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1 3
+ Sunday, August 24, 1997, at 3 pm. %
0:0 o:o
:E: Guest Speaker: ’S’
& The Rev. Dr. A. Leonard Griffith *
0:‘ .:0
< One of Canada’s preeminent preachers, Dr. Griffith has <
:E: occupied prominent pulpits in three denominations: In ‘3’
.5‘ Ottawa (Chalmer’s United), London, England (City :.E:
& Temple--successor to Dr. Leslie Weatherhead), and &
«» Toronto (Deer Park United, St. Paul’s Anglican). e
& In great demand as a guest speaker, missioner, and <
:f: lecturer,-he has spoken widely in India, Australia, Great ‘3’
.E. Britain, U.S.A., and Canada, and lectured on Homiletics :::
o (the art of preaching) at Wycliffe College, Toronto. His <&
< 2lst book was his autobiography, From Sunday to P
% Sunday, 50 Years in the Pulpit. Even in retirement %
:E: there are few Sundays he is not preaching somewhere in ‘s‘
’E‘ his usual vigorous manner. We are deeply honoured to :::
& have him preach for our 205th anniversary. é‘
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News of
Hay Bay Church
Our 1996 Visitors
Numbers: It was a wel summer and the numbers were a (cw

hundred less than in *95. The Guest Book recorded 200 visitors
June 8,9, and 15-30; July, 417; August, 601; and September 1-
23, 197: for a total of 1415, The Custodians counted 1686,
though undoubtedly many were misscd. Most were from Ontario,
63 from other provinces. Other signers came from 21 States, 11
European countries, plus, Jamaica, Japan, China and Korea.
Group visits brought two vanloads from The Towers Nursing
Home in Port Hope, 3 carloads from Edith Rankin United
Church’s U.C.W. Unit 4, and a group of 32 from an Elderhostel
program. Three weddings were celcbrated in the church, plus a
Masgonic service and the annual Pilgrimage Service.

Human Interest: A scientist from the China Academy of
Agricultural Science in Beijing, was reluctant to enter this, the
first Christian church he had encountered. His host was a
gentleman who had previously lived on the Kaiser farin on the
north side of Hay Bay. . . Two artists from Napanee set up
their casels and in four hours created an oil painting and a
watercolour of the church. . . A full-page article in the Ottawa
Citizen (July 7), extolling the places of interest around the Bay of
Quinte, brought several visitors including a group from the
Korean consulate. . . A Toronto couple with a special interest
in architecture “shot a vast number of pictures in the church.”
A Woodstock couple, returning from a summer course in
Ottawa on “Revival Periods in Church History,” showed great
interest in the church where some of it happened. . . Donald
Maracle, chief of the nearby Tyendinaga Mohawk Nation
dropped by. . . A man described as “likely in his eighties, who
walked with exceptionally good posture” identificd himself as a
great-great-grandson of Sarah Cole, whose sister, Mary Cole,
was one of the ten teens drowned in Hay Bay i 1819. .. Bili
and Anne Squire of Ottawa made their first visit here, while
researching her Loyalist roots. Anne was the first lay person to
be elected Moderator of the United Church of Canada (1986-88).
- A Custodian noted that he “enjoyed a spiritually refreshing
conversation with a husband and wife from Marmora, where they
are active in the Pentecostal Church.” . . And one observant
person commented, “we cannot believe how many fish jurmp out

of the water here!™

{continued on page 11)




did I think of the paternal roef, which a few years before 1 had left
without one thought of the changing scenes that awaited me.
Unaccustomed to disappointments, it was a difficuli lesson to
learn, and I gave full vent to my grnief. Tt seemed like the
separation of soul and body. 1 thought this feeble frame must
sink beneath this weight of sorrow, However, I consented.

A few days after, by the influence of some friends, my
hushand obtained permission to go to Kingston, to see what
compromise he could make with the officers of that garrison. He
went with a boat, and made choice of the before mentioned three
to accompany him and assist in managing it. Accordingly on the
third of October, 1812, a litlle before sunset, he left his home and
his family, and went on board the boat from our own door {our
residence being on the shore of the Bay of Quinte).

A gentle gale soen bore them from my view. Fear, grief and
sorrow occupied my almost distracted mind when I saw the boat
disappearing, as my eyes grasped the then last view of my earthly
treasure, while standing some moments motionless on the watery
beach. I then, with my two little girls, went into the house. Oh
what a scene! The house was desolate! The world was to me an
empty void! I sat down, motionless and almost senseless
—language cannot describe my feelings or paint the terrors of my
agitated mind. While I saw the gloomy shades of night closing
upon the scenes of this busy world, I was quite overcome by fears
and apprehensions. [ looked on my little defenceless ones, who
seermed motionless with fear. I thought of my absent husband, of
the dangers to which he was now exposed, [and] [ reflected on the
unceriainty of ever meeting him again. A flood of sensations
rushed upon my mind, too painful to mention. I viewed my own
perilous situation—in an enemies’ country, at the seat of war.
Horror chilled my blood . I could not govern my thoughts; 1
could not calm my affrighted mind. Darkness now veiled the
earth, and more plainly depicted my lonely condition, while
sorrow aroused every sensation of my soul.

I arose and in quick succession of steps, did T trace and retrace

my floor that sorrowful night (never to be forgotien.) Myself

alone with my two little ones: none to protect, no one to
administer consolation. T raised my eyes to Heaven, I lervently
implored divine protection; ¥ plead for mercy; I reviewed my
past omission of duty in penitential sorrow. I thought
1 could see the hand of a Father amidst

the chastenings of a God.
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That comforter our Master Jesus promised his disciples, in a
measure increased my faith, and in some degree calmed my fears.
I believed God would yet over-rule for my deliverance. Weary
with fatigue, I laid my self down by the side of my little ones,
but sleep had fled from me. I rested until the day dawned. [ then
arose and looked upon my little ones quietly sleeping, sorrow had
not disturbed their gentle repose. I walked about my house. 1
looked into the field—all appeared to me desolate as the chambers
of death. No one to sooth my aching heart, or participate in my
sorrows. Soon the rising sun reminded me of the business of the
day, and of my forlorn sitvatton. I thought of my husband, my
parents, brother and sisters far distant, far separated from me.

When ncighbors occasionally made some inquiries respecting
the absence of my hushand, I pradently and cautiously answered
them. In a few days I began to arrange my business, and dispose
of my effects as well as I could under existing circumstances.

It was soon noised abroad that my husband had deserted his
military station and left the Province. A British Sergeant then in
our vicinity came to inquire the truth of the report. 1 answered
him in the affirmative, and with my own hands delivered him my
husband’s Brtish equipage.

To mention lonely days and sorrowful nights would be but
repetition. I soon broke up house-keeping and shortly after let a
family into my house. I went to uncle Hill’s and made my home
with them. My dear aunt tried to comfort and encourage me, but
anxieties and perplexities too tedious to mention :
vet bestrewed my path. My mind
was sunk in deep dejection, I daily
looked to Heaven for wisdom, and
prayed God to grant me grace and
fortitude.
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I immediately sent forward my petition, and engaged Mr.
Hopkins, a gentleman of our acquaintance, (he himself was
likewise an applicant,) to inform me when my name was called
as 1 did not wish to be long detained at the Court house: it being
uncertain whether I should be called upon the first or second
sitting of the board. The fifth day after my arrival the court
commenced. That day, inexpressible anxiety pervaded my mind.
I spent most of the time in my bed-chamber, where I frequently
retired from the busy multitude, to give vent to my burthened
mind. Thig day, in spite of all my efforts o conceal my feelings,
would tears steal from mine eyes when in company. Mrs.
Carnaham endeavored to arm me with fortitude for the day. She
reminded me of the afflictions and sufferings of the ancient
inhabitants [early settlers], and what was mine to theirs? In the
afternoon while she sat conversing with me, endeavoring to move
me from my purpose and return to my friends again, Mr.
Hopkins entered the room. As soon as I saw him, [ anticipated
his business; it struck through my frame like a shock of
electricity. He observed my agitation, and paused a moment,
then told me my name was called at the court-house.

I then arose and prepared to accompany him, with some
degree of fortitude. But when I came in view of this stately
edifice, surrounded by the British ensigns of monarchy and war,
my fortitude almost failed. My heart sunk within me. O, dear
reader, for a moment, realize my feelings. Pen cannot describe
them, We passed the sentinel, entered the house,$ ascended the
slairs, and passed into the court-room. My mind was now raised
o the height of agitation. My trembling limbs could scarcely
support their weight; my feelings, language cannot express: a
lone female, about 1o appear before a Briush tribunal! O merciful
heaven, thought I, if mortals when innocent and unoffending feel
such a tremor at appearing before their fellow mortals, what must
we feel when summoned to appear before the Judge of all the
earth? I was immediately seated, and fortunately for me, a
gentleman was passing through his examination. This gave me a
little time 1o collect my wandering thoughts.

At length, Gen. Vincent? took up my petition, read the
name of Lydia Hayward, and then asked me if [ came to answer to
that name, 1 arosc and answered in the affirmative. He then
proceeded W question me concerning the time of our residence in
the Province, and whether my husband voluntarily eatered the
martial list. Likewise whether he had been in actual service, and
in what manner he left it, and when he left the Province, with
whom, &c. To all these questions I answered correctly and
without evasion, knowing that now their power could avail
nothing. My husband was beyond their reach—=either traversing
the soil of liberty, or embosomed in the great deep. The General
then asked me why I did not accompany my husband. 1 assured
him circemstances would not admit. Considerable altercation
then took place between the officers of the board, upon the
propriety of granting my claim, as our term of residence a little
exceeded three years, and my husband had been in actual service.
However, it was at length agreed I should have a pass to leave the

8 Built in 1796 at the comer of King and Clarence streets, it was
probably a two-storey stone building; not o be confused with the
present magnilicent court house which stands at Court and Barric
Streets, erected in 1833-58,

9 Major-General John Vincent.
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Province.

At this information my dejected heart again revived with a
little hope; but alas! short lived hope! An unseen cloud, now
sunk all my hopes again and frustrated all my calculation. Icould
have a pass to leave the Province, but could not be permitted to
cross over to Sackett’s Harbor, as I had conternplated, but must
go down to Prescott, a distance of sixty miles, and from thence
cross the St. Lawrence river to Ogdensburgh. This, [ then
thought, was more than I could endure. Iremonsirated against it,
and earnestly plead for permission to cross the Lake to Sackett’s
Harbor, but was refused. I then left the Court House,
undetermined what course I should take, and was conducted back
to my lodgings, where, with my little ones, I soon retired to my
bed-chamber, and for sometime gave full vent to my wounded
teelings. Mrs. Carnaham came into my room, and kindly
endeavored to comfort me, advising me to return to my friends at
Hallowell and give up my journey until the war should cease.
This at time | almost concluded to do, but on a second thought all
this conclusion would vanish. Where is my husband, said I,
where shall we meet again? He cannot come to me; I cannot
consent io remain in the Province.

While deeply absorbed in these contending reflections, I heard
an vunusual stir in the adjoining room. I arose and, followed hy
my little girls, entered the sitting room, and there learned the
cause of the commotion. Five American vessels appeared
off the harbor, just as the fair lamp of day had thrown its last
glitiering rays over the towering spires of that splendid village,
and night was gathering her sombre shades over the busy
multitude. All was in commotion; the British, expecting an
attack, were preparing to defend themselves.

They considered it an unfavorable time for them, as a
considerable share of their soldiers had been lately called to the
upper part of the Province. 1even heard an officer observe that if
they were resolutely attacked he feared they could not stand their
ground. 1 lisiened to their cobservations, watched their
movements, and amidst all my sorrows, my troubles, my fears
and terrors, my heart would now and then heave with a wish for
the success of the States. The vessels being discovered by the
villagers, some of them were very mnuch alarmed. Many of them
feft their houses and fled to the back part of the town. Mr.
Carnaham was an officer belonging to the army and was
immediately called from home, and Mrs. Carnaham with her
family, which consisted of two adopted children, went to visit a
sick sister in a retired part of the village. She mvited me to
accompany her, but fear prevented me from accepting her
invitation, or leaving the house. Consequently I was left alone,
excepting a sick man whom 1 was told, was some where below
stairs.

I was in the second story of the house and from the window,
had a full view. Such a scene of confusion T had never before
wilnessed, the streets were filled with every class of people, even
women and children, fleeing from house to house. I was now left
alone to refleclion; my own personal safety occupied my mind. 1
dared not venture into the street. [ feared 1 should be lost if 1 left
the house, as soldiers and Indians were constantly passing. [
kaew not what to do; this was an uncxpected surprise. I was quite
bewildered with fear and terror. 1 walked the {loor, looked into the
streets, almost imagined myselfl between the two armies, and



my children their supper. 1 wanted nothing myself but to see
some object I had ever seen before. I then thought there were but
few who were ever placed in such an unpleasant situation. A
young female with two children, traveling in the winter season,
unprotected by husband, relatives, or even acquaintance; in an
enemies country, in time of war, and on the frontiers, where vice
reigned almost without restrainl. These reflections would crowd
upon my mind and increase my fears. I soon retired to my bed-
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room, but did not undress. 1 laid down with my litde cnes, but -

had no wish.for sleep. My leelings, my fears, my unconnected
thoughts, were beyond description. 1 thought [ had before seen
sorrowful nights, but this was the most fearful, and must as yet
stand unparalleled. Often my thoughts flew to the quiet abode of
my friends in the interior of the country. Oh husband, parents,
brother and sisters! little do you know my sorrows. May Heaven
bless you with undisturbed slumbers. Little do you think where
Lydia is—once guarded by tender parents, once protected by a
kind husband {whose fate I knew not), nor when, nor where we
should meet again. I here seemed an exile in a land of strangers; |
prayed Heaven in mercy to protect me. In this sorrowful state of
mind I passed this almost sleepless night,

There was a British garrison at this village, many of the
officers boarded at this Hotel. The house seemed all night in
commotion. Every stit alarmed me; my affrighted imagination
would now and then portray all the dangers Mrs. Carnaham told
me of belore I left Kingston. Early next morning I arose,
prepared myself and children, paid my bill, and our company all
set forward again. My mind was a little more composed than it
was the day before. I had a little faith that [ should be protecied
and delivered from all those dangers that surrounded me. The day
was pleasant, we were constantly passing new objects, new
scenery, British guards and sentinels, all which reminded me more
and more of my lonely and unprotected situation, while sorrow
veiled every object with gloom. Our teamsters were light-loaded
and drove with rapidity, but the dark curtains of night closed upon
earthly scenes before we reached Brockyville,. My {ears would at
times rush in upon my mind, in spite of every effort to suppress
them, and tears were may only relief.

My anxiety to see a friend in whom T could confide, was
greal. 1 expected Mr. Curtis would convey me that night to Mr.
Skinner’s, as he had said nothing io the contrary. About §
o’clock in the evening we reached the village, my heart cheered at
the thought of soon being protected by friends. Al length we
stopped at a house. I cast my cager eyes around and discovered by
the arrangements that it was a tavern. 1 exclaimed with
earnestness, does Mr. Skinner reside here? (None but a person
on the pinnacle of fear can imagine my agitation at this little
disappointment.) Mr. Curtis replied, no; said it was his own
residence and that I should be as well treated there and as welcome
as at Mr, Skinner’s. I was much disappointed, but made no
reply, for 1 had but little use of speech. He then conducted me
into the house and introduced me to bis family and some visitants
that were waiting his return. They alternately gazed at me and
endeavored to enter into conversation with me. But my mind was
too pensive for conversation, although far more composed than at
any time before or since I left Kingston. They manifested their
kindness by attention to my children in caressing them and
asking them questions. I concluded they might well suppuse the

children more intelligent than their mother.

Being quite weary, soon after supper we retired to rest, and
indeed it was rest, feeling now quite safe, (a sensation I had not
enjoyed tll now, since I lost sight of Kingston,) and having slept
so little the night before, I soon forgot my troubles. The
teamsters (hat carried my little baggage deposited it thal night at
Mr. Skinner's and informed them of my arrival. Early next
morning Mr. Skinner came with a cutter to convey me 10 his
house. There [ was kindly received, and shall ever remember their
kindness with a deep sense of gratide.

We could now calculate and sympathize together as we were
all anxious to leave the Province. The next day Mr. Curtis called
to visit Mr. Skinner’s family, and he said to inquire after my
health, adding at the same time that he thought I must be a very
strong democrat, that the sight of the States’ shore should thus
brighten my countenance, and then diverted himself in telling the
family of my absence of mind on our journey to thal place. Mr.
Skinner had considerable difficulty in getting his pass; which
gave me greal uneasiness, fearing the limited term of my pass
would expire before he and his family could be ready. 1 was here
detained six days at this place. Ilamented this hindrance, yet that
over-ruling hand directed it for my benefit as will be seen
hereatter.

Mr. Skinner, having at length obtained his pass, we all set
out for Prescott, a distance of twelve miles. There we were to
have our passporis examined and receive further orders, there
being a British garrison stationed at that place. Several of Mr.
Skinner’s neighbors accompanied them thither, and they had an
affectionate parting. As for me, I had only a complimentary
farewell to leave, as I had performed my promise in leaving a
letter for my friend Mrs. Camnaham, About noon we reached the
village and put up at the Hotel. Mr. Skinner carried my pass
with his to Col. Pierson’s office, but the Col. sent mine back,
saying the woman must herself appear. Accordingly I took my
pass and Mr. 5. conducted me to the office. We passed the
sentinel and walked to the Col. He was standing upon a platform
about breast high in front of the buiiding. He accepted my pass,
then told Mr. 5. that the other woman and the children must be
there likewise. He then left me standing betwecn the officer and
the sentinel and went back after his wile and the children (as they
were all left with her.) The Col. then observed il was rather a
cald day to stand outdoors—that by passing round the corner of
the house I would find a passage for entrance, which I did and sat
down to wait for the return of Mr. Skinner with his wife and the
children. The revolving thoughts and feelings that alternately
occupied my mind this little pause of time, I cannot describe. A
stranger in a land of strangers; a lone female seated in the office of
a British garrison; my heart trembled at the reflection, my blood
chilled in my veins, ruy only consolation was tears and sighs.

Mr. Skinner now arrived with all our baggage. Mrs, Skinner
and the children were conducted into the room with me, where we
sat down in silence at the front windows and saw our little store
of baggage brought up by the soldiers and laid on the ground at
the foot of the platform, there opened, and search made to sec if
we had any privale papers that would give information of the
circumstances of the army or any contraband goods. When the
officers had satisfied themsclves they ordered them put up again,
and put on board the boat. The Col. then entered our room and



gladness. We all congratulated each aiher on this providential,
although unexpected meeting; joy animated every countenance.
We all seated ourselves, and some hours passed in conversing
npon the changing scenes of this life.

We were all desirous now to hear the particulars of my
hushand’s escape from the Province. He informed us that afier he
left home on Friday, he, with his three friends, pursued their
journey down the bay towards Kingston until darkness of night
hid them from the inspection of the sentinels. They then shifted
their course and put out into the Take at the upper end of Ambherst
Island, passed round it, and came down nearly opposite Kingston,
making their way towards Grenadier Island. Now thinking
themselves secure, and being quite weary and much fatigued with
about forty miles passage, they halted and rested upen their oars,
and took a little refreshment they had brought with them.

Mr. Patten, feeling a little of the animation of freedom,
struck upon the song called Washington and Liberty, whose
cheering words animated his shrill voice, and, the water
conveying the sound, it reached the British sentinels who kept
guard on the water, and they were immediately pursued by them.
The sound of their 12-oared barge struck upon the ears of our
friends with more terror than distant thunder; (if taken, they well
knew their fate.) Their surpsise and agitation was great, an escape
was almost impracticable. They turned their course and made
toward the point of Long Island, intending if possible, to gain the
land and flee to the woods. Heaven seemed to favor their escape,
there being a little fog on the water which hid them from their
pursuers, and their oars being muffled, they could not hear them,
Therefore they eluded their pursuit, although they came so near
they heard the sound of their voices.

The fear of being taken by the British, and the idea of British
confinement nerved every arm with redoubled vigor, and for some
hours they kncw not the want of strength. Their oars were placed
as though directed by an unseen guide, They heard the barge
return towards its {ormer post; then my husband and his {riends
shifting again endeavored to make Grenadier Island, which
they accordingly did about sunrise on Saturday morning. They
tarried there a few hours, and refreshed themselves; but learning
that the British often came on the 1sland they feared to tarry long,
and about the middle of the day they set out again for Sackett's
Harbar. The wind was very high, which exposed them to great
danger. Their boat was not calculated to stand the swells of the
broad lake; therefore they were obliged to put on shore at the
peninsula, and stay some hours in the woods pondering over the
dangers they had escaped.

The three that accompanied my husband were all single men;
they had left no treasure behind them to mourn for. They could
rejoice at the sight of the States’ shore with alloy; they were
amimated with the hopes of soon enjoying liberty. But not so
with my husband; at every relaxation from business, his anxious
mind was reaching over the broad water, whose dashing waves
had driven them on that lonesome share, and whose broad surface
separated between him and his family; his anxiety for them
mingled every joy with sorrow. About midnight the wind
seemed 1o abate and they concluded again to venture on the water;
accordingly went on board therr little boat and with much
difficuity succeeded in reaching Sackett’s Harbor on Sunday
morning. They were discovered by the sentinels of that place and

hailed several times before they entered the port.

They were conducted to headquarters, reported themselves and
submitted to the rules of war. Here, embodied in the ammy, my
husband found some of his former acquaintance, among whom
was Captain Jonathan Delano, one of his friends of his youthful
days. He informed him of the circumstances of leaving his
family, his anxiety on their account, and his desire to move them
to the States. The Captain assured him he would use his
endeavors to assist him in devising means to effect their removal.
They planned and devised various means, but all proved abortive.
My husband’s anxiety and uneasiness increased as difficulties
appeared. The waters were so closely watched it was presumption
to atternpt a private conveyance.

He tarried a considerable time at the Harbor inventing plans,
but every means failed, every effort proved ineffectual. His
friends advised him to relinquish for the present every idea of so
dangerous an undertaking. My husband now acquiesced in the
feelings and advice of his friends, and concluded to engage in
some kind of business that would enable him to assist his family
if they should ever be favored 1o meet again. Often did
recollection convey his mind back io that watery beach where he
left his dear companion and litile ones standing on the shore,
which he gazed upon until he passed a bluff point which hid them
from his sight.

While performing the business of the day, his mind was
considerably composed, but al every relaxation from business, it
was with difficulty he could reascn himself into submission. He
reflected much on the perilous and unprotected sitnation of his
afflicted wife, left alone to endure the cares and troubles that
surrounded her, fearing she would sink beneath this weight of
sorrow. Thus day after day passed, beclouded with anxiety and
fear (until the before mentioned information by means of Mr.
Ranney.)

We now all made ready and set out on our way. Mr. Hill
accompanied us several miles. Mr. Skinner with his family
continued with us until we arrived at Carthage, a small village on
the Black River. There we parted with those dear friehds whose
kindness is engraven on our hearts with indellible impressions.
‘We pursued our journey until we arrived at Mr. James Ranney’s
in the town of Hounsfield, a short distance from Sackett's Harbor.
There my husband left me and went to the village of Adams
{where he had been at work) and hired a room in a part of a
hatter’s shop that had been fitted for a dwelling room. He then
returned and took me to that place, and left me and the children in
Waldo’s tavern while he made a fire and warmed the room. He
then conducted me to our new habitation. ook off my bonnet
and pelisse and hung them up, then sat down on my trunk. My
chest, with my small baggage of bedding, comprised our whole
stock of furniture—in a land of strangers, in the centre of a
village. Not one individual except Mr, Ranney that [ had ever
scen before, yet not one murmuring thought, not one sigh,
escaped my bosom; althongh T had once enjoyed the necessaries of
house-keeping. The three months of painful separation from my
husband, with the anxiety, Tear, and danger, | had experienced had
greatly lessened my ambitious desires. T had not yet forgotten the
many solemn promises 1 made when dangers surrounded me;
felt to praise the Lord for his goodness in protecting and
preserving us amidst dangers seen and unseen. My husband then
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my great surprise and mingled grief and joy, several brethren and
acquaintances from Canada came and made themselves known to
us; they were militia in arms, and were taken near Fort George.i4
Among these were Messrs. George Lawrence, leader at Four
Mile Creek; William Clinton, from the head of the lake, and
Russel Hawley, brother of David Hawley,15 of the Bay of
Quinte. Their captivity was an affliction which made fricrds
maore consoling.

“By them [the prisoners] I was informed that in consequence
of the troubles there had been no preaching in that part [of Upper
Canada) for some time; that Mr. [Henry] Ryan and others were
travelling and doing al} the good they could for God and souts,
that none of our brethren had been killed. Brother Merwin has
permission (o preach to them [the prisoners at Greenbush] every
week, and he has appointed to do 50 every Tuesday afternoon, if
the weather will permit. They are a mixed multitude of English,
French, &c., amounting to about five hundred and fifty nine, but
very anxious for meetings. Brother Merwin is to send them
Bibles from the Society in this place, and other books. O pray
for them!”  [J. Carroll, ibid., pages 320, 322.]

¢) George Lawrence and How He

Came to be Imprisoned.

{George Lawrence (1757-1848), was a native of the colony of
Palatines settled near Limerick, Ireland. His family emigrated to
Camden Valley, N.Y., in 1767. George fought with Butler’s
Rangers during the Revolutionary War, then settled in the
Niagara area. His older brother, John Lawrence, was a
member of the first Methodist class begun by Barbara Heck in
New York City in 1766. Later, John married Margaret Switzer,
the widow of Philip Embury, and settled in Augusta
township. John Carroll (1809-1884), from whose volume these
passages are taken, gives these additional details about George
Lawrence and the war, including some of his [Carroll’s| own
childhood memories:)

“Mr. Case says the Canadian prisoners ‘were militia in
arms,” bul Mr. Lawrence was an exception. The reader will
remember that he was one of the Methodist Palatine stock, and
brother of John Lawrence, the second husband of Mrs. Philip
Embury. In the war-ttme he was so advanced in years as to be
exempt from militia duty, although his sons bore arms, and one
of them was wounded the day his father was taken prisoner. Mr.
L., senior, kept about the peaceful avocations of his farm, and
continued to meet his little [Methodist} class in his own house in
those stormy times. He was made a prisoner at his own door at
Cross-Roads. The writer [John Carroll], though only a child of
four years, was there, and remembers well his arrest, as he does
all events consecutively since the battle of Niagara. The
Americans were then in the occupancy of Fort George, and a
portien of the Britsh army were entrenched at the Cross-Roads,
about half a mile {from Mr. Lawrence’s residence. A peneral
skirmish had taken place all that morning between the pickets and
advanced guards of the two armies. A body of only ten American
Indians, or white men disguised like Indians, advanced towards
Mr. L.’s, where an officer’s mess was kept and a guard of thirty

14 Fort George al what is now Niagara-on-the-Lake.

15 Davis (not David) and Russell Hawley were the sons of Jeptha
Hawley, U.E., of the village of Bail in Ernestown Township.

soldiers posted. The cowardly officer of the guard, one McLeod,
(let his name go down in posterity), threatened to “cut off the first
man’s head who fired a shot;” and, to the everlasting disgrace of
British soldiers, they took to their heels and fled to the camp,
leaving the women and children to the mercy of the savages.
These latter, when they came up, shot a corporal of the
Glengarrics, a Mr, Smith, who chanced to be there, and who
boldly stood on his defence. Mr. L., thinking the matter some
émeunte [i.e. popular uprising] between the British soldiers and our
own Indians, passed through the front gate into the road, and gave
one of the savages his hand, who took and held it, while another
came up with an angry countenance and grasped the old gentleman
by the neck-cloth, and made him a prisoner. He and poor Smith,
whom only the courage of a woman, Mrs. Cassady, kept the
savages from killing outright in the house whither he had
crawled, were led away from our sight. Smith died on the toad.”
[Towards the close of the war, when Lawrence was on his way
back from captivity, Carroll added:] *“We had the supreme felicity
of extending the hospitalities of our humble house in York to
Mr. Lawrence, whom we all revered and loved as a father. The
writer mef this saint of God ‘in age and feebleness extreme,” and
found him rejoicing in hopes of the everlasting rest.”

[1. Carroll, ébid., pages 320-322]
(Note: The obituary of George Lawrence (Christian Guardian, 23
Angust 1848, page 178) adds that “he was savingly converted to
God by the instrumentality of Methodism,” several years after
settling in Niagara. For forty years he held the office of a class-
feader. He was buried in the old Methodist cemetery at Virgil,
which was formerly known as Lawrenceville, or Cross Roads, or
Four Mile Creek, near Niagara-on-the-Lake.)
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News of Hay Bay Church

(continued from page 1)

Cemetery Dedication

(On Sunday, 25 August 1996, at the annual Pilgrimage
Service, a service of dedication took place for the enlarged
cemetery across the road from the church. Robert G. Woodside,
chairman of the Board of Trustees, invited the Rev. Peter Walford-
Davis, President of the Bay of Quinte Conference, 1o conduct the
dedication, as the church property is a Conference church. [t was
an impressive moment. The following is the historical statement
given at that time by Rev. J William Lamb, the church's
historian.)

On June 7th, 1811, Paul and Mary Huff drew up a deed of
bargain and sale, granting one and a quarter acres of the farm to
seven named trustees (William Casey, Sclomon Huff,
Chrnistopher German, William Moore, John Roblin, William
Ruttan, and Augustus Shoris), representing the Methodists in this
community. Most of the wording of the deed was taken from the
sample deed contzained in the Doctrines and Discipline of the
Methodist Episcopal Church. No money was paid; it was given,
as the document affirms, out of “the Love, Goodwill and affection
we have for the Methodist Episcopal Church.™ Five of the seven



NEW BOOKS

VIDEOS & SOFTWARE

# Methodists & Women’s Education in Ontario,
1836-1928, by Johanpa M. Selles. McGill-Gueen’s
University Press, 1996. ISBN 0-7735-1443-0 $39.95.

From the early Seminaries in U.S.A. where some Ontario

families sent their daughters, to the Ladies’ Colleges, Albert

College and Victoria University, the unfolding story of and
changing attitudes towards moulding the lives of young

Christian ladies, here is the complete story.

# The Lord’s Dominion:
The History of Canadian Methodism,
by Neil Semple. McGill-Queen’s University Press, 1996.
ISBN 0-7735-1400-7 (paper cover) $19.95.
ISBN 0-7735-1367-1 (hard cover) $55.00.
Over ten years in preparation, this is the definitive story of
Canadian Methodism up to 19235, 565 pages for only $20'!

* Wesley and the People Called Methodists,
by Richard P. Heitzenrater. 338 pages. Abingdon Press, 1995.
ISBN 0-687-01683-7 (hard cover) US § 34.95.
ISBN 0-687-44311-3 (paper cover) US § 19.95.
A most fascinating and readable fresh look at Wesley and 18th
century Methodism, written by the man who first decoded
Weslev's shorthand, and is the editor of the new 35-volume
Works of John Wesley. New illustrations and time lines.

* Historical Dictionary of Methodism,
edited by Charles Yrigoyen, Jr., and Susan E. Warrick.
Scarecrow Press, 1997. SB7-781226 US § 47.00.

In this major reference work, nearly forty Methodist
theologians and historians, experts in their particular speciality,
contribute entries on the important persons, doctrines, events,
and activities in Methodisn.

NOW AVAILABLE:
COMPUTERIZED WESLEY!

* The Works of John Wesley on CD-ROM
The complete unedited 14-volume Jackson edition of The
Works of John Wesley (including Wesley's journals, letters,
sermons, and comments on many topics) on compact disc.
Includes:
=+ Complete King James Version of the Bible with Hypertext
links to Wesley's notations.
= Fully indexed text fucilitates extensive word and topic
search.
= Shadow file capability allows electronic highlighting and
vour additional notations without altering original
rext.
= Any text may be selected and printed or imported into
virtually all word-processor formals.
SB7-709221. U.S. $149.95

13

T i

ALBERT COLLEGE.

Two Important Video Programs
on John Wesley

John Wesley: A Biography

A re-release of the |. Arthur Rank
histarical classic made in 1954. This
cinema drama follows the life of Wesley
from chiidhood, when he was saved out
of a burning house. His Oxford days, a
disastroys mission to America, his
decisive Aldersgate conversion, the
founding of Methodism, and his
astounding role in raising the moral
and religious climate in 18th century
England are set forth with careful
dependlence on the historical sources.

73 minutes, #4183
$19.95
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JOHN WESIEY §
The Preacher . R

John Wesley: The Preacher

John Wesley’s messages cut to the
heart of his 18th century listeners.
You'll see why as you experience this
captivating message as given by one of
the most powerful preachers ever. This
dramaric BBC reenactment of Wesley's
preaching was shot on location at his
Bristol church. Includes Study Guide.

30 minures, #4008
$24.95

TO ORDER:
« Call 1-800-523.-0226 M-F 85 Eastern time
® Fax 610-384-1393 24 hrs/day

« Mail your check, including $3.93 for shipping, to:
Visien Video, P. Q. Box 540, Worcester, PA 19490

.

# May be ordered from Direct Mail Manager,
McGill-Queen’s University Press,
3430 McTavish Street, Montreal, QC. H3A X9

* May be ordered from Cokesbury, 201 Eighth Ave. South,
P.O. Box 801, Nashville, TN 37202-0801. U.S5.A.

/

NOTE: The Lord's Dominion (paperback) will also be available
for purchase at the Hay Bay Church this summer, from mid-June
to September 1.
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THE SUBSCRIBERS OF 1792

A SERIES OF BIOGRAPHICAL VIGNETTES OF THE TWENTY-TWO SUBSCRIBERS
WHO ARE SOMETIMES REFERRED TO AS “THE FOUNDERS” OF THE HAY BAY CHURCH

No. 9 Arra Ferguson, U.E.
(1769-1853)

ARRA FERGUSON was a boy-soldier during the American
Revolution. On that fact—and on his famous penmanship—hung
much of the success of the rest of his life. As a Loyalist he
received 300 acres by 1797, sold parts of it, bought and sold more
fand and worked as a clerk and conveyancer.

By his own account, he was born 23 September 1769,
probably in New York Province, “and bore arms in the old
Revolutionary War as an UE Loyalist in the Kings Rangers under
the command of Major James Rogers,” as a private, probably
along with his father and brothers. When they were discharged
after the War they were given land along the Bay of Quinte, west
of Kingston. In an affidavit he states, “T first settled in the
Township of Fredericksburgh Additional on lot no. 12, in 1
concession in the year 1784.” He was not yet 13, and likely
lived with his family. While there were several Fergusons in the
area, family relationships are not clear. Arra is shown in land
records on the same Fredericksburgh lot as Jacob Ferguson, who
was possibly his father, and Farrington, possibly his brother.

Religious life was quite ecumenical in those primitive
pioneer days, Clergymen were few and were sought by all, Thus
a few years after Reverend Robert McDowall “a professor of the
Religion of the Reformed Dutch or preshyterian church” had
come 1o that area of Upper Canada, some 7€ of the inhabitants of
Fredericksburgh and Ernestown—-mostly the male heads of
families—who “under their present situation do not find
themselves able to give him a sufficient support for himself and
family” signed petitions rcquesting that the government grant
him land, as their “setiled minister.” Arra Ferguson was one of
thase who signed.

In 1792, Avra pledged £3 toward the building of the Hay
Bay Methodist Church—no small contribution in a community
that lived more on barter than on cash, and from a young man
who was only 22, but probably earning money with his pen,
drafting deeds. Over 100 years later, he was still remembered by
the Van Dusen family in these terms: *The original deed of the
land for the site of the [old Adolphustown] church, written in the
exquisite penmanslip of Arra Ferguson, the conveyancer, is still
in existence.” A facsimile copy of it now hangs in the Church .

On 7 April 1793 he married Catherine, the orphaned daughter
of John Shorts, a Butler's Ranger who was killed in New York
during the War_ At a young age she had escaped to Canada with
her mother, Rosannah (Monk) Shorts, who died shortly after their
arrival.  She was brought to Adolphustown in 1784, by her
Layalist uncle, Casper Hoover, who had married Barbara Monk,
Rosannah’s sister.

By 1806, Arra moved across the water to Hallowell

Township, Prince Edward County, and was one of the founders of

Hallowell Bridge, now Picton. There, his property included lots

23 and 24 in Concession 3 of the Military Tract {part of which is
now Glenwood Cemetery), and an adjoining 1ot known as Lot A,
on which the west end of Picton is built. This latter piece ran
north from the ravine, between Cemetery Street and Chapel
Street. No doubt he carried on his work as conveyancer—a lot of
it done on his own behall as he became, in effect, a developer,
subdividing and selling his land lot by lot. To this day, the strect
that runs through the centre of what was his land is calied
Ferguson Street, and nearby is Catherine Street and Mary Street,
named for his wife and a daughter.

He was chosen Town Clerk of Hallowell four times, serving
for 14 years altogether between 1812 and 1831, including his first
term, 1812-1815, during the critical war years.

Nor was the spiritual side neglected. Amongst the few
surviving records of the Methodist church in Picton of that era is
a beautifully-written Class Meeting list {copied below] dated 25
August 1816. Arra and his wife, Catherine, are on it along with
47 other members. The first pastor, Darius Dunham, founded the
first Class in 1793. Tt continued over 100 years.
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Donates Land for Picton Church

Hallowell Township had its first Methodist chapel in 1809,
Called “the White Chapel,” it was built five miles north of the
present town on Stephen Conger’s land. But as the new village
of “Hallowell Bridge” grew, plans were made to erect a chapel
closer at hand.

Aura and Catherine, in a deed dated 7 April 1819, gave a half-
acre of land “for the due Consideration of good will for the
Methodist Episcopal Church.” They added a proviso that if the
trustees did not erect a meeting-house on the land, or refused any
minister of the Methodist Episcopal Church, or aflowed ministers
of any other denomination to “preach, teach, or expound any
False Doctrine therein or ever to explain in their way the Holy
Scriptures,” then it would revert to the donors. The seven
trustees to whom it was decded were James Dougall, James R.
Armstrong, John Iohnson, David Hopkins, Aaron Carnaham,
Samuel Williams, and Peter D. Conger, all of Hallowell
Township. The deed apparently sparked some dissatisfaction, for
the trustees retwrned the ownership of the lot to the Fergusons on
1 June 1820, noting that they had by then “received a deed to their
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Upper Canada, and settled in Adolphustown.” Each of them tived
to marry and raise a family, as follows:

Hannah Mary (b. 23 Jan. 1766; d. 26 Oct. 1862) was
married on 16 Feb. 1786 to Caspar Vandusen (1761-1838).
As Caspar and his brother Conrad were also subscribers of 1792,
they will be featured in a future issue of this journal.

Catherine (b. 1772; d. 24 April 1861) was married on 7
April 1793 to Arra Ferguson (1769-1858).

Frances {(b. 1774; d. 10 April 1844) was married in
Montreal on*3 June 1792 to Jacob Heck (1769-1847). Jacob
was a son of Paul and Barbara Heck (often called “the Mother of
Methodism in North America™). For many years he worked as a
shoemaker in Quebec City, but in 1807, three years after his
mother’s death, he moved to Augusta township and built the
targe Georgian rubble stone mansion on the shore of the St
Lawrence referred to as “the Heck House.” Frances and Jacob had
five daughters, only one of whom marmied.

Philip (b.c. 1775) married Elizabeth Grant (formerly
married to Thomas Davis, then to Daniel Fraser), and they had
four children.

Auguostus (b, 17 July 1777, d. 17 Jan. 1862) was married
in 1799 to Hannah Prindle (b. 1780; d. ), a sister of Rev.
Andrew Prindle, and they had seven children. Augustus was one
of the trustees named in the Hay Bay Church Deed of 1811. On
1 July 1817 he was ordained a Deacon in the Hay Bay Church by
Bishop Enoch George, and served many years in the continuing
Methaodist Episcopal Charch in Canada. There were several other
preachers among their descendants, and a grand-daughter became
ihe wife of Bishop Philander Smith.

No. 10 Peter Frederick, U.E.
(1755-1811)

As the list of subscribers shows, Peler Frederick contributed
£4 to the Methodist meetinghouse 1o be raised in Adolphustown,
At that time, he was living on a farm about a mile east of the
church site, in neighbouring South Frederickshurg (Additional)
Township, on the south shore of Hay Bay. An 1808 census
shows that he had only cleared 35 of the 365 acres he owned.
That was not an indication of a lazy farmer, for his chief
occupation was that of a blacksmith. Indeed, Peter probably
manufactured much of the hardware for the meetinghouse--the
immense quantity of nails to attach the flooring, siding and
shingles, plus hinges, door fasteners, locks, etc. He and his wife
Mary ratsed three boys: Peter Jr., John, and Oliver.

Peter Frederick’s name appears on the old U.E. List, with the
information that he was a Sergeant in the King’s Orange
Rangers. There is no record of a Loyalist Claim submitted by
Peter. With this scant information, and the help of Peter
Johnson of Toronte (U.E. genealogist and military buff), we are
able to make these educated guesses about his background and
wartime service. The Orange Rangers were a Loyalist unit raised
by Lt.-Col. John Bayard, mostly from Orange County, New
York, on the east side of the Hudson River, and north of Bergen
County, New Jersey. Many Lovalists came from this area,

forming at least four battalions of the Jersey Volunteers, as well
as the Orange Rangers, Among several places where the Rangers
served, were the New York City area, and in Halifax, Nova
Scotia, where they garrisoned the fort to free British soldiers for
service in the American colonies. One Muster Roll of August,
1778, shows him as Corporal Peter Frederick in Capt. Andrew .
Barclay’s company.

Peter Ruttan (who also became a 1792 subscriber, and
whom we shall write up in a later issue), lived in the Ramapo
Mountains on the border of New York and New Jersey, and was
an avid recruiter for both Loyalist units. He brought in 60 men
for the Jersey Volunteers, and later raised 40 men for Bayard’s
Orange Rangers. It is quite likely that Peter Frederick was one of
those recruited by Ruttan. Other Orange Rangers who settled in
the Quinte townships include Matthew Benson, Daniel Cole,
Sgt. James Demorest, and Frederick Post.

Our subject may be distinguished from some other Loyalists
of the same surname. There was a Peter Frederick who served in
the 3rd Battalion of the New Jersey Volunteers, mostly in the
North Carolina arena: from 1779 to 1783, he is listed in the
muster rolls as a “pusoner of the tebels,” There was a third Peter
Frederick (possibly the same as the one just mentioned) who was
a private tn the Orangeburgh Militia of Orangeburgh, North
Carolina, in 1780. A John Frederick is described on the UE.
List as “came into the province in 1786.” He settied on the 4th
concession of Thurlow, and served many years as Town Clerk.
Two German brothers, Lodowick and Barmnet Frederick, came from
the Mohawk valley, served in the K.RR.N.Y , and finally setiled
in Matilda township near Iroguois. And finally there was a
Conrad Frederick, a Sergeant in the Jersey Volunteers, who came
from Bergen county. He also settled in the Believille area, on the
front of Thurlow. He was prohably related to our subject, and
was certainly, as we shall see, a trusted friend.

The year 1811 proved to be a momentous one for Peter
Frederick. On 6 June his son John, who would inherit the farm,
brought home his new wife, Elizabeth, danghter of Paul and
Layna Peterson. Rumours of an impending war with the
Americans were rife and startling in this community so close to
the border. The milita were being called out in readiness, and
on 9 October, Isaac Brock was appointed as Adminisirator of
Upper Canada, a position he well served until his death on
Queenston Heights a year later. In the fall of that year, Peter,
aware of failing health, faced his mortality and imminent end. In
his will of 9 October, he bequeathed his Fredericksburg farm to
son John, made provision for his wife, insisting that John care
for her, and that she be “used Kind and in a Brotherlike manner.”
His blacksmith tools were divided between the two older boys;
each also to have “a beehive with its bees and honey.” Peter Jr.
was given 500 acres of land in Huntingdon township, north of
Belleville in Hastings county, land which his Loyalist father
noted had been “granted me by government.” This son also was
to receive, in addition to a variety of livestock and furnishings,
“fifty young apple trees,” indicating that an orchard had recently
been planted. '

[That same year, 1811, John Mclntesh, a Loyalist’s son
and a pious Methodist, first discovered some wild apple trees on
his farm near Irequois, on the St Lawrence River. These he
transplanted, and his son Allan cultivated, ultimately producing
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19 September, the campaign came to an end. In the aftermath,
many of the Loyalist soldiers and civilians escaped to Canada.

In response to Pemberton’s questions, John German listed
his losses. He had cleared fifteen acres on his farm and built a
good log house, he reported, and lost 3 working horses, 4 cows,
three 2-year-olds, 2 yearlings, 4 calves, 16 hogs, corn, 60 bushels
of oals, furniture, a new wagon, and 8 tons of hay. “The Rebels
took all the caitle and things they could carry away,” he said, and
then produced an affidavit to this effect signed by Patrick Smythe.

John Low, a former neighbour at Fort Edward, now living
in Sophiashurg, came forward as a witness for German,
Pemberton’s notes recorded Low’s statement thus:

“Knew Claimani—he joined the British very early. Lefi his
Stack on his Farm. His wife left the place the year following
& left the Stock. Witness saw the Rebels take them off:
horses, Cows, 6 Heiffers, Plough, Harrow, Wagon & Sleighs.
Saw the Wagon taken by the Rebels.”

As the two men turned to leave, they were unaware that
Pemberton added his personal assessment of John German in a
marginal note: “A fair man. to be allowed.” German waited
nearby to be a witness for the next claimant, Margaret
Huffnail (or Hoffnagle) of Adolphustown, whose husband
Jobst had died intestate 2 years previously, having also served
with Jessup’s Loyal Rangers. The Commissioner assessed the
late Mr. Huffnail as “A good man.”

Not all the claimants fared as well. Pemberton sized up a
few others less favourably: “Evidence feeble,” “Claimt a dammed
rascal,” “A fair man, tho’ he claimed too high at first,” “Claimt a
drunken dog,” and “Claimt a drunken Irishman, very little 1o be
allowed.”

DEFINING A EGYALIST
When the Commission on the Losses and Services of
[l Loyalists first met in London in October 1783, a clear
definition was necessary in order to qualify or disqualify
|# the many claimants. These werce the classifications with
[l which they began their work:
@ 1. Those who had rendered services to Great Britain.
2. Those who had borme arms against the revolution.
3. Uniformed Loyalists.
4, Loyalists resident in Great Britain.
5. Those who took oaths of allegiance to the
American States, but afterward joined the British.
~ 6. Those who armed with the Americans and later
joined the British army or navy.

The Three Sons

Young as they were, Christopher, John and Jacob had also
enlisted with Jessup’s regiment, Under-age sons were allowed to
do so if their father was in the same unit. A Muster Roll of nine
companics of the Loyal Rangers (557 men), taken on 1 January
1783, near the end of the War, lists all four German males,
though with a few innaccuracies in their ages—or did the boys lie
ahout their ages, as many would?

John German {Sr.], Corporal in Capt, John Jones’
Company; age 33 {probably more like 401},

height 5° 97; served 6 years, I month,

Christopher Germarn, private in the same company;

age 15 [he would turn 16 on 7 January]; height 5° 2 1/2”;
served 2 years, 4 months. The “Old U.E. List” describes him
as: “a boy ... junr son of John ... Senr brother of John.”

John German [Jr.], private in the same company:
age 18 [probably 13]; height 5' 10”; served 2 years,
4 months.

Jacob German signed up last of all and is listed as

a private in Capt. Thomas Fraser’s Company;

age 13 {he was younger]; height 3’; served 6 months.

The “Old U.E. List” says: “Drummer, Loyal Rangers—a boy.”

When Jessup’s corps was disbanded at the end of the war,
John German and his three sons and their mother linked up with
the Associated Loyalists led by Major Peter Vanalstine. On 16
June 1784, the armada of batteaux that had brought them up the
St. Lawrence, arrived at Adolphustown. The John German Sr.
drew a fine lot, No. 22, in the fourth concession, on the north
shore of Hay Bay. Five vears later, he turned the land over o
Christopher (then 22 years of age), and apparently moved to
Thurlow township.

A word about the name. The family historian (see Sources,
below) wrote that “German” as a surname is not common in
Germany. He believed that the father was probably called Jokann,
Johannes, or Hans, and that the surname was Deutscher, Deutsch,
or Deurch, which became anglicized in America to the simpler
John Dutch, or John German. Stophel or Staffel, is derived from
Christoph as it would be spelled in Germany, the equivalent of
the English name Christopher.

A Provision List of Loyalists at Lachine, Quebec, dated 27
Janvary 1778, gives the names of three females as well as the
three boys in John German’s family. His wife, Grace,
(maiden name unknown), a daughter Rebeckah, over 10 years,
and a daughter Mary, under 10,

Spiritual Awakenings
Christapher was a newly-wed young man, having laken
Catherine Vanord {or Van Qrder) “to wife,” when Rev. William
Losee, a Methadist missionary, came 1o the community in the
winter of 1790, Fifty years later, Rev. Cyrus Allison described
the impact on Christopher (his obit. Christian Guardian 23 Dec
1840):
In 1783, Mr. German removed with his family to Canada,
where young Christopher remained a stranger to God for several
years. In the great revival of ‘91, he was fully awakened 1o a
sense of his lost condition as a sinner; and as a penitent, set up
an altar of prayer in his family. But although the Christian
duty was commenced in May, his sense of pardon was not
obtained until the following December. His conversion was
sound and scriptural; and such were his views of the fullness of
redeeming love, that he exhorted all with whom he met to look
for the same blessing by helieving in the atoning blood. He
soon received license as an exhorter, in which capacity he
laboured very extensively; and there are many living witnesses
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More about
Rev. Samuel Coate

Research never seems to finish. In the 1994 issuc of the
Hay Bay Guardian, the story of Samuel Coate was given (see
“Samuel Coate; A Fallen Meteor,” pages 11-18]. He served over
ten years in Canada, married a niece of Barbara Heck, and was the
chief instrument in building the first Methodist chapel in
Montreal, touring England and the States to raise funds for it. At
that time we had no dates of his birth or death.

Rev. Robert Steelman of the Commission on Archives and
History of the Southern New Jersey Annual Conference of the
United Methodist Church, responded to our enquiry with several
pieces of information about Coate, including his obituary in the
Minutes of Confercnce for 1814, It was customary to only
publish obituartes of preachers who died while connected 1o the
Conference. Coate had located in 1810, thus severing his relation
to that body, and thus we had not expected to find his memorial
there. A preamble indicates that an exception to that ruie was
made in this case:

“The following Memoir was sent to the Editors by Mr. M.
Coate, with a request from Bishop Asbury and the relatives of
Mr. Coate, for it to be inserted in the Annval Minutes, From
S. Coate’s long and reputable standing, we have thought proper
to deviate a little from our usual custom, and insert this
mermaoir here, that his numerous friends and acquaintance
may see that his end was peace.”
The author was Rev. Michael Coate (1767-18153), Samucl's
older brother. (Michae!’s obitary appeared in the Conference
Minuzes the following year.] It begins:
“Samuel Coate was born on the 17th of January in the year

of our Lord 1776, in the Township of Evesham and County :

»

of Burlington, in the state of New Jersey.
The name of the community was Lumberton, about 20 miles
due east of Philadelphia, Mr. Steelman explained. The
memoir goes on to describe his conversion, early lay
preaching, and itinerant circuits which Samucl served. His =
journey to Canada includes these details:
“In 1796 he volunteered as a missionary to Upper Canada, and
tore himself from his native Country and his father’s house o
go into a strange land to preach the gospel. On his jourpey,
with his worthy colleague H.C. [Hezekiah Calvin] Wooster
(now with God} he had to encounter great difficulties. He laid
on the ground twenty three nights with nothing but a blanket
and sometimes a little straw; and being longer on the way than
they expected, their provisions almost failed. so that they were
reduced 1o two scanty meals a day, and those of an indifferend
kind; but at length arriving at the place of their destination they
were fully compensated for their sufferings by the cordiality
with which they were received. Here they resolved to preach
and enforce the doctrine of sanctification, and soon saw the fruit
of their labors m a great revival of religion, in which many
were made the happy subjects both of justifying and
sanctilying grace. The great exertions of our brother Coate in
that revival, laid the foundation of those afflictions which
followed him to the grave.”

The obituary, too long to be quoted here in full, closes with some

surprising details about his latler days:
“In 1816, being too infirm to do the duties of a circuit, and
fecling some delicacy about asking a supernumerary station
(supposing that some in the conference might be opposed to
it), he took a location, but afterwards was in such distress
about it that he could not rest day or night, for it was like
tearing a limb from his body to be separated from the travelling
connexion, which he loved as his own soul.

“After this he entered into the mercantile business in

Montreal, but not succeeding as he expected, he gave it up,
He then undertook another voyage to England, partly for his
health, and partly te publish a curious piece of penmanship
which he had written, and had been advised to print; but just as
he was about to put it fo press he was taken ill, and in addition
to his other afflictions, a white swelling came in his right
knee; after suffering from it the most excruciating pain for
some months, he submitted to an amputation. He survived
this dreadful operation between three and four months, and
departed this life on the 20th of December, 1813, in great peace
of mind, and in full confidence of entering into the joy of his
Lord, aged thirty-seven years and eleven months, and was
interred in the new chapel, City Road, London.”

Wesley's Chapel,
London
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Wesley’s Chapel in City Road, was built to John
Wesley's directions in 1777-78. Behind the chapel is a burial
ground where Wesley was buried in 1791. He had once said “I
should like to be buried here, and on the morning of the
resurrection rise with all my children around me.” The latter
phrase refers to the hundreds of Methodist preachers also buried
there, including as we now know, Samuel Coate,

A tecent letter from Mr. Peter Baugh, Heritage Steward of
John Wesley's House and The Museum of Methodism, enclosed
the burial record of the Chapel, which shows that *Rev. Samuel
Coats” died 20th December 1813, age 38 years, and was buried on
31 December in grave No. 2615. He had been living in
Knighisbridge (the street which runs south of Hyde Park), and a
Mr. Hatchet of Westminster was the undertaker. The standard fee
for the cost of the grave was one Guinea (one pound plus one
shilling), Excavations in the 1950s revealed that below ground in
the Chapel precinets is a honeycomb of vaults and bricked-in
tombs full of lead coffins---over 3000 burials, the last being that
of Dr. Jabez Bunting in 1858,
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lite. She gave quiet, faithful, and dependable leadership in her
community and church. For over 20 vears she was a trustec of
the Old Hay Bay Church, serving at different times as Secretary
and Treasurer. She also recruited and cared for the custodians for
each summer, and did countless other related tasks, She was the
kind of person who would take on a task when no one else would
or could do it, and it will take several people to replace her.

She served in executive positions with the Bay of Quinte
Branch of the United Empire Loyalist Association, the Loyalist
Cultural Centre, the Lennox and Addington County Historical
Society, the South Fredericksburg Heritage Committee, to name
but a few. She raised four sons and enjoyed knitting, crafts, local
historical and genealogical research, in her spare time. An elder
of Trinity United Church, Napanee, she also served her
denomination on Presbytery and Conference committees,
particularly those of archives & history, and finance. Jean served
her Masler well, and sel a fine mode! of Christian life and service.
We shall miss her very much.

Mary Parliament (nee Mellow} grew up on the shores of
Hay Bay and dearly loved the area. For several years she would
take a week or two away from her home in Oakwood (near
Lindsay} and, with her daughters Elizabeth and Isabelle, serve as
custodian at the Hay Bay church. While there last July, she
fractured her wrist in a fall. Mary died at her home on 24 July,
Justa few days after their return from Hay Bay.

Historian Larry P. Turner died of a massive heart attack
at his cottage near Perth, on 27 August 1996, age 44. Among
his several books of local history were: Voyage of a Different
Kind--the Associated Loyalists of Kingston and Adolphustown
(1984); Ernestown--Rural Spaces, Urban Places; and his book
Rideau, with photographs by John De Visser, was a 1995 finalist
for the Trillium Book Award. At the time of his death he was
working, along with Bill Lamb and Mary Beacock Fryer, on a
history of Wall Street United Church in Brockville {to be
published in 1997) '
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The Canadian Methodist

Historical Society

If you’d like to explore more about Methodism, drop in on,
their annual meeting. Tn 1997, it will be held at Emmanuel
College, Victoria University, in Toronto. You don’t have to be a
imember, you can drop in and sample a session or two, It beging
on Sunday evening, June 22nd, with a worship service in the
chapel, followed by an opening address. On Monday, well-
prepared papers will be delivered on “Methodist Books of
Discipline,” “Wesleyan Sanctification and Women,” “An
Examination of Wesley's Understanding of Christian Perfection,”
and “The Ecclesiology of Enthusiasm: The Methodist Case.”

Dates:  June 22-23, 1997,

Theme:  Aspects of the Wesleyan Tradition.

Contact: United Church Archives, 73 Queen's Park Cresc.,

Toronto, Ont. M5S 1K7.

In 1998, they will meet in Halifax, Nova Scotia, with the theme
“Methodism and Other Churches and Movements in the North

Atlantic Region.” In 1999, they will be back in Toronto to mark
the Centennial of the Society’s founding, which should be a
mast interesting gathering, as the North American section of the
World Methodist Historical Society will join them for the
celebration, '

The President of the CMHS is Dr. Marilyn Fardig Whiteley
of Guelph, Ont., who is also one of the Vice-Presidents of the
WMHS, and a contributor to The Historical Dictionary of
Methodism listed on page 13.

The Amazing Loyalist Country

Adventure
Saturday & Sunday, Sept. 20-21, 1997
10 a.m. to 4 p.m.

First held last year, it was a resounding success, with over a
thousand passports (ticket to all events) sold before it began.
This year Adolphustown Township will officially join in, thus
enabling our Hay Bay Church to participate. The church will be
open, with guides in period costumes for the occasion.

Throughout Prince Edward County from Trenton to Picton,
and Lennox & Addington County from Napanee to Bath, hundreds
of events are planned. You can visit a cheese factory, a
mushroom farm, a cement plant, heritage buildings, working
farms with animals to pet. Taste church suppers, pancake
breakfasts, homemade goodies, or pick your own from arca
orchards. Arts & crafts, antiques, nature trails, and more.

For more details write to P.O. Box 418, Bloomtield, Ont.,
KOK 1GO, or call (613) 393-1748.

Etcetera—Some Words from the Editor

Historical research never ends—but it must finish. This
issue of the Hay Bay Guardian has been difficult to Wrap up as
new bits of information continued to surface. A special thanks to
Bob Freeman for his article on Arra Ferguson. We hope others
may contribute to this journal.

We try to publish the journal in May or June of sach year.
As most of you receive your copy before you send in your
payment, perhaps you would also include a note of what you
would like to see in future issues, or suggested changes,
criticisms, or commendations. Wesley Switzer of Brantford, for
example, suggested an article about John Wesley and his effcet on
the Church of England, politics, and the working class. (Wow!)

I'apologize for delays in responding to some of your letiers,
but heart surgery in December slowed things down for a while. 1
am now officially retired, and plan to spend more time researching
and writing history, which is one of my great passions.

By the way, if you missed our Bicentennial Service in 1992,
you arc welcome to borrow the seventeen-minute video of it
which Berkley Studios of Toronto made for Vision TV. Write to
me at the address on page 1.

And in the NEXT ISSUE, you will want to read the
amazing story of “Sir Charles Augustin Hanson (1846-1922):
Canadian Circuit Rider, Stock Broker, and Lord Mayor of
London” . . . and much more! JW.L.
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