Peter
borough should be the home of

Kanawa. The Peterborough area 
has long been the centre of 
canoeing in the world," he said.

Wipper was responsible for 
amassing the collection of more 
than 600 canoes, kayaks and 
other watercraft along with more 
than 1,000 other canoe-related 
artifacts, including paddles, 
forms, models, tools, artworks, 
archival material and other 
miscellaneous items.

The Ar ch it ec tu ra l Conserva 

will hold its "Third Sunda 

on Su n d a y  October 21. Meet

C orb yville  School in the late nineteenth century.
At this preliminary meeting 

the Board appointed Jack Mat
thews, of Lakefield as Executive 
Director, to be responsible for 
an eight million dollar fund rais
ing cam p aig n . F orm er 
Lieutenant-Governor John Black 
Aird will act as Honourarv Chair
man, and an advisory council 
will include Peterborough Mayor 
Sylvia S u th erlan d , T re n t 
University President John

Stubbs and Jon Grant, President 
of Quaker Oats of Canada.

During the summer months 
Peterborough residents and 
visitors to the area had an oppor
tunity to preview a sampling of 
the Kanawa collection at the 
Peterborough Museum and Ar
chives. Two galleries were 
devoted to Kanawa, one 
highlighting Peterborough area 
canoe builders and companies, 
the other focusing on aboriginal 
canoes, including dugouts, 
kayaks and outriggers from 
around the world. Both galleries 
also displayed models, propell
ing devices and other canoe- 
related materials. The exhibit 
closed August 17.

For further information on the 
Kanawa Museum, please contact 
Jean Murray Cole at (705)
295-6693. OHS BULLETIN

ncy of Ontario, Quinte Branch 

y Walk in g Tour" in Marmora 

at the Memorial Building on
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To her d istingu ished  Son. 

MARCH 12th , 1896.

Hon. Sir Mackenzie Bowell, K.0 .B  O-

From Belleville Schools
----T O ----

PREMIERSHIP OF CANADA.
«•— *»

E d i t o r s '  no t e :  We are p l a n n i n g  to “ retire" 
f r o m  e d i t i n g  thi s n e w s l e t t e r  e f f e c t i v e  
J a n u a r y  1, 1991. We' d love to he a r  fr o m  
s o m e o n e  wh o  w i s h e s  to get an e a r l y  start into 
e d i t o r s h i p .  P l e a s e  cal l us, M i k e  or Ja n e t  
H o y e r ,  at 9 6 8 - 5 6 0 9 .

j*—

the s o u t h  west co rn er of Highway 7 and 14 at 2 pm.


