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Upcoming Events

The council had a meeting
They came from near and far

Some came on foot
While others came by car.

The big event was advertised
For many miles around,

As the answers to many questions,
Were promised to be found.

The councillors took their positions,
With papers in their hand;

The crowd got settled in their seats
Though many had to stand.

The meeting then got started,
The minutes they were heard;

But beyond the first two rows
They never heard a word.

The voice that did realy stand out,
Came from someone in the rear,

As he up and shouted, “Speak up”,
In a voice both loud and clear.

Things got a little boring,
In fact a few folks dozed.

But finally the silence was broken,
When the knowledge book was closed.

Then speaker after speaker rose,
With on their faces not a smile,

But they got some views expressed
Which had been brewing quite a while.

There was a lot of shouting, 
And a few harsh words were said;

And when the thing was over,
A face or two was red.

This was our council meeting,
And a doozer it was at that;

But I am sure it proved a point,
As we now know where we’re at.

- WALTER H. COCHRANE -

From one of the Willis Metcalfe scrapbooks at
the archives. Have times changed?

North Marysburgh Council Meeting
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Looking back, it’s hard to believe that we
have lived as long as we have. As children,
we would ride in cars with no seat belts or air
bags. Riding in the back of a pickup truck on
a warm day was always a special treat. Our
baby cribs were covered with bright colored
lead based paint. We had no childproof lids
on medicine bottles, doors, or cabinets, and
when we rode our bikes, we had no helmets.

We drank water from the garden hose
and not from a bottle. We would spend
hours building our go-carts out of scraps
and then rode down the hill, only to find out
we forgot the brakes. After running into the
bushes a few times, we learned to solve the
problem.

We would leave home in the morning and
play all day, as long as we were back when
the streetlights came on. No one was able to
reach us all day. We played dodgeball and
sometimes the ball would really hurt. We ate
cupcakes, bread and butter, and drank sugar
soda but we were never overweight; we were
always outside playing.

Little League had tryouts and not every-
one made the team. Those who didn’t had to
learn to deal with disappointment.

Some students weren’t as smart as others
so they failed a grade and were held back to
repeat the same grade.

That generation produced some of the
best risk-takers and problem solvers. We had
the freedom, failure, success and responsibil-
ity, and we learned how to deal with it all.

The honest to goodness truth
- honest!

Gazette Writer, Mrs. Tait 
Buried At L’Amable

For a number of years, Gazette readers followed
with great interest the column “The Little Grey
Home in the North”. Using the pen name of ‘Aurora
Borealis’ was Mrs. Norman Tait, who resided at
L’Amble, in North Hastings. The activities of the
community, and the lives of her sons Jock and
Sandy, their war service, the arrival of grandchildren
and other topics offered scope for a descriptive
writer of Mrs. Tait’s ability.

The many friends of Mrs. Tait will regret to learn
that she passed away Wednesday, May 26, 1954, in
Belleville Hospital. She had been ill for a long time
and found it impossible to continue her column.
Following funeral services, interment was in
L’Amble Cemetery Friday.

Mrs. Tait was born and raised at Albury, Prince
Edward County. She was the daughter of the late
Frank and Florence Dempsey. Her husband, J. F.
Tait, died some years ago. Two sons, Jock and
Sandy survive.

What’s New At the Archives?

Prince Edward County Archives continues
to receive new accessions from both the
Municipality and private donors. About 255
new items have come into the archives this
year. 

Thanks to our dedicated volunteers that are
busy indexing scrapbooks, genealogies and
the instruments that were transferred to us
from the Land Registry Office.

We could use more help. If you are familiar
with databases your help would really be
appreciated.

We hope to keep you informed through this
newsletter but please feel free to come in.



THE BAY AND ITS SURROUNDINGS  - A
SOJOURN IN PICTON - LANDSCAPE AND LAKE.

On the Bay of Quinte gliding,
O'er its smooth and tranquil breast

Whilst the sun is fast declining, 
In its waters in the west:

And the gorgeous leaves of autumn
In their varied gold and green,

Add fresh glory to such beauty
As the eye hath seldom seen

Yet this Bay had once its terrors,
Ere the red men were subdued,

And the scene that's now so lovely
Was terrific wild and rude:

When the gallant Quinte flying
From the savage of the west,

On the cheerless hills lay dying,
With fierce cold and hunger pressed:

And his bones were left unburied,
But his name won't pass away,

While there's beauty on the hill-side,
Or thy waters gently play.

Attributed to the late Sir .John B. Robinson, Chief
Justice of Upper Canada.

To all weary ones in office and shop who, anxious
to escape from the heat and dust of the crowded
and bustling city, would fain go anywhere to enjoy a
brief breathing spell in the free and wholesome air of
Heaven, let me commend the trip to the far famed
Bay of Quinte. It is short, quiet, pleasant, healthful.
and instructive. I speak from experience, for I have
just "done" it ; and I have been, so much charmed
with the trip that I propose to do it again upon some
future opportunity. Apart from its natural charms, and
they are so great as to have earned for it the name
of the "Canadian Hudson Bay," Quinte must always
have a deep interest, in an historical sense, for
every true lover of his country. The district may be
regarded as the earliest mission field in America; for
of the other four missionaries who came from
France with Champlain in 1615, one at least, (I
believe M. Dolier de Casson,) accompanied the
great explorer in his journey up the Ottawa, across
to Georgian Bay and down the Trent to Bay Quinte.
Here, Champlain was the first European to gaze
upon the broad blue water of Lake Ontario. Here, far
many long years, perhaps centuries before the white
man saw its pleasant shores; the Indian war-whoop

was often heard, the war-dance performed, and the
waters of the Bay darkened by the blood of rival red
men. Here, too, in after years, after enduring indig-
nity, persecution and privation for their king and
country, came many of the noble U. E. loyalists
again to commence the world anew, but still to live
under the old and cherished flag of their fathers and
to enjoy the inestimable benefits of British rule and
government.

You can reach the Bay by three ways. There is first
the steamer "St. Helen" which runs regularly
between Montreal and Picton;, then there is the
Royal  Mail Line which connects at Kingston with the
local steamer, the "Rochester" or you can go by
Grand Trunk catching the steamer at Mill Point or
Belleville. As I was pressed for time I took the latter
route. Railway travelling has been made very pleas-
ant and comfortable in the present day by the intro-
duction of the "Pullman" car. Leaving Bonaventure
Station by the Night Express, I enjoyed the full luxu-
ry of one of these magnificent moving palaces, a
refreshing sleep, a good wash, and with my boots
shining like a looking glass, I emerged at Napanee
at five in the morning, feeling as fresh and lively as
if I had just stepped out of my bachelor's den in
town. After a drive of six miles through the township
of Tyendenaga, where a great many of the Mohawks
still live, and you can see the Indian church in which
is preserved some portion of the communion plate
presented to the Six Nations by good Queen Anne,
I reached Mill Point, the shimmering Bay before me,
and the steamer, at the wharf ready for instant
departure. The boy "Patsey" who drove me to Mill
Point was a character in his way. He apparently
knew the pedigree and antecedents of every one in
those parts. Here was "Old Davy Roblin's farm the
one that used to be member;  once he owned four
hundred acres of farm land, but he's dead now,
more's the pity, for he was. a decent old fellow!"
There was "old Johnny Stevenson's land; he that
used to be Speaker of the Parliament -he owns a
power of land, all got by mortgaging - a hard old
scraper." "That man here I've seen under many cir-
cumstances and calamities; he was once independ-
ent rich, then he became so low. that no one would
trust him for his whiskey, now he's on his legs again,
and neither gambles or drinks." "And here we come
to the Cartwright property, as far as you can see - a
great man Mr. Cartwright - knows everything from

UP THE BAY OF QUINTE
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pitch and toss to manslaughter," and soforth.The
steamer "Rochester" is a steady craft, and is provid-
ed with a good table and a polite captain, - two indis-
pensable adjuncts. We were soon on our way down
the Bay,. and with a fine cool breeze playing from
the shore, a seat on the deck was most enjoyable.
The limits of this letter, will not permit of any extend-
ed description of the scenery. I must leave that to
some future "tourist," who will do it full justice; but of
all the picturesque and delightful views that abound
in this beautiful land of ours, there are few to sur-
pass some of the varied, but always attractive, fea-
tures  of  the charming panorama on this trip from
Mill Point to Picton. Let no one go across the water
to view the Rhine, when he has got a sheet of water
equally grand, in all respects, in his own country.
The run to Picton does not occupy more than two
hours, but there is so much of beauty and inter-est
to be seen, that one can well imagine that it has
taken a much longer time. I was struck with the pic-
turesque appearance of Picton, which stands at the
head of what was  formerly called Grand Bay, and is
nearly surrounded by a precipitous mountain, which
gives a majestic attribute to the landscape. Picton is
a place of considerable importance, both as regards
trade and population. It was founded in the early part
of the century by the Rev. William Macaulay the rec-
tor of the quiet little church of St. Mary Magdalene,
which I attended on the Sunday I remained there;
and the same gentleman gave its name after the
famous Sir Thomas Picton, who fell at Waterloo.
There are some handsome private residences, in
and around the town, but the finest piece of archi-
tecture, and the one which strikes you on entering
the Bay, is the Warwick House, the former residence
of Mr. George H. Ryland, Registrar of Montreal. This
is a splendid property, both building and grounds,
and I can well imagine what a pang it must have cost
its proprietor to dispose of it on his removal from
Picton. Another fine residence is that of Philip Low,

Q. C., which adjoins the Ryland property. Any one
with leisure can spend two or three days very prof-
itably and pleasantly in this quiet little retreat. There
is ample and excellent accommodation at
Mottashed's Hotel, splendid boating, good fishing,
fine drives, and magnificent scenery. What more
could reasonable mortal wish for? I enjoyed very
much a drive to the lake shore to see the Sand
Banks, and another to a place called "Stone Mill," to
have a peep at what is regarded as the great local
curiosity the "Lake on the Mountain." This remark-
able object is distant from Picton some four miles,
and is situated, on the top of a lofty eminence, about
160 feet above the level of the Bay of Quinte. It is
five miles in circumference, and is bounded in rather
a singular manner, in one direction being separated
from the waters of the Bay below by a ledge of lime-
stone rock, about eighty feet high, and by a precipi-
tous embankment, which extends half way round it
but in every other direction is skirted by a ridge
which rises to the height of 40 feet above the level
of its surface I was told by a friend who accompa-
nied me that the lake was supplied by a  subterra-
neous passage from Lake Erie, and that it was
unfathomable, but I have since ascertained that this
is merely a local tradition. Had I time and you space,
I might add here a description of the beautiful view
of the shores of Adolphustown and Fredricksburgh,
which one obtains from the height above the Stone
Mill and relate the sad story connected with this
lovely spot, of the Indian who, maddened with jeal-
ousy, threw his beautiful sweetheart over the cliff,
and ended his own career by jumping after her. But
these with other notes about Picton, and the trip to
Belleville and down the Bay to Kingston, I must
reserve for another communication.

Dollinger,
in Montreal Gazette

Copied from one of the Willis Metcalfe scrapbooks

Have you purchased
your
Millennium
Edition of
“Historic
Prince
Edward” by
Prince Edward
Historical
Society?

What are your plans for the Future?

Have you planned for the safe keeping of your historical
books, family genealogies, family bibles, scrapbooks,
awards, old wills, deeds, and other items that you may
have at home that have connections to Prince Edward
County. We would be glad to discuss their safekeeping
in Your Prince Edward Archives.  Too many items are
thrown out when the next generation are not aware of
the Historical value of these items.


