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The old Hay Bay Church at Adolphustown 1n eastern
Ontario, is two hundred years old and remains the
oldest Methodist building in Canada. As we begin her
third century, we are producing a kind of
“congregational” journal. Of course there has been no
regular congregation to meet there Sunday by Sunday
since 1860 when they moved to a new church
building a few miles away. Yet this Grand Damne

comes alive each summer for the thousands of
visitors who seek inspiration there. They, and you,
make up her family. The Trustees are her guardians.

In The Hay Bay Guardian we hope to bring you news
and information about the Hay Bay Church. There
will be news of coming events and reports on what
has happened, restoration plans, historical research,
poetry, reminiscences of visitors, stories of people
(past and present), book reviews, and almost anything
connected with this historic church and early
Methodism.

At present, until we can measure the interest in such
a journal, 1t will appear once a year. The name chosen
for it derives from that remarkable Canadian
Methodist weekly newspaper begun in 1829, the
CHRISTIAN GUARDIAN, published in Toronto for
almost a century. (With Church Union in 1925, it
became The New Outlook, and later, The United

Church Observer) The heading of an early issue is
reproduced below. In another sense, we are guardians
of a very unique building and heritage. We hope you
will find it a fitting title, and an interesting read.

In this issue, we feature a report of Bicentennial
celebrations of 1992, and Elijah Woolsey's
memoirs of the 1790s, which recount his saddlebag
ministry in Quinte country. This, by the way, is the
earliest first-hand account we have yet discovered, and
this the first time it has been published in Canada.
We also begin a series of biographies of the pioneers
who founded the church, the Subscribers of 1792.
The first is John Bininger, a Moravian born in the
West Indies. An excerpt from the newly enlarged and
revised booklet of the church’s history recounts the
1811 visit of Bishop Francis Asbury, an item
missed in the earlier (1962) booklet.

IN THE NEXT ISSUE:

-A report on the archaelogical exploration of
our cemetery (see page 12), done in June, 1993. The
earth reveals its secrets of two centuries, some only
one {oot below the sod.

-""The Subscribers of ‘92" senes will recount
the lives of William Casey and Joseph Clapp.

-A feature article entitled “A Fallen Meteor.”
Rev. Samuel Coate was a handsome, articulate
preacher from New Jersey, who “swept like a meteor
over the land and spell-bound the astonished gaze of
the wondering settlers.” He served the Bay of Quinte
circuit in 1796, 1797, and 1799, as well as being its
Presiding Elder 1804-1810. His remarkable book of
omamental penmanship was published in London,
where he fell from grace. He abandoned his Canadian
wife, a niece of Barbara Heck. What a story!

So you won’t miss it, see the back page and
R.S.V.P.
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THE BICENTENNIAL BASH

The summer of 1992 was the busiest one within
memory at Hay Bay. Thank goodness a Bicentennial
only comes once in 200 vears. [t was exhausting,
but very rewarding. Here's a summary of how it was
celebrated.

Seventeen services of worship were held, conduct-
¢d by each of the seven Presbyteries within the Bay of
Quinte Conference, as well as by nearby congrega-
tions, a Masonic Lodge, the Lennox & Addington
Historical Society, students at Queen’s Theological
College, the Benn family reunion, Quinte Branch of
the U.E.L. Association, and others.

There were special displays at both Toronto Con-
ference and Bay of Quinte Conference, as well as at
the Lennox & Addington Museum in Napanee, and
the Loyalist Culture Centre in Adolphustown.
Several artifacts were loaned from four
archives/museums and from individuals.

Earlier in the year, in January, some 5000
cardboard ‘“Mite Boxes” in the shape of the church
were distributed to churches and homes across the Bay
of Quinte Conference. One congregation in Whitby
raised over $900 for us, of the over $1200 that was
sent in.

The August 2Z3vd Service

Don Hough counted 500 persons present for the
main event--the Annual Pilgrimage Service. The
weather was the first perfect day of the whole
summer. A large tent was put up beside the church
to accomodate the overflow. Four Circuit Riders in
period costume rode in on horseback. Soldiers of the
King's Royal Regiment of New York (a Loyalist unit
who settled in the adjoining township of
Fredericksburgh) attended in uniform. A delightful
surprise was the visit of 24 members of Elbow Lane
Methodist Church in Formby, England, who
presented an illuminated address as a memorial of
their visit. The German family, descendants of those
by that name who were subscribers in 1792, also held
a family reunion that Sunday, some coming from as
far away as Texas.

The Guest Speaker was the Rev. Dr. Charles
Yrigoyen, Jr., the director of the Archives and
History Commission of the United Methodist Church
in the U.S.A. He unveiled a new marker identifying
the church as “Historic Site No. 278" of his denomin-
ation. It is the first time they have listed a Canadian
site on their historic registry. This was especially
appropriate as it was their body, formerly called the
Methodist Episcopal Church, which sent the early
preachers into this province and bult this church. A
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new utle, "The Oldest Foreign Mission Building of
the United Methodist Church,” can be claimed.

Another pleasant surprise was a letter of fraternal
greeting sent to us by the Rev. Paul Hulme, the
minister of Wesley's Chapel in Londen, England.
Built in 1778 by John Wesley, this shrine of world
Methodism is only 14 years older than the Hay Bay
Church.

Videotape of the Service

Thanks to Berkley Studio, the audio-visual
department of the United Church of Canada, a very
fine 7-minute cameo of the Bicentennial service was
made. [t has been seen several times on the Unrted
Church’s weekly program, “The Spirit Connection,”
which goes across Canada on VISION TV. Carolyn
Martin was the producer. When she learned of the
delegation from Formby, England, she became very
excited. Her mother, now living in Canada, was a
native of Formby. Her mother attended on the 23rd
where she had a great reunion. Carolyn also
transcribed the videotape onto Bntish guage tape so
they could show it to the members of the church back
home. A nice touch. Any readers who would like to
see it, should write to the editor of the Hay Bay
Guardian.

Visitois

A review of the 67 pages of the 1992 Guest Book
kept at the church, shows that visitors came from
every province in Canada, plus the Yukon and North-
West Territories. Over 150 came from 21 States.
They also came from ten European countries, besides
Australia, New Zealand, Papua New Guinea,
Honduras, and one Pentecostal pastor from
Zimbabwe. Inciuding the many who visited but did
not sign, we estimate some 3500 persons came last
year.

All of the mainline Protestant denominations
were represented in the Guest Book’s “Home Church”
column, along with scores of Roman Catholics and
one Russian Orthodox. Also represented were the
Society of Friends (Quakers), Latter-Day Saints
(Mormons), Christian Science, Church of Christ,
Nazarenes, Mennonite, Seventh-Day Adventists, and a
“Church of Inner Peace.” Three marked that column
with “NONE,” “home worship,” and “Quit!” Of
course the vast majority were United Church people
from Ontario.

And many visitors identify their genealogical
links with area Methodist ancestors, such as Davis,
Embury, Roblin, Ruttan, Huff, Detlor, Allison and
Vandusen. Peggy and O’Neill Barry from Wisconsin
wrote, “5 ancestors among Founders.”



~ NEID BOOKS

Our newest publication, just out
this summer, 1s a revised and en-
larged BICENTENNIAL EDITION
of The Story of the Bay Bay
Church. Originally written in
1962 by Dr. Arthur G. Reynolds, it
has been reprinted three times, with
total sales of 8000 copies. Once
again out of print, the Trustees
agreed to have it rewritten and updated with the
insights of recent research. The rewriting has been
done by Bill Lamb, an ardent researcher of Hay Bay
history, and a past President of the Canadian
Methodist Historical Society. It will be available for
sale at the church this summer. :

This booklet is Number 1 in a new series of
booklets called the Hay Bay Series. Other titles
which are printed or projected include: William
Losee, Ontario’s Pioneer Methodist Missionary (1974)
by J. William Lamb; Abandoned But Not Forgotten:
The Hay Bay Methodist Church 1860-1910 (1984) by
Arthur E. Kewley; The Tragic Drowning of 1819;
“Square With the Sun at Noon™ The Structure of the
Hay Bay Meeting House; ‘“Thunderers at Our Doors™;
Portraits of Hay Bay Preachers; John Roblin an
Methodists in Politics; *“The Shout of the King Was
in the Camp™ Early Methodist Camp Meetings,
Music of the Methodists; etc.

Also new: ERNESTOWN: Rural .

Spaces, Urban Places, by Larry Turner.
Published by Dundurn Press of Toronto, 1993.
(ISBN 1-550002-187-7)  Larry is a staff historian
with Commonwealth Historic Resource Management
Lid. of Perth, Ont. His previous book, Voyage of a
Different Kind: The Associated Loyalists of
Kingston and Adolphustown, published by Mika
Publishing Co. of Belleville (ISBN 0-919303-81-1)
gave new information about many of our Hay Bay
people. This current book, in large coffee-table size
(8 1/2 x 11), with abundant illustrations, describes
two centuries of a neighbouring township. He
describes the Ernestown Chapel, built as a twin to the
one at Hay Bay in the same year of 1792. It was
never finished; was dismantled in the early 1800s and
moved to the fourth concession; and finally
demolished in 1982. Ernestown was 70% Methodist
in population towards the end of the nineteenth
century.

The CANADIAN METHODIST HISTORI-
CAL SOCIETY (organized 1899; re-cstablished
1975) meets annually for a few days in June to hear
and discuss papers presented on a variety of topics
related to Methodism. Usually the Society meets in
Toronto, with alternate years elsewhere (from Sack-
ville, NB., to Victoria, B.C.). This year (1993) it
met in St. Paul St. United Church, St. Catharines,
June 20-22. Next year it will be in Calgary, June 19-
21. The papers are published annually and can be
purchased. For further information write:
CMH.S., ¢/o United Church Archives, Victoria
University, 73 Queen’s Park Crescent East, Toronto,
Ontartio M3S 1K7.
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;; ANNUAL

fé PILGRIMAGE SERVICE
~ at the

HAY BAY CHURCH
Adolphustown, Ontario
will be held on

Sunday, August 22, 1993, at 3 p.m.

Guest Speaker:
Rev. Kenneth Mankin,
Methodist Minister from Ruislip, England.
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A new honour for an old church:
the historic marker of the United Methodist Church.
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ELIJAH WOOLSEY'S MEMOIRS, 1793 - 1795.

In 830, Elijah Woolsey, a retired preacher of the Methodist Episcopal Church in the United States, wrote
his memoirs of some 43 vears of ministry. These were published in seventeen instalments in the CHRISTIAN
ADVOCATE a weekly four-page newspaper published in New York by the M.E.Church. Five of these chapters
describe his two vears as a saddlebag preacher in the Bay of Quinte & St. Lawrence regions, in 1794 and 1795. His
memoir is the earliest first-hand account of a Methodist preacher in Upper Canada.

Born in Marlborough, Ulster County, New York, on July 26, 1771, he was raised by pious Presbyterian
parents. In New Jersey, the family were won by the preaching of Methodist itinerants, especially by the influence of
Rev. Ezekiel Cooper. In this case, the mantle of Ezekiel fell on Elijah, and the latter responded to the call to preach,
along with his younger brother Thomas.

In 1793, he served on his first circuit at Cambridge, N.Y. A year later, he responded to the appeal of
Darius Dunham (Presiding Elder for Upper Canada) for volunteers to serve the opening field in Upper Canada.
Such foreign service required full credenuals, and so Woolsey was ordained both Deacon and Elder by the Conference.
The nineteen day journey to Canada is described in detail as Woolsey, Dunham and James Coleman followed the
rivers and lakes northward. Although he was appointed to the “Upper Circuit” on the Bay of Quinte, and Coleman
to the “Lower Circuit” on the St. Lawrence, in actuality they switched, as the memoirs indicate. The following year
the two men exchanged circuits, Woolsey serving the Bay of Quinte, accompanied by a new recruit, Sylvanus
Keeler.

Woolsey's obituary in the Conference Minutes of 1849, describes him as “a man of great benevolence of
character and amenity of manners. He seemed to have the happy art of attaching to himself his associates without
effort on his part, and those attachments were lasting as life. He was a holy man, a good preacher, and he shall be
held in everlasting remembrance.” John Carroll, in Case and His Cotemporaries (Vol. I, p.44), says Woolsey was
“remembered as a bland, lively young man, with perhaps as much piety as his friend {Colemas), and, we should
think, rather more geniality.”

The memoirs were also published in book form, compiled by George Coles, as The Supernumerary; or,
Lights and Shadows of Itinerancy (New York: Lane & Tippett, 1845). Here are some excerpts of this remarkable,
newly discovered part of the Hay Bay story, with headings added.

A Tyro Tested

[ attended the conference {at New York, August
25] in 1793, and arrived at the place in the evening,
and was appointed to preach the next day; but the
cross of having to preach before the preachers was so
great, that [ slept none that night, but prayed and
wept all night. As I went to the meeting house, my
knees smote one against another, and when I was in
the pulpit, I trembled so much, that [ could not hold
the hymn book steady enough to see to read the
hymn, without laying it on the pulpit and placing my
hand on it. I then thought I should not live long, if
such were to be my trials. After prayer, however, |
gave out my text, and my fears were soon gone, and
by the help of the Lord I preached for once, if I ever
preached in my life.

[ had brought no written recommendation with
me to the conference, but my presiding elder spoke to

Bishop Asbury, who wished me to relate my
experience and call to the work of the ministry. The
bishop and conference seemed satisfied. [ was
received on trial into the travelling connexion, and
was appointed six months to one circuit [Cambridge]
and six months to another for the succeeding year.
During the latter part of the year I had some exercises
of mind respecting offering myself as a missionary
for Canada, for at that time it was customary to send
to Canada only such as volunteered to go.

At the conference in 1794 [at Albany, July 10]
brother D. [Darius Dunham] came from Canada, and
asked me if I would go with him to the province. [
consented, and though I had not had a regular
appointment more than one year, the conference
accepted of my two years’ service, such as it was, and
[ was ordained a deacon in the church of God, and as [
was now going out of the States, I was ordained elder



the next day. Brother J.C. [James Coleman| was
appointed to go with us.

The Long Journey to Canada Begins.

So after conference we set out for Canada. But
the parting with my relatives and near frnends was a
great tntal to me, and [ was glad when [ was out of
sight of the house. We went by the way of Albany
and Schenectady. At Albany we laid in our
provisions for the journey. When we came to
Schenectady, we found that the company with whom
we had intended to go, had taken their departure. So
we tarried a week, and provided ourselves with a boat.
Two men had engaged to go with us and to work therr
passage up the Mohawk, but an enemy to the Metho-
dists persuaded them to relinquish their engagement
with us, which they did, and went with him. We
were then left alone, and had to work our own
passage. When we came to the first rapids, which by
the Dutch people are called “knock ‘em suff,™ we
had our difficulties. [ had never used the setting pole
in my life, and my colleague J.C. was not a very
good waterman. When we had almost ascended the
rapids, the boat turned round, and down the stream she
went, much more rapidly than she went up. We tried
again, and when we had almost conquered the
difficulty, the boat turned again. [ then jumped
overboard, thinking to save the boat from going down
stream. But the water was over my head. So away
went the boat with

my companions in it, and [ swam to shore. The next
time we “doubled the cape,” and that day made a
voyage of ten miles. At mght we brought up the
boat and made her fast to a tree. We then kindled a
fire, put on the tea kettle and the cooking pot, boiled
our potatoes, made our tea, and ate supper wia a
good appetite and a clear conscience, and after smo-
king our pipes and chatting awhile, we sang and
prayed, and then laid ourselves down among the sand
and pebbles on the bank of

the niver to rest; but [ was

so wearied with the toils

of the day that I could not

sleep much that night.

vl

*The “Knock-em-stiff’ Surprise
Where were these “Knock-em-stif{” rapids?
An enquiry to a county historian near Albany
brought a surprising response. Dr. Philip
Lord, Jr., of the New York State Museum
saw my letter and wrote that it “was one of
the most exciting questions to cross my desk
in some time. . . [it] strikes right at the heart
of my research project.” For many years he
had been collecting accounts of early
travellers on the Mohawk River, in order to
document the progression of locks and canals
built before 1820, when the Erie Canal was
begun. Woolsey’s articulate account pre-
dated almost anything he had found. He was
excited and so was I. A small, trivial piece
of my puzzle became an important piece of
his.

The rapids were located about two miles
west of Schenectady. He identified their boat
as a typical flat-bottomed three-handed
batteau, perhaps 30 feet long, which was
poled upstream with 12-foot-long iron-tipped
poles, and run in deep water or downstream
with oars or sails. The silhouette below

ortrays just such a boat. JW.L.

Hitch-hikers.

Next morning, about daybreak, a man and his
son hailed us from the other side of the river, and
wished to know if they mught work their passage to
Rome {N.Y], a distance of about eighty miles from
the spot where we were. Brother D. told them if they
were civil men, and would behave accordingly, they
might, and we would find them provisions. So we
soon started, but had not gone far before one of them
began to swear profanely. We told them if they did
not cease swearing, we would set them ashore. Not
long after this, some things did not please him, and
he began swearing again as before. Brother D., being
at the helm, steered the boat toward the shore, and
gave him his bundle and told him to go, saying that




he would not have a swearer on board. So we parted,
and found that we got along better without them than
with them; and that day, by setting of the sun, we
went up-stream about forty miles. We put ashore as
in the preceding night, collected the leaves together,
and made our couch as comfortable as we could, for
we had no other place for that time whereon to fay
our heads, being in some sense like the patriarch of
old when he was on his journey to Padan-aram.
[Genesis 28:11}

Our toil by day made repose welcome at night,
so that when the morning liftht appeared we were
rather loath to leave our humble beds. The weather,
however, warned us to depart. [t became stormy by
day, and much more so by night. We had rain and
snow fifteen days out of nineteen during the journey.
When we were going down the Oswego river, two
men hailed us from the shore and desired to work their
passage about twenty miles. It was very stormy. I
was very weary, and glad to rest a little. So we took
them in, and [ took the helm; but being warm with
work, and then sitting still in the boat, [ took a
violent cold.-

Ministering to Sick Settlers.

Toward evening we saw a small log house, and
went to it. We found the woman sick in bed, and the
man in poor health. They had three children, but very
little to eat. Here we lodged all night. I laid down on
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the stones of the floor which were very hard and
uneven, but we kept a good fire all night, and [ got
into a perspiration which relieved me of my cold a
little, so that in the morning [ felt much better than
on the preceding night.

Brother D., being a physician, administered some
medicine to the woman which greatly relieved her
also. She appeared to be a pious woman, and had
been a member of the Baptist Church at Ridgefield, in
Connecticut, but said she had never seen a Methodist
before. We had a very pleasant and edifying interview
with the family that evening in religious
conversation, singing, and prayer. When we found
out that they were so destitute of provisions we
divided with them of all that we had. They appeared
equally surprised and thankful, surprised that
Methodists (of whom they had heard strange things in
their own country) could be both religious and kind,
and thankful for the timely relief. They wished that
we would tell any of our Methodist friends who
might have to travel that way, to be sure and call on
them. They desired us also if ever we came within
forty miles of them, to be sure and go that much at
least out of our way to see them---telling us that we
should be welcome to any thing that the house or
farm afforded. The house, however, was not likely to
afford much, and there was scarcely any tlung on the
farm but forest trees.

This was the only time during our journey of
nineteen days that we found a house to shelter us, and
it was good for that family that they entertained the
strangers, for we were in truth as angels of mercy to
them. They must have suffered greatly had we not
called on them at that time.

At night [ have often hunted for a stone or a stick
for a pillow, and in the morning when [ took hold of
the oar or setting pole, I had to do it as gently as I
could by reason of the soreness of my hands, which
were much blistered, &c., in rowing the boat. We
attended to family worship night and morning,
although we slept in the woods, and the presence of
the Lord was with us of a truth.

The Last Lap Across Lake Ontario

When we arrived at the fort of Oswego on lake
Ontario, we were searched to see if we were not
“running goods” as they called it. This being adjusted
without any difficulty, for we were neither spies nor
smugglers, we were now ready to embark on the lake,
but the wind blowing high, we were detained two
days longer. At length there was a calm, and we



ventured out on the broad lake;---and when we had
gone about twenty miles, the wind rose again and
blew nght ahead, so that we had to shift our course
and steer for the Black nver country.

The seas ran mountain high, and before we
reached the shore we struck a rock and split our boat--
a circumstance which made sailing still more danger-
ous and unpleasant. We had a quantity of books on
board, which were considerable injured by being wet.
When we came ashore we made a fire, and dried our
clothes and the books, and mended our boat as well as
we could. The next day we embarked again on the
lake, but the wind met us which caused us to turn our
course. We made for Salmon nver, where we put in
for that day; and early in the morning the next day,
we started again, and pulled at the oars until day light
disappeared in the west. We went round Stony Point
and into Hungary bay, and landed on Grenadier island.
When we struck the shore I sprang out of the boat and
fell down on the beach, and thought I never knew rest
to be so sweet before. But we were sensible that it
would not do to sit still. Therefore we kindled a fire,
boiled the tea kettle, and cooked some vistuals---ate
our supper, attended family worship, and retired to
rest. Our weariness invited repose, nor did the
murmur of the wave disturb our slumbers, and
besides, we had that very necessary requisite to sound
sleep recommended by Dr. [Benjamin] Franklin,
namely, a good conscience.

On this island we found a fortification, and trees
growing in the entrenchment, which seemed to be at
least one hundred years old. The island is in the
mouth of Hungary bay, and is subject to high winds.
Here we were detained until we were brought to an
allowance of bread, having only one biscuit a day. |
would have given considerable for a piece of bread as
big as my hand if I could have obtained it, but we
were afraid of making too free with our little stock,
lest it should not last us until we could get from the
island. We ate our last biscuit about the middle of
the day we left the island, and got into harbour on the
main land about 11 o’clock at night, and glad enough
we were when we landed.

Ernestown Attained

We put up that night at the house of our kind
friend -------- Parrott, Esq.* He and his wife were
members of our Church and received us very kindly.
We informed him how it had been with us respecting
food. Sister Parrott hastened to make supper ready,
but it was as much as [ could do to keep my hands
from the bread until all was ready. We took care not

to eat too much that night, fearing it might not be so
well for us. We retired to rest on feather beds, but it
was a restless night to us all. Brother C. had a mind
to leave the bed and take to the floor, but [ told him
we must get used to 1t, so he submitted; but our
slumbers were not half so sweet as on the sandy
beach and pebbled shore, when we were rocked by the
wind, and lulled by the rippling wave.

[In the summer of 1795 they returned to New
York for the annual Conference. Travelling
up the Oswego river they again called on the
family they had helped, and were received
with much gladness and generous hospi-
tality. He continues:]

We got through our journey in thirteen days,
whereas in going to Canada we were nineteen days.
But before we had ascended the Oswego niver [ had the
ague and fever every day, which made it very tedious
for me; and when we came to Oneida lake, being in
the month of August, the weather was very hot, and
having the fever, and lying in the heat of the sun [
was almost overcome. My companions at length
concluded to take me to the shore, where I could be in
the shade, and accordingly they did, which when I had
fairly gained, | fainted, and the first thing [ knew was,
one had hold of my hand, and was calling to the rest
to come and assist him. It seemed to me as if [ had
Just waked out of sleep. At one time [ laid all night
by the side of a fence with a burning fever raging in
every vein, without any covering but my clothes, or
canopy but the vaulted heavens, with not so much as
Jonah's gourd to shelter me from the chilling dews,
or downy pillow on which to recline my weary head.
These were some of the “shadows of itinerancy,” but
they also have “fled away.”

The 1795 Conference: Return to Canada
When we came to New-York the yellow fever
was there, in consequence of which the conference
was removed to White Plains in West Chester co.,
N.Y. The session was a very pleasant one. The
preachers, after an absence of twelve months, were

* James Parrott was a Loyalist from White Creek,
Albany county, N.Y. He settled on lot 26, first
concession of Ernest-town, where Parrott’s Bay still
bears his name. In 1792, the Ernestown Chapel was
erected on his farm. He died May 5, 1821, in his
79th year.



glad to see cach other. We loved one another, and
whilst we were together the Spirit of glory and of
God rested upon us. We felt willing to live, to suffer,
and to die together. If one had received a little more
than his brother, he was willing to divide with him.
To be sure, we felt sensible of our deficiencies, as
well in regard to remuneration as qualifications tor
the work. But we hoped to share the spoil together in
a better world, when all our toils were over, and all
our griefs were spent; and this hope was as an anchor
to the soul amidst all the tempests and billows with
which we had to contend.

When the appointments were read out, the
preachers appeared to receive them gladly. My
appointment was to the Bay of Quinte circuit. On
our way to Canada, we were met at Schenectady by
some of our Canadian {riends, who helped us on our
way. We ascended the Mohawk in company with
Captain Parrott, who, though not a professor of
religion, was very friendly, and we got along without
any difficulty until we came to the Oneida lake.

A Storm on Lake Oneida

When we arrived at the lake, the wind was very high,
and the lake was all in a foam, which continued all
that day, and until about midnight. The wind then
ceased, and the troubled waters became calm. About 1
o'clock, A.M., we embarked on the lake, and after we
had rowed about six miles down the lake, the wind
began to roar tremendously, and streaks of light broke
through the clouds in a manner [ had not seen before.
Our captain seemed to understand it as foreboding a
heavy storm. We therefore made what preparation we
could to encounter it. We spread our little sail,
expecting the wind aft. We lashed two oars to the
stern. The wind soon struck us, but we received no
particular damage. The clouds were dense and dismal,
and the waves broke over us with fury. Qur friend,
the captain, though an old sailor, was frightened, and
cried out, “We are all dead men!” [ said, “The Lord
will provide;” and yet, notwithstanding my firm con-
fidence in the power and mercy of the Lord, I
sometimes feared for a moment that the lake would be
my grave. These fears, however, were salutary. They
caused me to examine myself and the motives which
induced me to undertake the work in which [ was
engaged.

At length the good providence of God brought us
safe through. When we reached the shore, we all
rejoiced. The captain said he did not much expect, at
one time, ever to set foot on dry land again, and that
all his hopes were founded on this consideration,

namely, he did not know but that the Lord might
spare hus life for the preachers’ sakes.

Bay of Quinte Circuit

[n due time we arrived in Canada, and our friends
received us gladly. We enjoyed many seasons of
refreshing from the presence of the Lord on the circuit
this year [1795-96]. Some part of the circuit [ had to
travel on foot, being unable to get my horse across
the bays and nivers. Sometimes [ had to travel |5
miles a day, preach twice, and have never sat down
from the rising to the setting of the sun. My knees
and ankles pained me very much, and when [ was
preaching [ used to stand sometimes on one foot and
then on the other, to get rest. But rest was not easily
obtained; even in bed my knees and ankles were so
swelled and full of pain. My soul, however, was
happy in the Lord, and my spirit rejoiced in God my
Saviour. The flesh was often weak, but the spirit
was willing to endure hardness as a good soldier for
Christ’s sake.

An Encounter with Tyendinaga Mohawks

On this circuit [ used to meet the natives, the red
men of the forest. One time, as brother D. and [ were
nding near the woods, we saw a little ahead of us a
company of Indians, fifteen in number. They had
been drinking too much, and were painted as if they
were going to war, a red streak of an inch wide and a
black streak of the same width all over their faces and
hair, most frightful to behold. When we came up
with them, we saluted them with “Sago, brother,” at
which they returned the same salutation. But they
got before our horses, and made motions for us to
dismount, which we were not inclined to do, and
shook our heads to intimate the same. They then let
us pass, after giving such a yell as made creation ring
again. But we were right glad when we had got rid of
such troublesome company.

Some of the natives are good singers. There was
one named Red Jacket with whom I used to sing. He
had the Psalms translated into Indian, and would sing
in Indian whilst I sung in English. The New
Testament and Psalms were said to be translated by
Capt. [Joseph] Brant. . . .

Having finished my tour on this circuit, and my
mission in Canada, I repaired again to the conference,
which was held in New York, and received my next
appointment to Redding circuit, in the state of
Connecticut. . . .
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THE VISIT OF BISHOP
ASBURY

(An excerpt from the Bicentennial Edition
of The Stwry of the Hav Bay Church, 1993.)

That same year, 1811, Bishop Francis Asbury made
his first visit to Canada. Following the meeting of
the New England Conference in Vermont, “the aged
bishop Asbury determined to go over the borders and
see the country where the preachers he had sent, with
God’s blessing, had raised up a Methodist body of
nearly 3000 persons, and which he had long desired to
see,” wrote Playter. Crossing at St. Regis, he met
with and preached to most of the Methodist societies
along the St. Lawrence, sometimes to as many as one
thousand persons, as at Elizabethtown. His travelling
companion was Henry Boehm; both of them recorded
the journey in their respective diaries.

[t was a tnumphal tour that greatly validated
Methodism as an ecclesiastical body---at least in the
eyes of its adherents. The Methodist Episcopal
Church really had a visible episcopos (bishop) in

Portrait of Elijah Woolsey from The Methodist Magazine and
Quarterly Review (New York), July, 1830.

their midst. “Everywhere the bishop was treated as
the angel of the Churches,” wrote Bochm. The
reported size of the audiences indicates the presence of
hundreds of non-Mlethodists as well.

Two Canadian preachers, Henry Ryan and
Edward Cooper joined the entourage. At Gananoque,
Asbury wrote of the increasing discomfort cause by
his rheumatism: “The pain in my foot is so severe
that [ cannot much enjoy the great kindness of this
people. . . My foot is much inflamed and my whole
body disordered.” He was also stirred as he met the
Canadian descendants of the originators of Methodism
1 America---the Hecks, Emburys, Dulmages,
Carscallens, etc. Boehm wrote:

“Father Asbury was very lame in his left foot
with inflammatory rheumatism. He suffered like a
martyr. On Tuesday [July 9] we reached Brother
Elias Dulmage’s, a very kind family, and Bishop
Asbury preached in the first town [Kingston] church
on Heb. x, 38,39; Brother Cooper and [ exhorted.
The bishop was so poorly he could not proceed on
his journey, and was obliged to lie by and rest, that
he might be able to attend the Genesee Conference at
Paris [N.Y.]. He remained at Brother Dulmage’s,
where he found a very kind home, and I went with
Henry Ryan to his quarterly meeting in Fourth or
Adolphus Town, by Bay of Quinte. . . On Friday we
rode to Brother John Embury’s, by Hay Bay. He was
a nephew of Philip Embury, the apostle of American
Methodism. . . The next day, Saturday [13th],
Cooper preached at eleven o’clock, and Henry Ryan
and [ exhorted.

“On the Lord’s day we had a glortous love-
feast, and at the Lord’s supper Jesus was made known
to us in the breaking of bread. In a beautiful grove,
under the shade of trees planted by God’s own hand, |
preached to two thousand people from Luke xix, 10,
John Reynolds and Henry Ryan exhorted. The sparks
flew and the fire fell.”

The Adolphustown Quarterly Meeting on July 13 and
14, 1811, was meant to be the climax of their
apostolic journey. Boehm and Ryan rode all night
back to Kingston, a distance of 35 miles, retrieved
the somewhat improved Asbury, sailed to Sackett's
Harbour, and travelled on to the next Conference.
Asbury never returned and died five years later, greatly
loved and mourned. The Hay Bay church missed
Asbury’s visit, though he had been (dare we say it?)-
--only a foot away!
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A SERIES OF BIOGRAPHICAL VIGNETTES ON THE TWENTY -TWO SUBSCRIBERS,
WHO ARE SOMETIMES REFERRED TO AS *THE FOUNDERS™ OF THE CHURCEL

No. 1 JOHN BININGER

(1757-¢.1823)

The story of the Bininger family is {ull of romance,
missionary adventure and Christian devotion. John
Bininger was the son of Rev. Abraham Bininger
(1720-1811) and his wife Martha Mariner. Abraham
was raised in the Reformed Church in his native
Switzerland, but emigrated with s parents to the
new colony of Georgia in 1735, The family arrived
there a few months before another boat brought a
group of Moravians and two English clergymen,
John and Charles Wesley. Like the Wesleys,
Abraham was brought to a spiritual awaken-ing
through the ministry of the Moravian preacher Peter
Bohler, who visited their settlement. Still a teen-
ager, he also worked with George Whitefield,
helping to build his new orphanage in Savannah.
Thus Abraham Bininger was touched by the “stars™ of
the Evangelical Awakening. His journal and
autobiography (in German) are in the Moravian
Church Archives in Bethlehem, Penna.

In time, Abraham was ordained in the Moravian
Church, serving as a missionary at different times to
blacks, Indians, and German immigrants in the Penn-
sylvania area. In 1756, with his wife and four
children, he travelled to the Carribean island of St.
Thomas, which was then a Danish colony, forty
miles east of Puerto Rico. When told that “none but
slaves can preach to slaves,” he petitioned the
Governor of the colony, offering to become a slave in
order to save the souls of the black race. The letter
was forwarded to the King of Denmark who, as a
mark of his appreciation of such devotion, gave
permission to Abraham to preach to whom he would.
The King's letter was treasured by the Bininger
family for generations. While there, their fifth child,
John, was born on 23 September 1757.

By the mid-1760s, Abraham was the pastor of the
Moravian Church in New York City. There he met
and formed a strong friendship with the German-Irish
immigrant, Philip Embury, who had formed the
first Methodist Society in America in 1766. Two
years later, when Embury proposed building a
Methodist preaching-house there, among the sub-

scribers was “A. Bininger . . . £ 1. Stll later,
Bininger became a partner with Embury, Paul Heck,
Jacob Dulmage, Edward Carscallen, Valentine Detlor
and others, who leased land in the Camden valley in

upper New York state near the Vermont border,

intending to introduce and promote the manutacture of
linen and hemp. But Philip Embury died in 1773.
“Father Bininger™ as he was affectionately known,
preached the funeral sermon, and laid his body in a
plot in the Bininger cemetery (see illustration).

Tlus, then, was the heritage of John Bininger, our
subject. He was still a teenager when the American
Revolution broke out.  Father Abraham had no heart
for taking sides, but his family was split. His
youngest son, [saac, joined the Continental Army;
John went north and served the British. The UE.
List shows that John was an “Issuer of Provisions
and afterwards clerk in Commissary Dept.”, a non-
combattant role. When his brother [saac was captured
and taken to Canada as a prisoner, John obtained his
release to return to the family farm in Camden.

After the peace, John settled in Adolphustown. In

early January, 1790, he marned Phoebe Van Varus,

and worked as a book-keeper in Kingston. Following
his father’s example, he took on the role of teacher to

TEXT OF SUDSCRIPTION PAPER FOR THE FRST
METHODIST CHAPEL IN UPPER CANADA
[Toronto, The Christian Guardian, March 14, 1860]

Adolphustown, Feb'y. 3rd, 1792 i

_As Almighty God has been pleased to visit us in this wilderness land
with the light of a preached Gospel, we think it requisite to build a |
Meeting-house or Church, for the more convenient assembling of our- |

selves together for social worship before the Lord. . . .

We the subscribers, do promise to pay, or cause to be paid to the
Directors towards the building of said Church as it is wanting, the sums °
of money annexed to our names underneath where we have hereunto set

our hands the date above written.

Halifax Currency
Paul Huff £10. 0.0 William Casey £ 7.00
Peter Frederick 4. 0.0 Daniel Steel 3.10.0
Elizabeth Roblin 12. 0.0 Joseph Ellison 5. 0.0
William Green £ 1. 0.0 Conrad Vandusen £15. 0.0
William Ruttan 10. 0.0 Henry Hover 8.10.0
Solomon Hufl 2. 0.0 Casper Vandusen 2. 0.0
Stophe! Garman 2. 0.0 Arra Ferguson 3. 0.0
John Green 3. 0.0 Daniel Dafoe 2. 00
Peter Ruttan 4. 0.0 Andrew Embury 2. 00!
Joseph Clapp 5. 0.0 Henry Davis 4. 0.0
{John Bininger 1. 0.0] William Ketcheson 2. 0.0 I




the Mohawks of Tvendinaga, moving there on 13
Nov. 1791. The position was funded by the Society
for the Propagation of the Gospel in Foreign Parts, in
England. The Rev. John Stuart of Kingston, wrote:
[ have engaged a Schoolmaster for them at £30 per
Ann. which the Soctety allows me to promise. If
thus person does not answer the Purpose, [ despair
of ever finding one. He seems to have every Qua-
lification that can be desired or expected.
(Was it from this salary that he pledged £1 to the Hay
Bay Church that year?) In a letter to his father, dated
18 Sept. 1792, John stated it simply,
being at Kingston, [ heard as it were accidently, that
the Rev. Mr. John Stuart wanted, on behalf of the
society in England, to hire a teacher for the Mo-
hawks up this bay, accordingly, I made an offer of
my services.
Several extant letters indicate a constant communica-
tion between John and his father in Camden valley.
Abraham certainly kept in touch with many people.
He names David Zeisberger, the legendary missionary
to the Indians, “my very dear friend Count Zinzen-
dorf,” and Methodist preachers Freeborn Garrettson,
William Losee and Darius Dunham. He also sent his
son a constant flow of food such as cheese, smoked
meat, apple seed, tea, a young heifer, etc. He also
sent spiritual books including “my best treasure, the
Daily Word and Doctrinal Texts, for the year 1792.”
Indeed, Biningers farm in Camden seems to have been
a stopping-off place for preachers travelling to

Corner of cemetery
on Bininger's farm
in Camden Valley.
The tall stone is his
own.

Between it and the
barn, Philip Embury
was first buried.

Photo courtesy of
Kenneth A. Gottry,

Cambndge, N.Y.

Canada. They carried many letters back and forth. and
Abraham often added, “Don forget to remember my
love and regards to Mr. Dunon [Dunham] and Mr.
Loese™ When Losee had his cmotional breakdown
and withdrew from his missionary work in the
province, Abraham commented (2 Aug. 1794):
[ heartily pity Mr. Losee for withdrawing his hand,
he is now to be treated with patience and tenderess.
[ have sent last part of a discourse which | translated
from the [Moravian] brethrens’ writing. 1 did it
chiefly on account of Mr. Losee, if you think pro-
per, send him a copy with a tender greet from me.

John Bininger later moved to Thurlow township, near
Belleville, where there was a colony of Methodists.
We have little information on his latter days, nor do
we know the date of his death, which was about
1823. It is believed he died on a visit back in
Camden, and that he is buried there.

Sources: Lapp, Eula Carscallen: To Their Heirs
Forever, Belleville, Mika, 1974. Plumpton, Mary
G.. The Rambling River, A History of Thurlow
Township, Belleville, 1967. Canniff, William: The
Settlement of Upper Canada. with Special Reference
1o the Bay Quinte, Toronto, 1869. Wilson, Richard:
“The Moravians of Camden Valley,” unpublished

typeseript, n.d., pp.19. Pine: “Abraham Bininger” in
New York Genealogical & Biographical Record,
XXXIIL, pp.135-137.

THE OLDEST - The first church ever built in Onario was the Jesuit chapel at Ste. Marie-among-
the-Hurons in Simcoe county, in 1639. Her Majesty’s Chapel of the Mohawks was built near
Brantford in 1785. St. Paul’s Anglican church was built of logs at Sandhurst, South Fredericks-
burg, and dedicated on Christmas Day, 1791. St. George’s Anglican church (now cathedral) was
built in Kingston the same year as the Methodist churches at Hay Bay & Ernestown - 1792.
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An archeclogist surveying the
old cemetery opposite Hay Bay
Church, which was built in 1792, is
trying to pinpoint the burial places
of nine teenagers who drowned in
1819 ontheir way to church.

Sue Bazely and four workers
also hope to determine where
some of the drea’s Methodist pio-
neers were buried.

The survey is being dore in con-
nection with the church’s 200th
anniversary celcbrations last year.
The Hay Bay board of trustees
hopes to mark the last resting
place of the young worshippers as
well as any other graves that can
be found. :

No cemetery records exist, buta
few stones remain, and early
baoks recall some of those buried
there.

The young people, whose (ragic
end was recorded in a lengthy
poem published some years after
the event in Napanee and area
newspapers, were John and Jane
German, Peter Bopgart, Mary and
Jane Detlor, Matilda Roblin, Betsy
Clark, Huldah Madden and Mary
Cole.

ftowas a bright Sunday mornming,
Aug. 20, 1819, when 18 teenagers,
set out from Casey’s point in a flat-
bottomed boat and headed for the

chapel.

The History of Lennox and
Addington records that the boat
began to teak as it neared the
landing place and capsized, plung-
ing the passengers into the water.
The church service was in pro-
gress and the officiating cler-
gyman had just prayed that it
might be o day long to be
remcmbered,” when the congre-
gation was startded by screams.
Rushing from the church, they saw
the teenagers floundering in the

early.

Archeologist hunts for teens’ graves

By ALAN CAPON
Whig-Standard Staff Writer

water. Of the 1§, only nine were
saved.

During their excavations, Ms,
Basely and her colleagues have
unecarthed ficldstones that appear
to have becen shaped and placed at
the head of graves.

“We have found some wood
fragments and we may find bone
fragments. In some cases the very
carly burials may have taken
place without the use of coffins —
the first burials here were very

R

ALAN CAPONIThe whig-Standard
James Dodson (left) and Stephen Ross hunt for a burial site

"

(This item item appeared in the Kingston Whig-Standard, June 22, 1993. The date of the drowning is inaccurate,
August 29, being the correct one.)
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