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I recall that oh the way into the 
village we turned off the main road 
onto 18 sideroad leading into town 
and that the farm at the south east 
corner was then all in bush. Being so 
young at that time I cannot of 
course recall a great many details 
regarding the place but a few things 
are yet very clear to my mind.

I recall that a great thing to me 
as a boy, was the big bridge over 
the railway tracks and of the trains 
passing underneath, the engine 
giving out great clouds of smoke 
ind steam which would come up 
through cracks between the plank 
floor of the bridge. Then too I will 
recall the wonderful "Golden Lion” 
which rested over the entrance to 
the store then conducted by Mr. 
David Watt and now occupied by 
Messrs Harper Bros.

I have also a recollection that the 
“Elephant Warehouse” a store con
ducted by the late Murdo McLeay 
was also in operation and of seeing 
the picture of an elephant painted 
on the south side of the building. 
This store is now the Hotel building 
so.long known as the “Taylor House” 
and I believe yet conducted as a 
hotel.

Little did I dream then that in 
later years would I come to reside 
in the village which had presented 
to my childish mind ouch wonderful 
things as the big bridge, the trains, 
the picture of the elephant and the 
wonderful “Golden Lion,” but such 
was to be and in 1887 when I was a 
boy of sixteen, my mother, after my 
fathers death, purchased and moved 
into the home which she. yet occupies.

Soon after going to live in Wat
ford I entered the employment of 
Thom 4 iDoherty. Not many months 
later Mr. Thom bought out the in
terest of Mr. Doherty who had re
moved to Sarnia and there opened 
the Doherty Stove Works, yet con
ducted by his sons. My recollections 
of “The Foundry” are very real to 
me, indeed. For fourteen years up to 
the time of his death, I enjoyed the 
fullest confidences of my employer 
and realized that in his passing I 
had lost a good friend. Only recent» 
ly I had the pleasure of renewing ac
quaintances with his sons, Will and 
Dave.

Of the Founry staff in the early 
days I recall the names of Geo. 
Laird, Jas. Johnston, Albert Rogers, 
Wm. Bryson, Walter Scott, Alfred 
Radson, Chas. Lawrence, John Me 
Pherson, Geo. Apted, Mike Halliseÿ, 
Wm. and Thos. Kerr, John Cook, 
Jos. Hume. Many, indeed most of 
these men are gone .but their names 
and the "Foundry” have a sacred 
place in my heart and each time I 
have visited Watford during the 
years that are gone.

This brings me to the church 
life as I knew it in 1887. I recall the 
Methodist Minister as the late Jasper 
Wilson, a very kihd man and a good 
preacher. I well recall my first Sun
day in the Methodist Sunday School, 
a class of boys known as Mrs. Thom
pson’» 'Class sat in the north east 
corner of the Church. Our teacher 
was then quite a young woman, and 
her little girl Kate, now Reeve 
Connelly’s’ wife, eat beside her

Editor Guide-Advocate
I have yours, of recent date, re 

writing something for the paper in 
connection with the “Old Boys and 
Girls Home Coming.1

By a coincidence it is not only the 
50th, Anniversary of the Incorporat
ion of the village and the same An
niversary for the Old Home Town 
paper but, it is also 50 years since 
the Collier Family came to Warwick 
to live and made Watford their Post 
Office and Market Town. My 'brother, 
J. E. Collier still living on the farm, 
on the 2nd line, where our parents 
with their boys located at that time, 
having purchased the farm of the 
later Jacob Smith. We all attended 
the Section No: 11 School in that 
vicinity and of course still remember 
the Old Boys and Girls in that vicin
ity, such names as the Wynns, Ed
wards, Wards, Kerseys, Bruders, 
Reycrafts, Smiths, Flemings, Clarks, 
Coreys, Doans, and many others be
ing familiar there.

After four or five years at that 
school, I came to the Watford Sem
inary, as it was then known, Thos, 
White Esq. being our esteemed 
teacher and I must nay he did his 
best for us all. Can I remembèr any 
of the room mates, well a fetf: “Bill" 
Hanna, afterwards the Hon. Wr J. 
Hanna; John McLeay, seat mate; Dr. 
John 'McLeay, now passed on; Cory 
Harvey; Sam Hastings; G. H. Wright;.j 
Geo. and Frank McDonnell; Gus. 
Brown now A. G. Brown, merchant; 
“Butcher” McLean, “Bruiser” Bole, j 
(now Mr. 'Frank Bole of the Regina i 
Trading Co.) and many others

Editor, The Guide- Advocate,
Dear Nephew,

At your request I am let
ting my thoughts slip back a little 
beyond my present memory for, 
“In Watford Town of long ago,
My eyes first viewed a world of 

snow.”
On February 12th, 1865 (so my 
mother informed me) I first beheld 
the light of day in the old town.

My parents at that time kept open 
house for travellers at the “Way- 
side Inn,” that stood at that time 
and for many years after, on the 
south east corner of eighteen side- 
road, and fourth concession. Then 
when I was about one year old, my 
father bought a small farm six miles 
north, part of lot 16, 2nd con, N. E. 
R. It was there with my two broth
ers, and four sisters and I grew up 
to man’s estate, making a life-long 
acquaintance with school mates and 
neighbors, many of whom were re
newed in friendship during the 
months of June and July in 1922, 
when I paid a brief visit to my 

; sisters, and the “Old Home.”
As I recall it, my parents never 

lost interest in the old town, and 
many of its former residents, for 
some of my earliest recollections 
were visits made to their former 
neighbors, and they took the babies 
along. And again, Watford was al
ways the trading town, and when I 
was privileged to go along, how im
portant it seemed when I could 
walk the length of Main Street up 
onto the old wooden bridge over the 
Rail Road track, and wait until a

“OLD WATFORD"

In the month of April, 1869, my 
late brother, D. J., and self com
menced business in Watford (over 
65 years ago). Continuing for near 
25 years, in which time we had 
many ups and downs, and I ever 
cherish with much pleasurer the 
many incidents, and kind and con
siderate associates, with whom we 
done business in the days of old, 
spending the prime of my manhood 
in the affairs of “Old Watford”, en
deavoring to do my Ibit towards the 
up building and advancement of the 
“Old 'Burg." Am always pleased to 
note the success and progress of my 
old town, and Its surroundings. 
Looking back over this halt century 
of life I do so with many pleasant 
reminisences, causing joy in the 
recalling of the many dear days 
spent among old associates in old 
Watford, of whom' so many have 
passed “over the great divide” leav
ing its many sadness, that they are 
with us no more. There are not 
half a dozen of our old associates 
now in business in Watford. "

I could write many pages con
cerning the many past incidents

“REGRETS”

Mr. and Mrs. Alfred W. Samis 
Olds, Alberta, send greetings to the 
“Watford Old Boys and Girls” on 
the occasion of Watford Jubilee and 
Old Boys’ Reunion. Thanking you for 
the invitation and program. We are 
sorry not to .be albie to be present 
and enjoy the friendly meeting of 
our many friends of other days, also 
the splendid program provided.

Please find enclosed >1 member 
ship in W. O. B. R.

Rev. Dr. Joseph Philp, of Hamilt
on, regrets that he is unable to at
tend Old Home Week, but hopes that 
all the Old Boys and young boys 
will have a most profitable and de
lightful time.

Enclosed please find cheque for 
my membership also my son, Allan 
R. who was two days late for the 
last reunion. He was 'born on the 
22nd of Aug. I am verÿ sorry I am 
so far away at this time. One of the 
greatest pleasures to me is a talk 
with one from the old town about 
the past. I had just such a talk with

that occur in my mind, such as the ! tile Secretary of the last Old Boys' 
first street lighting iby oil in lant- l (Dad) in Vancouver a couple of

' weeks ago. With the best of wishes 
for success for the reunion. From 
Mrs. Kenward and myself.
Mr. and Mrs. Bert Kenw*rd, San 
Francisco.
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was when I was ten years of age and 
at which time my father bought me 
a suit of clothes at A. Browns. Mr. 

I Brown’s store along with others had 
[recently suffered by fire and his 
stock was then located in a rough 
frame building on the corner, now 
occupied by Mr. R. E. Prentiss. I re
call the building was back from the 
street and a big open platform was 
at the front, and the suit my father 
bought me was chosen from a pile 
of clothing out on this platform.

This location was in later years 
occupied by Bullock and Thoraer as 
a blacksmith shop and later still by 
Thos. Alexander and son as a car- 

[ riagé shop. As for the suit of 
clothes—well, it bad a double breast
ed coat and long pants and it cost 
eight dollars.

On another occasion I recall being 
I In T. B. Taylor’s “Photograph 
Gallery,” as it was then called, loc- 

[ ated about where the batber shop is 
now opposite the Roche House.. Mr. 
and Mrs. Taylor were not long mar
ried, and I remember " a life size 
picture of Mrs. Taylor, she wearing 
a black velvet dress reaching down 

| to the floor and a large, broad rim
med hat. During this same visit I 

I rtysll being in % Methodist chfltoh 
J with my cousin,"TUa Rogers, whue 
some work was being done prepar
ing tor an entertainment. A music, 
teacher, one Mr. Holmes, gave us 
ten cents to go up town and get for 
himj a table. » . A

-TjYi another occasion I remember 
being in Watford along with the 
Luckham boys of Warwick, on Dom
inion election night. We were with 
the crowd in the Music Hall and 
my old friend “Peg" Shaw was ly
ing on the back seat. It was' said

I recall the delightful evenings 
this class of boys occasionally spent 
as the guests of Mrs. Thompson and 
of the kindly treatment by her hus
band, the late Mr. Wm. Thompson, 
who in his own quiet way was a 
prince of a man.

On the occasion of the first Sun
day I attended Sunday School.. *1 
well recall a class of young women 
one of whom was Miss Jones, the 
wife of Mr. Chas Vail; so long the 
agent at the -C. N. R.

You will notice I have referred 
this far more especially to my earl
ier recollections of the old town, and 
its people. I could not undertake to 
tell all my recollections of succeed
ing years -but much I kindly remem
ber.

The Firemen who so well served 
in their way deserve a mention and 
I recall their many field day vict
ories in various parts of Western 
Ontario. Dave iRoche, Jos. Cook, 
Sandy Mavity, Dave and James 
Hamilton, Sanford Stapleford, Jake 
Brown, Tom -Hiflis, Walter Scott, 
Wm. Bryson, Albert Rogers are 
some of the names which I recall as 
actively engaged in the service of 
the village as firemen.

Then there was the Watford Silv
er Band oÀBlug Hat Fame!; lead by 
that splenjjKT citizen, Wm. J. Hast
ings. Besides the musical victories, 
these Baïùl Boys used to win there 
were, the'ivictories some of them 
used to w®jKvith the lajjes; for 
what girl would not adrfitte a Band- 
Boy in such a suit.

I remember the long photographer 
Robson, Frank and Charlie Smith, 
who played the Coronet. Then there 
was Vic..Collier with the Trombone 

i and Elmer Collier and Arthur Moore

Ella Wylie, Carrie Kingston, Maggie 
Saunders, afterwards Mrs. Oxenham 
of Toronto, Miss Dunham, Martha 
Molvor, Frankie and Alfha Brown, 
Ina Telfor, and the Hyland girls,

those old wood-burning engines of 
those days, with their bell shaped 
smokestacks, would shoot rings of ,

erns, erected upon posts at the st. 
comers, which was considered a 
great advancement in the way of 
giving light to the citizens. The 
many Firemen Tournaments we 
participated and took part in with 
other “fire boys” in other cities and 
towns in Western Canada, and part 
of United States, when our “fire 
laddies” Invariably came home re
joicing and carrying- the new broom,

I enclose herewith one dollar 
payment of my membership

in

Seattle, Aug. 12th, 1924
Five days more, and all the old 

boys of my boyhood days will be 
gathering in the old town and meet 
each other, and have a few pleasant 
and happy days together, perhaps 
for the last time on this plane.

From the time I first received 
intimation that this joyous gather
ing was being arranged I began 
planning for a trip back to the old 
town.

In 1885 I left dear old Watford 
and very many friends to seek my 
fortune in the far west. I am still In 
the west and still seeking.

My happiest days were spent in 
that village, and there are times now 
when I think I would be delighted to 
return to that town and spend the 
balance of my days.

During the past 39 years I have 
had many “ups and downs” I have 
had plenty of the “bitter with the 
sweet" but I must say that “my 
heart turns back to Watford” many 
times a year.

You will think that loving the old 
town and my boyhood friends as I 
do that nothing would keep me away, 
but there are times when we cannot 
do as we would wish.

Since coming to Seattle (and long 
beforel came), I have followed mus
ic as a profession and that is the 
reason I cannot make the trip now.

Two projects, either one of which 
would mean a lot to me in the nature 
of salary are pending,,andl must be 
here in person if I would make • 
winning.

If the gathering had been three
Watford Old Boys’ Reunion, and. weeks later I could have gone for

etc. The many base ball games in 
smoke into our faces, and if the en- : which we successfully competed with
gineer would pull the whistle we

daughters of the Rev. -P. Hyland of would be nearly scared stiff. I do not 
Trinity Church. Others no doubt recall the date when the rail-road 
that I have forgotten. I was built, others no doubt will rem-

Amongat the business men who emlber it. As I intimated above, Wat- 
I were there in those early days were : ford was our place to trade, it was
David Watt, of the Golden Lion, 
Peter Dodds and S. Howden shoe 
makers, W- and T. J. Howden, Con
tractors, Murdo McLeay, Hunger- 
fords flour and feed, Jacob Lawren
ce and Sons, G. H. Wynn, Boots and 
shoes; J. Bamibridge, Willoughby & 
Saunders; Angus Mitchell; J. Lovell; 
Thos. Fortune; J. Livingstone; W. 
P. -McLaren & Gordon; T. B. Tay
lor, Photographer; San Laughlan; 
Chas, Abbott and Thos. Doherty who 
run the foundry and machine shop; 
Tonsorial Artist; Kells & Gearns 
Coopers; McLeish, Sash & Door fact
ory; Pattenden flour mill; Geo. Stott 
B. Smith; Andy McDonnell; D. 
Roche; H. O. Baker; and I could go 
on but the list would be too long. 
Then of the younger men, D. H.

there "we swapped our eggs and but 
ter, grain, slaughtered pork, and 
maple syrup, we always reserved a 
sugar bush on the old farm, and 
when the spring days were sunny, 
“Father then would smile and say, 

I guess we'd better tap 
The maple trees back in the bush, 

and get a run of sap.”
We never failed during those 

twenty-three years of residence on 
| the old farm, to make a few gallons 
[ of syrup, and mother found it con- 
! venient to swap a few gallons of her 
I best make, for a barrel of sugar 
, from the town grocer.

What old-timer would fail to re- 
' call the clay soup that would be the 
| chief asset on Main Street, evenly 
spread from walk to walk, during

'Howden who was clerk for P. Dodds j the early spring rains, but now you 
and when the old Hotel was re-1 bave a beautiful paved street, an- 
modetled, he started a grocery store other evidence that there were many 
jn one part; John Swift taking over, good things that I missed having in 
another store in the same building my -boyhood, because I was born too
for dry goods, and Mr. S. Howden 
a* coming in the^prThen tiny^vas 
Sandy Mavity, and Jack, wh^usea 
to paint roses on the machinery
turned out by the -Doherty Foundry, 
I used to stop on my way to school 
tq^jratch him, W. Clarke, VTi.-rk 
with D. H. Howden, “Peanuts" 
Clarke the Tailor, Will Willoughby 
and Fred Saunders. Restoricks also 
were amongst the old timers, and 
Sanford Stapleford and “Did" his 
'brother,

I I have referred to the remodelling

soon.
On the mgning of April 3gd, 1899, 

I, togethe^^Tvith my bridwF of six 
months, bid goodbye to our relatives, 
arid the “Old Town," as we stepped 
on the Pacific Express, antigen the 
morning o^ifiie sixth day after, our 
train ground its brakes as we rolled 
down out of -the Cajon Pass into the 
beautiful orange scented valley of 
-San Bernardino, then on into the 
“City of the Angels," leaving slush, 
snow and mud behind, and landing 
here among fruit laden groves, and----.-—----c... 1 - -

other boys in the neighboring (owns 
and cities. My many experiences 
while Reeve and Magistrate in the 
town. The time when our streets and 
yards, well filled with teams and men 
delivering square timber, saw-logs, 
oak staves, cord wood and many 
other produce from the land.

I will just mention one laughable 
incident that occured, during one of 
our disastrous fires in Watford. The 
fire had burned “The Baker House’’ 
and threatening to burn the “Roche’s 
Corner” and our fire boys and cit
izens were fighting the fire with all 
their might, when a clerical gentle
man perched on the roof of Mrs.
Brown’s house across the street, and 
who was tearing away at the brick 
chimney hurling the bricks- to the 
ground, endangering those below, 
called out “Put some water over 
here,” told hose-man, Dave Roche to 
turn the hose on the individual, 
which soon cooled his ardour, and 
made a hasty come down. I could 
relate many other funny incidents 
but will not do so this time. What a 
contrast at the present time in and 
around Watford from the days of 
60 years ago.

I exceedingly regret that circunj^Lf 
stancjgw do not pezfflf me to D^Eold town. Jn 
with s»u to celebrat^Klnd co-min>rli- 
with you at “The Old Boys' Home 
Coming." It is certain that it would 
be one-j>f the joys of may life to “be 
there'^^nd participaflffat the re un 
ion. Rest assured you nave my hear
ty, sympathy and good will with you 
all and know it will be a red letter 
day for Watford long to be remem
bered and cherished, and my sincer- 
est wish that you may all have 
much peace and prosperity during
all vniiv Have.

deeply regret that I will be unable 
to attend the happy gathering dur
ing those August days, as the pot- 
atoe crop on our “back 60” is short 
this year and I am far from my 
boyhood stamping grounds. I thank 
you for your kindness in sending an 
invitation and sincerely hope, that 
the Reunion will prove a merry one, 
and may I join in the “Vote of 
Thanks" to the Watford good cit
izens, who bad the courage to bring 
about the “Reunion” to let us live 
again in the midst of our friends and 
companions of the long ago. F. J. 
Roche, Vancouver, B. C.

PYnrpsïin-ff mv emit-

Enclosed find $1.00 membership 
fee for Reunion. Pleased to see the 
great number that have answered to 
the call of “Come on Home" through 
the columns of the ‘Guide-Advocate’ 
from home and abroad. “Dad" Will
iams can rest assured that the Re
union will ibe a “humdinger” as old 
A. B. Hollingsworth used to say 
when all the “Blue Hens Chickens” 
get together. It will even eclipse the 
farewell stag party held at the old 
Williams Homestead on thedays of 
long ago, where fun ran fast 
furious and “Davy” remarking to 
the late comers that-something was 
going on tonight. Here hoping for fine 
weather conditions and leave the, 
est to the oldand Girls of lb, 

off. Mavity, Sarnia.

then I would have either won or 
lost and would be free to take a few 
weeks vacation.

I send my best wishes to all my 
old friends and hope all will have an 
enjoyable time and I shall be more 
than pleased to hear from any who 
would care to write me.Sid Renier

Too Many Home Cares

One Reason Why sb Many Women 
Are We»k *nd Run-Down.

The work of the woman in the 
home makes greater demands on her 
vitality than men realize, and there 
is always something more to do. .No 
wonder women’s baaks ache, and 
their nerves are worn out. No Won
der why they get depressed and ir
ritable, suffer from headaches, and 
alwSÿs feel out of sorts. But of 
course all women are not like that. 
What is the difference. *

A woman with plenty of healthy- 
red blood in her veins finds work in 
the home easy; her vitality at par. 
This points the way -to health in wo- 

an j j men who feel ru ndown and depress
ed. Make new rich blood. You can 
do it with Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. 
These pills have the marvellous pro
perty of building up the blood and 
toning up the nMves. That is proved^ 
by the case o&Wcs. M. Eppingexj* 

Vancouver , B. C., whly
To all my dear old chums, both 

girls and ;boys.eYour joyous invit»t>3 
^^ion to join youjàn the greatest of ij| 
‘•^fjrreat things, "VFre all around twe 

'world gathering of the Boys and 
Giirls of many a decade and talk and 
ache as we used to in the many many 
•happy daj^s and joyous hours we 
had together. Every year we have 
talked of coming to Dear Old Wat
ford of joyous courtship days. Also

Scott street, Varïcouver , B. C., whfl
says:----“Dr. Williams* Binle Bill»
brought back my health end strenytirfc 
and restored minerves to normaf1 
condition after-^^er medicines hadTw 
failed. It was after the birth of my 
second child that I became so anae* 
mic and nervous that I thought I 
would lose my mind as well as my 
strength. I tried several medicines, 
but got nowelief until I was advised 
to try Dr. Williams* Pink Pills. After 
using a few boxes of these I could


