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The day started out with a light shower. Because of recent rain,
the creek in Paul Lynn Park was raging. The weather quickly cleared
up and allowed for our usual baseball game. Around noon, we
savoured a feast of flavours, and then joined in games and races,
including the Balloon Toss. While some tossed around a football,
others enjoyed quiet conversations.

Send announcements, stories, articles, etc. for next year’s
newsletter to:

[email protected]
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John and Lisa Witherspoon are delighted to announce the birth of
their second son, Ryan William. Ryan joined the family on January
5, 2009. He was born at Southlake in Newmarket, weighing 8 lbs. 11
oz. Older brother, Andrew, has been enjoying his little brother
very much.

Andrew at 2 1/2 Ryan at 2 weeks

Look who’s one!

Kylie Thiessen on her first birthday - May 26, 2009.

A Birth
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John H. Lake and Sharon (Sekoiaa) A. Lake are very pleased to
announce the marriage of their son,

Jesse Matthew Lake to Sandra Anne Bottone

on Saturday, July 12th, 2008. The ceremony and reception took
place

at Main Street Manor in Lambeth, Ontario.

Jesse and Sandra, and her young son, Gregory, are now residing
in St. Thomas, Ontario. Sandra and Jesse are expecting a child in
late July, 2009.

Two Weddings
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Larry and Janice Noonan are very pleased to announce

the marriage of their daughter, Kristyl Noonan to Brad
Neilsen

on Saturday, October 18th, 2008. The ceremony took place

at St. Isaac Jogues Church in Pickering The reception was
held

at the Royal Ashburn Golf Club in Whitby

Kristyl and Brad are now living in Bowmanville, Ontario. They
are expecting their first child in early September, 2009.
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George and Olive Heron celebrated their 60th wedding anniversary
on June 16, 2009. A reception, where family and friends gathered to
celebrate with George and

Olive, took place in May. As well as the congratulations of
their family and friends, George and Olive received messages of
congratulations from: Pope Benedict XVI, Queen Elizabeth II, Prime
Minster Steven Harper and Provincial Premier Dalton McGuinty. They
also received congratulations from their local MP, MPP, the Region
Council Chair and the Ajax Mayor.


	
35 Years Old Deborah Mobbs – Mar. Alison Kennedy – June Andrew
Mobbs – Aug. Melony Robinson – Oct. Mary Weydert – Nov.

40 Years Old Karen Smith – Mar. Julie Furlong – Apr. Renee Ott –
May Kowanda Furlong – May Mary Cameron – June Christopher Green –
June Michelle Welton – Aug. Paul Pritchard – Dec. Marcia Gregorchuk
– Dec.

45 Years Old Heather MacInness – Mar. Pamela Teesdale – May
Carolyn Rogars – Sept. Andrea Pritchard – Dec.

50 Years Old Ronald Martin – June

55 Years Old Douglas Wilton – Jan. Deborah Agliani – Jan.
Gregory Heron – Apr. Stephen Pritchard – May Deborah Baron – July
Violia Carr – Aug.

60 Years Old Richard Pritchard – Jan. Rodney Wilton – Mar. Wendy
Jerry – Nov.

65 Years Old Aileen Vincent – Jan. Marilyn Rathjen – Feb Barbara
Martin – May Rosemary Pritchard – Oct.

70 Years Old Margaret Weeks – Apr. Edward Pritchard – May
William Weeks – May Gordon Pritchard – Sept.

75 Years Old Mary Rains – Apr. Jean Witherspoon – June

85 Years Old George Heron – Mar. Marguerite Clark – July

90 Years Old Kathleen Cummings – Mar. Mary Sharp – Nov.

5 Years Old Josie Downs – Mar. Samuel King – June Sydney
Pritchard – Aug. Tyler Martin – Dec.

10 Years Old Liam Pritchard – Apr. Megan Swain – July Jeffery
Pritchard – July Tyler Beaudry – Aug.

15 Years Old Michael Noonan – Jan. William Pritchard – Sept.
Ashley Petro – Sept. Shaylyn Smith – Dec.

20 Years Old Joanna Pritchard – Mar. James Heron – May Samantha
Deane – June Alexander Offen – July Tyler Gregorchuk – Aug. Mathew
Myers – Aug.

25 Years Old Jaylyn Martin – May Justin Deane – Sept. David
Heron – Oct.

30 Years Old Jennifer Heron –Jan. Bryon Lake – Apr. Sarah Rains
– Apr. Tiffani Beaudry – Nov. Kristyl Noonan—Nov.

2009 - Special Birthdays
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Wheelbarrow Race - Children 1. Tanner Smith & Dave Martin 2.
David Thompson & Joseph Heron 3. Laurie Heron & Larry
Noonan

Wheelbarrow - Adult 1. Daniel & Joseph Heron 2. Larry and
Mike Noonan 3. Meaghan Noonan & Brent

Balloon Toss 1. Lisa & John Witherspoon 1. Paul Heron &
Michael Noonan 2. Andrew & Daniel Thompson

Crab Walk - Children 1. Nikki 2. Tanner Smith 3. Hayley
Swain

Three Legged Race - Children 1. Laurie Heron & Paul Heron 2.
Dylan Heron & Andrew Thompson 3. Meghan Swain & Daniel
Thompson Three Legged Race - Adults 1. Larry & Mike Noonan 2.
Daniel & Joseph Heron 3. Ronnie Ortiz & Sarah Doucette

Shoe Kick - Children 1. Paul Heron 2. Tanner Smith 3. Hayley
Swain Shoe Kick Adults 1. Joseph Heron 2. James Heron 3. Sarah
Doucette Congratulations to the reigning champ (2nd year in a row)
of the SHOE KICK

Joseph Heron!

2008 Game Winners

PRITCHARD-HERON FAMILY PICNIC NEWSLETTER 2009
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Special Anniversaries - 2009 60 Years George and Olive Heron –
June 16

Immediately after the picture-taking of the group at the 27th
Annual Reunion Picnic in 2008, a little boy of approximately 6 or 7
years of age turned to me and asked if I would play baseball with
him. I suppose no age barrier exists between a young child and an
85-year-old woman.

At first I declined by saying that I could not use a bat; but he
informed me that I would be the pitcher. How could I refuse?! The
bat and ball were plastic and looked new, most likely a recent
gift.

I suspect that he must have regretted his decision after seeing
my performance; but, with his being such a polite little boy, he
took the

time to cheerfully explain where I should aim the ball.
Thankfully, after his careful and patient instruction, I managed to
toss to the right spot and he was able to hit the ball. It was so
cute! He went running off to all the

imaginary bases after one hit, and was smiling when he arrived
back to

his starting point. Although I felt some regret at not being

a more worthy pitcher, I was very honoured that he would ask me;
and I feel quite certain that this experience will be recorded as a
favourite in my Pritchard-Heron Picnic Memory Book. Thank you,
little fella.

“TAKE ME OUT TO THE BALLGAME” A HEARTWARMING STORY

BY MADELINE REDFERN
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When I go to the market and see large red strawberries, they
look delicious. When I bring them home, have a few, and then
prepare them by cutting them up, adding sugar and water with a dash
of whipped cream, they end up being slightly disappointing. Perhaps
it’s because I once tasted the best.

When I was 15, my friends’ Olga and Marie and I went on a
holiday to Algonquin Park. Olga’s father worked for the railroad
and he lived in a house owned by the CNR, and so Olga was able to
visit there in the summer and bring a couple of friends. One hot
day while scouting around, we found a large area filled with wild
strawberries and we started eating them. Never before or since,
have I tasted anything so magnificently scrumptious. Once we
started eating them, it was as though a temporary madness fell upon
us and it seemed we couldn’t devour them fast enough and in our
quest we imbued our lips, cheeks and fingers in this wonderful ruby
red fruit.

Nothing has ever come close to that sweet delicacy but there
were lots of other nice experiences that come to mind where I have
savoured every mouthful. Coming close to the strawberries was when
I was a kid, there was a restaurant at Gerrard St. near Jarvis in
Toronto called Classic Lunch that sold ice cream which came wrapped
in individual portions called melorols. These melorols were
actually cone-shaped, and the clerk would unwind the paper and fit
it into the cone. This creamy ice cream melted in my mouth. The
only problem I had was in trying to decide which I liked best, the
strawberry or the chocolate.

I remember once when I was about 17 going to the CNE. We went
into the Food Building and they were giving out free pineapple
juice. It was the most delicious drink I have ever known. I once
saw a movie years ago called A Patch of Blue, and in it the blind
girl was given a pineapple drink and while she was drinking it she
kept saying, “This is so good; this is so good.” It reminded me of
me when I drank that pineapple juice at the CNE. It was so
good!

When I was young, at Christmas my mother, Jean and I would go to
George and Olive’s house for dinner. The turkey, vegetables and all
the delectable things served at Christmas were there for the
taking, but what I remember most was Olive’s coconut cream pie. I
could hardly wait till I was finished dinner so that I could enjoy
that pie. I have had many pieces of coconut cream pie since and
have made it myself many times, but nothing could ever compare to
Olive’s.

We have so much food today that I believe we are a little
overindulged, more so than when I was young, coming out of the
Depression. Also, I believe we lose a bit of our taste buds as we
get older. If I picked wild strawberries today, would they taste as
good as that long-ago summer’s day? Somehow, I doubt it - maybe we
can only do that once. But let me fall down on my knees in a
strawberry patch and try.

WILD STRAWBERRIES, et al BY LUCY FURLONG


	
ISSUE 15

Right know you must be thinking that the person who wrote the
heading to this article is probably lacking something, and you
would be right! It’s called common sense. My youngest kid is now 23
years old, I haven’t coached sports for the last 12 or so years,
and was well rid of it. This is where my questionable sanity comes
into the picture. Sixty-three years old, and dumb enough to
actually go back to coaching.

Well it’s hard when your 4 year old grandson, Andrew, calls and
asks, “Grandpa, will you coach my soccer team?” It’s bad enough
that this kid phones me five minutes before Susan starts cooking
dinner and says ever so sweetly, “Grandpa, will you come for sushi
with me?” Sushi is at the bottom of my like list, but how can I
refuse. These aren’t his mom’s suggestions. Oh no, this little
devil asks mom to call me, and then he asks. His brother, two year
old Aaron, doesn’t ask, he just gets sad if they go and grandpa
just

doesn’t magically

appear. Now you

know why it’s hard to say no,

and why my sanity is in question.

How do you coach a team of four year olds? Not easily. Andrew
feels that he rules the

roost with dad (Andy Gillis) and grandpa coaching, and it rubs
off. Andrew will grab our legs and hold tight instead of sitting
with the team. Great, now other kids think they can do the same!
And coaches are open to all kinds of abuse accusations. Great kids,
but this alone is hard to deal with. But it is funny. Picture Andy
coaching on the field. He kneels down to place the ball, and has a
little four year old who is someone’s darling child climbing up his
back and all over him. Andrew really has to stop giving “bad”
examples to his team mates. I love his hugs etc, but please, not in
front of the team.

Kick with your right foot. No, the other right foot! When you
pass to your team mate, he’s the one in blue, not red. Nice score
buddy, just the wrong net. Can you please take the pylon out of
your mouth, put it back on the field, and start chasing the ball.
Never kick with your toes, just the inside of your foot, the
outside of your foot, and the laces. Okay, so none of you kids have
laces, kick with the Velcro. Remember Tom, they are only four.
Right coach Andy, but some might never see five.

It’s a good thing we have a parent do the practice drill with
each child, it gives the kids some confidence and some parent time.
It also helps the parents if they want to teach the drills at home.
Excuse me, your wee Johnny’s dad, right? Okay then Mister Smith,
can you kick with the other right foot. Mr. Jones, that’s not your
kid, he’s the blond one at the end of the line. Okay kids, can you
show your parents where their laces are. They don’t have
Velcro.

What can I say. I love being back coaching, I love the kids, and
I love sending Andrew and Aaron with their grandma and their mom to
Starbucks while coach Tom and coach Andy retire to the pub to train
and keep our own skills honed.

Who Woud Of Thunk’d It BY TOM KENNEDY
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Not long ago, I was speaking on the telephone with a 77-year-old
friend of mine named Eileen, and she was commenting on the fact
that not only is she still working, but she’s doing physical work.
A few years ago, her son bought a large three-story house off the
Danforth and opened a Bed and Breakfast business. At first Eileen
just helped out, but as she became more and more experienced she
gradually took over most of the duties. Eventually, her son moved
to Arizona and opened a Bed and Breakfast there, so now, at her
age, she runs the Toronto business by herself, which, I should add,
she really doesn’t mind doing as it keeps her occupied. Still, I do
remember laughing with her over her dry remark that she didn’t
think she’d end her years “working as a house maid.” Her job, of
course, entails a lot of sheet changing and bed making. I remember
at the time clucking my tongue and saying it certainly was a lot
for an older person to handle and wondered how on earth she was
able to keep up with such a demanding job.

Our friendship began years ago when Eileen and I worked together
in a bank. We were both in our early 20s. I was a teller and she
was the head teller. Other jobs that she had after that always
involved accounting, as did the positions I held. Now here she was
in such a different type of work. In some ways, I envied her
because she had an extra income and could have such a job at her
age only because her son was the owner of the business, even though
he was living elsewhere. Who would have thought, who would have
guessed that my longing to have a similar (but I knew impossible)
set-up would be realized? What

YUH JUST NEVER KNOW… BY JEAN WITHERSPOON

PRITCHARD-HERON FAMILY PICNIC NEWSLETTER 2009
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were the odds? It was just some silly vague yearning to earn a
bit of extra money, but who would hire a woman in her 70s? And
then…and then….my daughter Paula started talking about opening her
own restaurant. Yet even so, it never occurred to me or her (I’m
sure) that if her dream of owning her own business was realized
that I would be in any way involved. Paula has a university degree
and had turned down a job on teaching English as a second language
because it was too difficult to work away from home while her
children were still young and day care cost so much. However,
someone suggested to her that she apply as a waitress at an all-day
breakfast restaurant. She did so and was hired. It was just a
fill-in job until the children were a bit older.

Because of the flexibility of the hours and her not needing the
putout of money on business clothing and hair-dos, it worked out
well. She was paid a minimum wage and could keep her tips. On a
typical day her tips amounted to quite a bit of money and, when she
came home from work, the family gathered around as she poured out
her brimming “cup of tips.” Paula’s cup had “runneth over” in more
ways

than one because the counting became a family affair. Everyone
would gather round the table to count the day’s take and this
generated a lot of excitement. When she related this to me, I
thought how sweet and childish the family was getting all excited
over a few coins. Still, coins or not, I wished I had such a job
but who would hire an old woman to wait on tables. Whenever I tried
to imagine myself waiting on tables I knew it was impossible; that
I would be so clumsy, slow and forgetful I’d get fired the first
day.

Well, Paula did realize her dream and last May opened an
all-day-breakfast restaurant in a small plaza not far from her
home. It’s just a small restaurant but there’s more artwork on the
walls per square inch than any restaurant around. I’ve purchased
most of the paintings but a customer also asked if she could put up
her
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paintings, which are for sale. This, along with music from 98.1
tends to lend a kind of friendly atmosphere to the premises and she
and Garfield have lots of regulars. She asked me if I would come to
work a couple of days a week and I thought, “why not give it a
try?” Well, I did and though in the beginning I was awkward and
slow and not too alert at topping up customer’s coffees I soon
caught on despite botched orders or delivering food to the wrong
table. For example, one customer was a bit put off when I delivered
his food to the wrong table. The other patron was still trying to
figure things out because I had gone back to the kitchen, but
fortunately he hadn’t started his meal. I foolishly dashed out,
grabbed the plate back, and gave it to the right customer who
asked, “Well, I hope he didn’t start eating.” I defended my actions
by saying “that it wasn’t on the customer’s table for very long –
just a few minutes.” Paula was disgusted and hissed at me in the
kitchen that the situation called for a whole new meal. Any
half-wit, if they didn’t

know that much, would at least have brought the food back and
pretended to get a new meal. And then or course there’s the time
when I was serving 12

women and somehow posted on Paula’s order board the 12

original orders and an additional five carbon copies.

Well, you can imagine the argument that followed with five
wasted plates of food. I blamed her

for ordering checkbooks that didn’t have good carbon paper and
it was hit or miss whether the copy was readable so I got to
alternating the originals and carbons, which led to the mix-up. I
also accused her of making a fool of me in front of the women
because I kept coming out with orders and they all looked mystified
saying they had all been served. They probably excused my confusion
because they too were old and could empathize with me. So we do
have our ups and downs do Paula and I, but a few minutes later all
is forgotten. I accuse her of developing crabby cook syndrome and
she retorts that I have to be more alert to the

comings and goings of customers. One of the things that
especially annoys her is my habit of emptying my tip cup and
delighting in counting the loonies and toonies and other change.
Now I understand why Paula and her family considered it an exciting
pastime. Still, she claims that can be done later because
oftentimes in the middle of a count, customers enter and my coins
are taking up space in the small kitchen area. Incidentally, Paula
used to tell me that when she was a waitress, she couldn’t remember
customer’s faces, only where they were sitting. I wondered how such
a young person could have such trouble remembering faces. I mean,
how ridiculous is it to be serving someone and not know what he or
she looks like? Well, I guess it runs in the family. I can’t tell
you how many times a customer has moved from one table to another
or ordered a take-out and sat down to wait or left his seat to pay
at the register and I, who like to think of my self as friendly
“Miss efficiency,” give them a second hearty greeting asking them
if they’d like a coffee while they look at the menu – AGAIN! The
customers usually smile benignly and no doubt have put it down to
old age. But Paula and I know better.

I may be old (75) but I walk very quickly and can now handle the
whole restaurant and keep track of everyone’s coffee cup and
whether or not they want their check. The customers seem to like me
but I do wish I could be a wise-cracking-all-in-fun waitress that
customers tend to adore. You know, the kind that has a quick and
witty retort. But with a name like Jean how can that be? Now if
only my name were Madge or Kitty…

Anyway, so there you have it: Eileen and I, both in our
mid-seventies, have started new careers away from accounting – a
maid and a waitress - which only goes to show – Yuh just never
know. Life is full of surprises.
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Paul Paul, in grade 7 this year, represented his school again in
Cross Country running. He finished

to 8th this year (last year he placed 11th). He played hockey in
the winter and competed in the school track and field meet in the
spring. Paul is also playing baseball this summer.

Paul is a big Blue Jays fan and he tries to attend as many games
as possible. He belongs to the Jr. Jays Club where he gets to
participate in special activities. This spring, he attended the Jr.
Jays kickoff party, which was held on the Roger’s Dome field after
a Saturday game. He and his dad played catch on the field

Paul spends much of the rest of his time planning his business
ventures. With his friends, on

hot days, he loves to run his juice stand at the end of our
driveway. Paul was one of small number of kids in his school (St.
Patrick’s, Ajax) selected to attend the

Ontario Educational Leadership Camp near Orillia this summer (in
the Elementary Athletics leadership program).

Heron Family Update 2008/2009 BY PATRICK HERON
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Paul on the warning track in right field at the Rogers
Centre:
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Joseph Joseph continued to participate in track and field and
cross country. This keeps him very busy

all school, year long. Joseph competed in many cross country
meets that concluded with him competing at the LOSAA region finals
for cross country (in Pickering), but due to his asthma and the
fact that in grade 11 they compete with the grade 12s too, it was
the first year he didn’t qualify to go on and compete at OFSAA. He
still finished 9th out of 138 runners.

Joseph also competed in many track and field meets this year, as
far away as Windsor and Ottawa. He improved on some of his personal
best times, even while struggling with his asthma. His last
competition this spring was at the LOSSA track and field meet in
Oshawa. Again, he performed well, but didn’t qualify to compete at
OFSAA, for the first time.

Joseph was hired for a pool maintenance job at the local Extreme
Fitness during the school year. This summer Joseph will be working
as a Lifeguard at Petticoat Creek Conservation Area.

Daniel

Page 13


	
Daniel also kept busy participating in track and field and cross
country this year (for Notre Dame, Ajax). Daniel finished 18th out
of 138 runners at the LOSAA cross country region finals. He also
finished 24th out of 427 runners in the 2008 Colts Classic meet in
Markham.

In track, Daniel improved his personal bests this year in the
400m, 800m, 1500m, Steeple Chase and 4X400 relay. Even with the
wider competition this year (grade 11 and 12), Daniel still managed
to qualify for the OFSAA Eastern Regional finals this year in the
800m and 4X400 relay (as anchor). His 4X400 team went on to qualify
and compete in the Ontario finals (OFSAA) on June 5 at Varsity
Stadium in Toronto.

Daniel also worked at the local Extreme Fitness during the
school year. He will also be working as a Lifeguard at Petticoat
Creek Conservation Area this summer.

James James was kept busy with second year at the University of
Ontario. He is

taking Physics. His marks are very good, so unless he suddenly
decides to change his mind he will be continuing on with this major
and a minor in Mathematics. I have already told him I expect a new
cheap and renewable form of energy discovered by him any day
now.

James continues to work throughout the school year and summer as
a lifeguard and swimming instructor for the Town of Ajax.

PRITCHARD-HERON FAMILY PICNIC NEWSLETTER 2009
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But before getting into a trillion dollars, let’s deal with a
billion. In my still-available book entitled Depression’s Child
Goes to War: A Toronto Boy’s Introduction to the 1940s, I made some
comments about the war effort and how much it was costing the USA.
I quote as follows:

“...in the news was the tremendous amount of money that the USA
was spending on armaments. Figures were mentioned in the billions
of dollars. Not like today where hundreds of billions of dollars is
often mentioned, just several billions. Even so, this was a figure
that hadn’t been bandied about before the war and it seemed like an
incomprehensible amount of money at the time. In order to enlighten
us, one enterprising fellow we heard over the news did a simple
calculation, really that any primary school pupil up in his or her
math and with basic knowledge of Imperial measurements could do.
First they would need to know the thickness of a wad of a hundred
one-dollar bills. We don’t have one-dollar bills anymore in Canada,
[if anyone in our country wanted to do the calculation] but hey,
five-dollar bills would do. Just kidding. If given the test, the
pupils would be smart enough to measure the thickness of one
hundred sheets of ordinary computer paper. It is likely they would
come the conclusion of the fellow who did the calculation, that a
stack of 100 bills would measure about three-eights of an inch
thick. Therefore, a foot of dollar bills would amount to $3,200 (12
divided by 3/8 times 100). Since a mile contains 5,200 feet, it can
be seen that a pile a mile high would amount to $16,896,000.

The next step would be to divide this figure into one billion.
The result is a pile of one-dollar bills a little over 59 miles
high (in metric terms this would round off to 100 kilometres). I
was always fascinated by this statistic and found it hard to get it
into my head that a billion dollars could be so much.”

Fast forward to events taking place today. Now they are talking
in trillions of dollars in the USA when it comes to bailing out
certain companies, banks and other financial institutions in the
present recession (depression?). It could easily cost a couple of
trillion dollars or more. Just how high would a wad of a trillion
one-dollar bills be? Well, as seen above, a billion dollars reaches
a height of 59 miles, and since a trillion is a thousand billion,
the wad of a trillion one-dollar bills would reach into the
stratosphere an incredible 59,000 miles or 100,000 kilometres—a
quarter of the distance to the moon. Or to put it another way, if
the wad were lying on its side, pressed together, it would circle
the earth 2 ½ times at the equator. Keep in mind this is not an
end-to-end

measurement, but a wad or stack of bills,

one pressed on top of the other. It’s enough to boggle the
mind.

HOW MUCH IS A TRILLION DOLLARS? (The answer might surprise
you)

BY GEORGE HERON

ISSUE 15 Page 15


	
Of all my family research, (I have over 7,000 names) one family
stands out as the most interesting. They may have some skeletons in
their closet, but that’s not what grabs me. It’s their complexity
and far reaching passage through this world.

I started with some initials, J.B. and M.A Parke from Gananoque,
Ontario, listed in the Kennedy Family Bible (not my husband’s
Kennedy family) that my mother’s cousin Ruth had. Listening to Ruth
talk about the different family stories started me on a journey to
discover my roots and more about these

fascinating people. The Parkes first piqued my

interest when upon a visit to the Ontario Archives we (my mother
and I) found them in the 1891

Census listed giving their first names, middle initial and last
name. Up until this time we weren’t really sure if their last name
was spelt Parke or Parks or even Parko as the writing the Bible was
not quite clear and that last letter was difficult. But, there it
was along with other confirming information, the ages, place of
birth (Ireland), religion—his Church of England and hers
Methodist—and ,finally, what I thought the most interesting, he was
listed as a Gentleman for his occupation. She, Mary, of course, did
not have an occupation. Women of that time period usually did not.
Others on the page were Grocery Clerks, House Painters, an organ
maker, even a Telegraph Operator. How did one become a Gentleman in
Ontario I wondered? If we go back to the earliest census record we
can find for him, he is listed as famer.

From the census records, we started to build a family. When we
found John B. Parke’s

obituary, we had all the names of the children, not just our
ancestor, Lucy Parke. Who were the Parkes and why are they so
interesting?

John B. Parke, orphaned as a young boy, left Ireland with his
wife and four of their five children, one having died in Ireland
before they left. They came to Canada around the time of the potato
famine in Ireland, but apparently they had money as John had
inherited some from his father. He sold part of the annuity and
bought passage to Canada with it to provide a better life for his
wife and his children. He used more of the annuity to invest in a
business, which failed. So he took up farming. I wonder from his
background if he actually had the necessary skills for this, as his
father had been an attorney at law and then after his father’s
death, he worked for his uncle, a real estate agent and an
accountant. John was also highly educated. So did he learn farming
upon buying some land in 1865? He and his family had been in Canada
now approximately fifteen years. By 1872 they had sold their land
and now rented property.

John and his wife, Mary Ann, had another seven children in
Ontario, but of their twelve children only seven reached adulthood.
Two died shortly after they arrived in Ontario. Another one, Edward
met

death tragically, while the family was living on the Butler
farm. One

rainy afternoon, he had gone down to the St. Lawrence River to
hunt ducks, but did not find any. On the way home, he

stopped in the apple orchard and, reaching up with his gun, butt
first,

holding the gun by the

A Most Interesting Family BY SUSAN KENNEDY
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John lived from 1809 to 1903 and his wife, Mary Ann from 1820 to
1895.

What I like about this family was they were in the paper, not a
lot, but enough to learn some things about them. John liked to
argue; he would take any side of an argument just to keep it going.
He spent many hours poring over the papers and was fluent on many
subjects. He liked to joke and was a good companion. One of the
family stories that was passed on about him, was that one day when
he grew old, he threw himself into the river and drowned. Imagine
our surprise when we read his obit and it revealed that his feet
and legs failed him and he was confined to his room before he died.
We did have a little laugh at the idea of him

Why should we weep o'er the coffin'd clay When all that it held
is gone? When the spirit is summoned from earth away, From a realm
of darkness to perfect day, Oh! help us in language of love to
pray, Father, "Thy will be done." Rest, Brother! rest 'neath the
drifting snow! Rest on, thou hast run thy race! Thy dog may howl
where the willows grow; And wander alone where the waters flow; Thy
caressing hand is cold and low, And he misses his master's
face!

Farewell! we shall meet in a holier sphere, When the mystic veil
is risen; And the links that were severed in sorrow here, Shall be
fasten'd again, and the silent tear That sprinkled the loved one's
sable bier, Be remembered no more in heaven! When our sorrowful
pilgrimage here is o'er, And we pass through the silent tomb: And
follow thy flight to that shining shore, Where thy sun hath risen
to set no more, Shall thy fingers unfasten the pearly door, And
welcome the pilgrims home?

REST BROTHER, REST "He shall return no more to his house,

neither shall his place know him any more" - Job vii 10
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crawling down to the river and throwing himself in. Impossible
though.

And while that story wasn’t true, it turned out that there was
some truth to it. It happened, but not quite in the way it was
told. Their eldest son, Jason, was a farmer like his father and
lived around Gananoque. One day, when he was older he went to
Kingston to visit one of his married daughters. Later he was found
in the river, drowned. No one knew if it was foul play or if he
slipped. He wasn’t identified for several days as the only
identification was a tattoo of his initials. J.C.P. It was several
days before he

muzzle, he tried to dislodge an apple. The trigger caught on a
limb and discharged sending a bullet through his right side, and
passing through one lung. He lived for a few days. He was only
sixteen when he died.

Edward’s brother, Joseph, wrote a poem about his death and
included it in a book of poems he wrote, Poems, Moral and
Intellectual.


	
was identified. The newspaper account said that it appeared the
body had been in the water for eight weeks.

Their next son, John had a son and daughter. He and his family
moved to Philadelphia, New York, in 1903. He bought a huge farm.
Their son died at 39 of measles, leaving a wife and young daughter.
This daughter, Hazel moved to New York with her mother, and married
a man from Cuba. She worked for an import business. Her husband,
who was in the navy, entered her place of employment in 1946, shot
her and her employer, then himself. Hazel and her employer
survived, but the shooter did die of this wounds. They could not
establish a reason for the shooting. After that, Hazel changed her
name so she would, in no way be connected with the event.

Their son John also had a daughter, Maud, who married Fred
Parrott from Belleville. Maud and Fred’s son, John and his wife
Beatrice built over 400 homes on their family farm, naming many of
the streets after family members. They also built several other
subdivisions in Belleville. My mother and I met

John and his wife; they were kind enough to show us around town.
They were very generous to the community giving back millions. For
example, they donated 10 acres of land to the Loyalist College,
donated over $400,000 to the Belleville’s Riverfront Trail, one
million to Belleville General, $75,000 to the Quinte West Library.
Even after his death John continues to give, The Jack and Bernice
Parrott Foundation has donated $400,000 to the McLeod Dam project,
which will generate enough energy to power 400 homes. At this time,
Beatrice is still alive and in 2006 Ontario Lt.-Gov. James K.
Bartleman gave the Outstanding Philanthropist Award to Bernice

Parrott Joseph Richardson Parke, another son

of John and Mary Ann, became a doctor, a specialist in mental
and nervous disorders. Dr. Parke was a graduate of John Hopkins
University and received degrees in Vienna, Scotland, London and
Germany. He was the author of several works, which are being

used in medical colleges throughout the country. Here is a poem
he wrote:
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THE WITHERED ROSE TREE J. Parke, Gananoque (age 18) (Gananoque
Reporter Nov. 9, 1872.)

Tender Rose tree, art thou dying? Autumn's breath is cold and
chill; Summer's latest sunbeams, flying, Leave thee to stern
Winter's will. Withered brown, thy leaflets linger To protect thy
grassy bed; Winter rears his icy finger, Stealing on with noiseless
tread. Hide thee, deep in Earth's brown bosom, Till his fleeting
form has passed; Warmth shall soon thy bondage loosen-- Fright him
from the land at last.

Thine reflects the fate of mortals, Sinking 'neath the stroke of
time, Entering into Death's dark portals But to bloom again,
sublime. Though false friendship oft deceives us, And earth's
sorrows mar the mind; O may we, when Death receives us, Leave as
fair a flower behind-- Leave a name which time will cherish,
Friends revere, and slander save; And when in dust doth perish, May
that bud in beauty wave.
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This color-tinted post card from the old Florence Inn,
Tarrytown, New York, purports to show the inn in 1860 when it was
the Vin-cent House, John Vincent, proprietor. It pro-vides an
interesting study of urban lodging, conveyances and fashions. The
three coach-men appear to be wearing a uniform and not common
apparel. A careful study of the hats show that there was no one
predominant style, although the number of tall bowlers may
indi-cate this to be a post-1860 photo. The Flor-ence Inn was an
important stop for the New York-Albany stage. Its arrival brought
mail and news from afar. The list of VIPs who

stayed here is lengthy. The book, History of the Tarrytowns,
Westchester County, New York from Ancient Times to the Present,
re-lates, "In its heyday, the Florence was a center of hospitality
where statesmen (including several U. S. presidents), celebri-ties
and captains of industry gathered to patronize the inn's stock of
fine wines and to feast upon prime ribs of beef that roasted in
dripping richness upon the roaring hearth." This inn stood at the
northwest corner of Franklin Street and Broadway for more than 140
years; it was torn down in 1964.
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Another son, Alfred Parke, owned a butcher shop and was a
councillor in Gananoque. He loved horse racing and owned several
horses.

The final son, George Parke also left Canada and settle for
quite awhile in the States. He managed several hotels on 5th Avenue
in New York City, then moved to Tarrytown where he took over the
Florence Inn. This inn, on Broadway, dated back to the stage coach
days. The cocktail originated at this hotel (then named Flanagan’s
Inn). Many leading men in American national affairs stopped there.
Tradition says that

Washington Irving, The Legend of Sleepy Hollow and Rip Van
Winkle was a frequent visitor, although this was before George took
over. George married a divorcee (a scandal that time, 1927) and
moved to BC where he died.
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Where’s Peter when I need him? Oh, well, I guess I'll just do it
for myself.


	
We always go to California in April. It is not too warm then.
The summer can be blistering hot with daily temperatures in the 80s
and 90s and if they have a heat wave, it will hit 100s for sure. If
there is one thing Tom and I do not like, it is the heat.
Therefore, April is fine. By April, the rainy season has long
stopped — not that they get much rain in California. Flowers are
out and we do not need jackets, except in the evenings. April is
also a special time for my daughter’s family; it is Joshua’s
birthday, and that is the main reason we go in April, that and,
well, he has a week off school. No point in going if he is not off
school, after all he is the main reason we go, that and to see his
one-year-old sister, Emmaline.

Now that Tracy and Marc have bought a house in California, we
have become familiar with the neighbourhood, the stores, and their
church. We always spend a special Easter there. Can you imagine a
Church without a vestibule that we can just step out into the
sunshine, which usually they do there. Winter for them means a
sweater. So much occurs outside, because they do not need the
protection from the elements in the same fashion as here. For
example, Joshua’s school consists of several separate buildings,
with doors opening to the outside instead of hallways. If they want
to go to the gym, they have to pass the outdoor eating area.
Imagine eating outside all year round, except for rainy days, but
as I said, they do not get many of those.

San Jose is located in Silicon Valley, just south of San
Francisco; it is considered northern California, but just barely.
E-bay, Google, Cisco and other computer-generated

industries have their head offices there. You almost think you
have journeyed inside a computer. But for all their technology,
they still post plain signs outside their offices advertising for
employees. Palm trees line the streets and many of the buildings
have a Spanish flair to them. During our visit this year, we
decided on an overnight trip to Yosemite National Park, one of the
first wilderness parks in the USA and part of the Sierra Nevada
mountain chain. The park is about 200 miles from

San Francisco and, as we had to take the southern road (the
north was closed due to ice), it took about 4 hours to reach the
valley floor. Even on the valley floor, we were still about 3000
feet above sea level and the mountains still towered above us.
Cliffs, rocks, rivers, and waterfalls abound in the park and its
beauty is astounding. The El Capitan Vista attracts many climbers
who

Snow in California BY SUSAN KENNEDY

PRITCHARD-HERON FAMILY PICNIC NEWSLETTER 2009

Page 22


	
ISSUE 15

usually take between 4 to 8 days to climb to the top. It is over
3,660 feet above the valley floor. Yosemite falls is the tallest
waterfall in North America and the fifth in the world. We stayed
very close to the impressive falls and dined at the restaurant that
overlooks it.

Over 3 million visitors journey here each year. You can rent
tents or cabins or even stay in their fine inn. We decided to stay
in a Cabin built in the woods, separate, but not isolated as there
were cabins all round us. The big talk was bears, to watch out for
them, to remove everything that had a scent from our cars, and how
many had been killed this year so far. It seems that speeding
drivers kill more bears than anything else. They warned and warned
us about our cars, to make sure we had removed everything – it was
the law

– but our cabin didn’t feel quite safe. On one wall, we had a
semi open window with a screen over which slats had been placed –
as if this would keep a bear out and keep from them the smell of
all the scents we brought inside! We did feel deep in the heart of
a real forest, with its giant sequoias, large redwoods and other
trees.

We decide to go on a tour of the park. So next morning, we
boarded the bus for an interesting scenic talk of the park. We
have

some wonderful pictures of waterfalls, and mountains. About half
way though the tour, a dark cloud appeared over one of the
mountains. Quickly it blew in and the air grew chilly, then cold.
The fog/mist covered the mountains and we could no longer see much.
The driver took us to the top of a mountain where, after two years
of construction, they had just completed a tunnel. We would have a
panoramic view of the valley here, but all we could see was a cloud
sitting on the mountain. And it rained and rained. We ran for the
bus and

just as the doors closed, the cloud parted, but we were away.
When we were dropped off, the snow started. Not much by our
standards and it did not stay on the ground, but in California we
expected sun and warmth and now I thought, we could have stayed
home for the same weather. But then, maybe that is why so many
Californians travel to Yosemite, to experience some real weather
change, instead of just warm and sunny or hot and sunny.

So I think it was funny that we went to California thinking it
was going to be warmer and sunnier than here, and we had snow. Hey
and by the way, I was the only one with gloves – I keep a small
pair in my spring jacket all the time. My hands were warm
anyway.
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This past year has been an exciting one. Michael and I started
at St. Elizabeth Seton the same year, September of 1998 and in
September of 2008 we both started at a new school – Michael at St.
Mary Secondary School, while I started coaching with some teaching
of watercolour painting at St. Monica school.

Michael’s first year in high school has been a success while my
first year coaching in a new school took my team to a showdown with
my former school, St. Elizabeth Seton, which had won the Pickering
Championship for the last 9 years. After defeating them in a very
intense Pickering semi finals, we went on to win the Pickering
championship, then Ajax title and then the Durham Tournament of
Champions. A very successful volleyball season.

During this time, one of my other interests, volunteering for
the Toronto and Region Conservation Authority as Chair of the
Altona Forest Stewardship Committee, resulted in the construction
of a new amphibian pond in Altona Forest. The spring brought
amphibian populations back to the

forest which haven’t been seen there for more than 15 years.
These included wood frogs, leopard frogs, American toads and green
frogs. Altona Forest now has a ecological balance than it had
before. These efforts resulted in the Region of Durham presenting
our group with the Region Environmental Award for restoration of a
natural habitat.

On a much closer family note, there was Kristyl’s marriage to
Brad on Oct. 18. The wedding went well and the reception was a lot
of fun until it was time to go home and the limo never showed up at
the appointed time or even two hours after the appointed time. The
evening ended up with the bridal

party cramming into two cars for the ride to

Exciting Year Since the Last Picnic BY LARRY NOONAN
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Michael #99 about to receive football from QB #9
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their hotel. A side from this glitch which everyone can smile at
now, the day was excellent. Welcome Brad and his parents Terry and
Bill to our family.

During this year Meaghan, Kristyl and Michael all took hockey
lessons from a former professional hockey player. Michael also
started football this spring and scored his first winning touchdown
in the second game of the season while carrying the ball on many
occasions in each of his games.

Now the happy announcement that Jan and I will be grandparents
in September. This is exciting! I can hardly wait. A new
opportunity to pretend I am a child by playing with a grandchild.
Lots of fun eh Tom!

I am proud to say that recently Jan was honoured by the Canadian
Blood Services for donating blood more than 75 times. I have a hard
time imagining how much blood that is and more importantly how many
lives that saved. In a speech, the head of the Canadian Blood
Services called all the recipients ‘heroes’ and they

truly are. Jan is looking forward to joining the century club
with her 100th donation in the years to come.

This year I also published my history of the Fenian Raids in
Canada book which I have been working on for 30 years. This 500+
page book was started because my great grandfather was awarded a
medal engraved with his name and the clasp FENIAN RAIDS 1866. This
is an important part of our Canadian history which is not properly
reported even in our history books.

Earlier this month, Meaghan bought a new car -- the first one
she researched and made the final decision on. Congratulations to
her.

It has been a very exciting year in the Noonan household.
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Larry Noonan recently published his book On to Canada. Previous
to publication, and on the 125th anniversary of the Fenian raids,
Larry’s book served as the basis of a television documentary
produced by Scarborough Cable.
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As part of our vacation last summer, we spent a few days just
outside of Detroit, Michigan. After crossing into the United States
from Windsor, we had to drive through Detroit and follow a detour
because I-75 was closed. With the help of our GPS (Global
Positioning Service), we made our way to Ypsilanti and checked into
the KOA. Prior to our trip, my research had indicated that or the
three days that we would be camping there, the Toronto Blue Jays
would be in town playing the Detroit Tigers. What I could not find
was a means of public transportation that would take us form
Ypsilanti to downtown Detroit and Comerica Park. I could find no
evidence of a commuter train like the one we enjoy in the Toronto
area. I was not anxious to take our RV to the game. Not only did I
believe that parking would be a problem, I was worried about
leaving the RV, with all our belongings, in a parking lot in the
downtown area, at night, while we were at the

ballgame. After checking into

the KOA, we asked about the possibility of finding transit to
Comerica Park. Our hostess confirmed that there was, in fact, no
way to get to the ballgame but in a private vehicle. Nevertheless,
she felt we would be able to take our RV and find parking. In order
to verify that, she phoned her son who worked at Comerica Park. He
told her that we could bring our RV and that we could park in the
parking lot by the stadium. To allay

Take Me Out to the Old Ball Game BY JANICE NOONAN

our fears about security, he said that the parking lot was
fenced. So, after setting up our campsite, we bought online tickets
for the baseball game for the next night.

After spending the day in Greenfield Village, part of the Henry
Ford Complex in Dearborn, we got back in our RV and headed toward
Detroit and Comerica Park. Unfortunately, because I-75 was closed
in Detroit, reaching the stadium was more difficult.
Fortunately,
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every time we had to follow a detour, the GPS would re-route us.
Sometimes, though, we had to take a right, then another quick right
or left. It was rush hour and although the traffic going our way
was not too bad, sometimes it was difficult to get over to make the
next turn. At one point, we seemed to be going in a traffic circle.
We could not make our way to the proper lane, so we had to take a
wide way around to get back to where we were supposed to go. At one
point, we had to make a left turn and turn down the other side of
the street to go back.

All of a sudden, we could see Comerica park. We were not sure
where to park, so when we saw a parking lot right beside the
stadium, we turned down the street toward it. One of the parking
attendants signaled to us. He came over and told us we should park
where the buses park, rather than in the parking lot. He said he
would show us the way after he finished with the person with whom
he was dealing. While he was away, another attendant came over and
told us we should continue down the street and go the bus parking.
Fortunately, before he sent us off, the first man came back. He
said it would be better if we turned around. He stopped the traffic
and

guided us in making a 3 point turn on the street. Then he told
us to go over to the next street. He ran over and met us there. He
directed us to park on the left side of the street and guided us up
past the curb and right in front of some wooden pylons that were
blocking off the adjacent street. The attendant said our RV would
be safe here. He said the bus drivers stay in the vehicles. We gave
him a tip for directing us here, as there was no charge for parking
there.

The walk from the RV to Comerica Park was less than one minute.
The gate was the correct one for us, as it opened onto Aisle 127.
We were looking for 129. Our seats were good - behind the plate -
row 28. We liked Comerica Park as it had the quaint appearance of
an old-

fashioned ballpark. After the 7th inning,

many people got up and left. Others made their way to closer
seats. The people who sat in front of us were very interesting. We
had a lot of fun talking to them. We enjoyed the game, especially
because The Blue Jays won.

After the game, we bought a few souvenirs before making our way
to the exit and to our RV. Many cars were coming up the street in
our direction. One of the parking attendants was directing traffic.
I signaled him so he knew we were ready to leave our parking spot
at the side of the road. He stopped the traffic and let us out.
Within minutes of leaving the stadium, we were out of the ballpark
traffic and on our way back to our campground.
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She’s buried out in the backyard - our little Comet. A fitting
place for her to be, as this was her territory for her 13 years on
earth.

She came to us when she wasn’t quite six weeks old. I saw an ad
in the paper “Free Puppies.” It was a house on Front Street, near
Douro in Stratford. Part cocker spaniel, poodle and daschound, she
was the only black puppy from a litter of about eight blonds. The
little black sheep. Who could resist? The woman had two children,
so I gave them $5 each. She didn’t come cheap, our Comet.

On the way home I put her on the passenger seat while I drove.
She was jumping around, and the next thing I knew she was on my
lap. She then worked her way up the back of my coat, and I drove
all the way home leaning over with a little puppy up my back. That
must have been her bonding with me, as she soon became my little
shadow.

I waited anxiously for the kids to come home from school that
day and told them that there was something for them to see upstairs
on the bed. You can imagine how excited they were - a little ball
of black fur. A stuffed toy come to life. The big question was what
to call her. Can you imagine I actually wanted to call her Cuddles?
I’m glad the kids had enough sense to balk at that. I’m not sure,
but I think Mike came up with the name Comet. And that was it.
Comet.

The last few years of Comet’s life were not easy for any of us,
but she led a good life, and we mustn’t forget that she did have
her moments as a - well, as a lady. She had two suitors. One was
Sonny, a scruffy little part poodle, part something else, and the
other was a white, straight postured aristocratically looking
purebred French Poodle. Comet chose

Sonny, and he truly fell hard for her. Unfortunately, it was a
very cold winter when Sonny became smitten with Comet, and I
thought he was going to freeze to death in courting her. When we
went to bed at night, we would see him amid the mountain of snow on
our driveway, shivering almost to the point of collapsing, but he
wouldn’t go home. This impressed Comet so much that Sonny became
the father of her five puppies.

It would sound good to say that Comet was an excellent mother,
but the truth of it all is that she spent half the time trying to
get away from five little hungry critters. She was just over a year
old, so I think she did her best.

Now Comet was one dog that didn’t know the meaning of the word
acquiescent. No matter how hard we tried, we couldn’t get her to
stop barking when the doorbell rang, or when someone was coming
home late at night, much to the chagrin of the kids

who tried to sneak in late, or should I say early, in the wee
hours of the morning. Comet always gave them away.

The funniest thing I can ever remember Comet doing was once when
we were going camping. We always took her with us but this time we
were traveling to a new campground

COMET BY LUCY FURLONG
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When one thinks of all the spring-time floods they have in the
Red River valley and the basins of the Missouri and Mississippi
Rivers, why is all this surplus water wasted? If they can move oil
and gas by pipelines, why not water? California sorely needs the
precious liquid, so why don’t they

build pipelines to divert potential flood water there to fill up
depleted rivers, lakes and reservoirs? If timed

properly, devastating flood damage could be avoided and

California would be more than happy.

As indicated in the news, ships traveling near the Somali coast
are often boarded and taken over

by pirates. Could this not be avoided if the crews were trained
to resist this effort? But instead of supplying them with guns
(although this could be a back-up measure) why don’t they (the
ship’s owners) simply outfit both sides of their vessels with water
cannons aimed at the points where the pirates seek to board. No
pirates would be able to force their way aboard with tons of water
being poured on them. It would be a way to avoid bloodshed and
those operating the cannons—properly protected of course—would
never run out of ammunition.

IDEAS IN THE “WHY DON’T THEY?” CATEGORY

BY GEORGE HERON

farther away then usual, and Comet was getting to be not a very
good car traveler. One of the kids had to stay home because of a
job, so I decided as there was someone to look after her, we would
leave her home this time. We were all packing, putting things in
the van and getting ready for our tip and Comet, like one of the
kids, raced for “her seat.” But it wasn’t just that, she turned her
head to see what we were doing with a look of pure exhilaration at
the thought of going away as if to say, “I’m

ready so hurry up please and let’s get moving.” I laughed and
laughed when I saw

that and to leave her home after such a show of delight about
the trip

would have been nothing short of cruel.

I remember Tom once saying, “Comet is a nice little pet for the
kids’ growing up years.” Yes, she was that. A

part of the family. Our little Comet.

Visit Our Website: www.homestead.com/heron


	
together, so no reason to stop me from being a little more
interested in George Smith. That’s when I found out his name was
not Smith but Heron. He had just told Marjorie that as a joke when
he first met her. Needless to say, we didn’t think it was as much
of a joke as he did, but we forgave him anyway. We started to dance
with each other almost every dance. George also became involved
with a lot of the other things I did at the Y. We became engaged
after a few months, then we married on June 16, 1949. He was my one
and only and here we are 60 years later still together.

dance, we still hadn’t picked out any one we wanted for
ourselves. One dance I missed and when I

saw Marjorie again at the next dance she told me about this nice
guy she had met at the dance I missed, his name was George Smith;
imagine him having the same last name as her! We laughed

over that one, she said I had to meet him, she would introduce
us at this dance if he came. Well he did come and we met. He became
one of our group. He seemed very nice but I wasn’t sure if Marjorie
was interested in him, so I just danced with him once in a while.
Then I saw that Marjorie and Chuck seemed to be getting

Well here I am again, don’t know if I have written this one
before, but I had a hard time coming up with something to write and
Jan suggested since this was our 60th anniversary I should write on
how George and I met. So here goes. Gladys, Olwen, Marjorie and I
were members Of the Dance Committee at the YWCA. I was the
President of the dance committee. We were at every dance and we had
a group of friends that we hung out with at the dances. I don’t
know if I remember all their names or not, there were a couple of
Bobs, a Chuck, another couple of guys and Marjorie, Gladys Olwen
and me, maybe a couple of other girls that I have forgotten. We
were friends and took turns dancing with each other. We also danced
with others at the

Who’s Behind the Mask?

HOW I MET GEORGE BY OLIVE HERON
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