
villages operate as rural centres. 
 

In conjunction with this exhibition, 
the Society will run our annual     
lecture series from March through 
September. Lectures begin at 7:30 
pm and are $5 or free for members. 
 

March 18 - Taverns & Village Public 
Life by Dr. Julia Roberts 
April 15 - &ÉÎÄÉÎÇ "ÒÏÃËȭÓ $ÅÁÄ 
House by Guy St-Denis 
May 20 - Reciprocal Work Bees by 
Dr. Catharine Wilson 
June 17 - Virgil Night  
July 15 - Historic Mills of St. Davids 
by Robert Miller 
August 19 - Queenston Night 
September 16 - St. Davids Night 
 

Note: For the Virgil, Queenston & 
St. Davids nights, we welcome you 
to bring your stories, memories and 
photos to share with the group. 
 

 NEW EXHIBITION  AND  LECTURE SERIES Schedule of Events 
 

MARCH 18           

Lecture - 7:30 pm 

Taverns & Village 

Public Life 

APRIL 15             

Lecture - 7:30 pm         

CƛƴŘƛƴƎ .ǊƻŎƪΩǎ 

Dead House 

APRIL  22                         

Volunteer               

Apprection Day, 

11:30 am 

MAY 1                 

Village Life  

opens 

MAY 20              

Lecture - 7:30 pm  

Reciprocal Work 

Bees  

The Year of The Villages of Niagara Spring 2010 Newsletter 

Museum Chronicles 

Opening May 1, 2010, the Museum 
presents Village Life , an exhibition 
celebrating the past, present and   
ÆÕÔÕÒÅ ÏÆ .ÉÁÇÁÒÁȭÓ ÖÉÌÌÁÇÅÓȢ   
 

The exhibition will focus on the      
people and events of Virgil, St. 
Davids and Queenston in an attempt 
to gain a of sense of what makes life 
in our smaller communities unique. 
In addition, the exhibition will look 
at areas such as McNab, Homer and 
Glendale, discovering how these     

 

The Second Annual 
Phoenix Dinner was a 
great success in 2009, 
raising over $7000 for the 
Society!  Pictured  are 
Ruth & Terry Boulton, 
and Gary Zanner &     
Marsha Howe posing as 
they arrive. 
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Museum Chronicles 

REMINISCENCES - THE SOUNDS OF NIAGARA by Terry Boulton  

comings and goings of the 
ÔÈÒÅÅ ȰÓÁÎÄ ÓÕÃËÅÒÓȱȟ ÅÁÃÈ ÂÌÁÓÔ 
unique and identifiable.  

In those days, before the       
advent of todayȭÓ ÍÏÄÅÒÎ     
navigational technology, the 
foghorn on River Beach Road 
sounded out for those           
unfortunate enough to find 
themselves lost in fog out on 
the river or lake. This      
mournful bawl droned on all 
day and all night and could be 
heard throughout the town.  

In the summer during the 40ȭÓ 
ÁÎÄ ίΪȭÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÌÉÔÁÒÙ ÈÁÄ Á 
marked presence in town with 
all the tumult that thousands 
of men could bring.  Every 
morning the clarion call of   
Reveille woke the town.  Most 
mornings those who lived on 
Mary Street and Lakeshore 
Road were treated to a         
regimental parade.  A rousing 

band strutted out front; behind 
tramped the soldiers, officers 
yelling out commands along 
the way as they marched to the 
military grounds at the rifle 
range. Town kids stomped 
alongside.  Following behind, 
tanks and half-tracks, cannons 
and transports rumbled.  In the 
late afternoon these hundreds 
of marchers trudged back to 
town and were put to bed in 
the evening by the dulcet     
melody of Taps.  

But the most strident sound of 
the military presence was the 
clatter of gunfire from the 
range.  Most youngsters who 
lived in the area could           
distinguish the single crack of 
303 rifle fire, the staccato of 
Sten guns, the thump of      
heavier artillery.  For long years 
after the closing of Camp       
Niagara, rifle fire continued to 
shatter a peaceful day.   

If windmills and ȰÂÉÒÄ ÂÁÎÇÅÒÓȱȟ 
jet boats and busses, leaf   
blowers and street sweepers are 
the sounds of today, what were 
the sounds of yesterday?  As 
×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ȰÓÍÅÌÌÓȱ ÏÆ ÅÁÒÌÙ       
Niagara written about              
previously, there were also    
distinct sounds of the past. 

One singular, long-forgotten 
sound could be heard at         
the waterfront, was heard         
regularly and was much        
anticipated.  Each summer day, 
a blast from the CayugaȭÓ ÈÏÒÎ  
announced her arrival at       
Niagara.  With that pronounce-
ment, many of the young boys 
who lived and played in the 
dock area would drop what 
they were doing and run to the 
dock.  Here they would dive for 
coins thrown by tourists who 
ÌÉÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÁÔȭÓ ÒÁÉÌȢ  4ÈÅ ÂÏÙÓ 
themselves created a racket as 
they yelled out to those far 
ÁÂÏÖÅ ÔÏ ȰÔÈÒÏ× ÍÏÎÅÙȱȢ  7ÉÔÈ 
another blast from its horn, the 
Cayuga would pull away from 
the dock, head up the river     
to Queenston to take on           
passengers, then turn back 
down the river for another brief 
stop at the Town dock, whistle 
blowing with each arrival and 
departure.  All this would be 
repeated later in the day when 
the Cayuga sailed in on her    
return trip from Toronto.  
Similar bellows announced the 

Town boys swim back to the dock as the Cayuga leaves 
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town.  When there was a fire it 
would call out,  quietening for 
a moment      before re-echoing 
its summons five or six times.  
A brief wail hailed the            
ambulance.  Monday it blew at 
seven in the evening for      
practice.  And every day the 
siren announced noon, always 
two or three minutes out of 
syncopation with the  siren in 
Youngstown.  Now long gone 
and certainly not  lamented is 
the cry of the air raid sirens 

that would rend the silence of 
the town.   

With so many sounds now 
gone, two of the most pleasant 
remain; the clock tower chime 
and the peal of the bells from 
3ÔȢ -ÁÒËȭÓ #ÈÕÒÃÈȢ  !Ó ×ÅÌÌȟ ×Å 
may enjoy today what has     
always been: the hush of an 
early morning, the quiet repose 
of a tranquil evening.  Cherish 
these silences for they are too 
easily missed in our frenetic 
world.  

Bells, whistles and sirens were 
common in town in those days; 
used to mark comings and    
goings, the passage of hours, 
the events of the day. The slow 
clang of its bell announced the 
trainȭÓ ÁÒÒÉÖÁÌ ÉÎ ÔÏ×Î ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 
corner of King and John Streets 
ÆÒÏÍ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÔ ȰÃÈÕÆÆÅÄȱ ÉÔÓ    
way into town, bell slowly            
signalling.  Down to the water-
front it went, then clanged its 
way back up King and out of 
town.  4ÈÅ ȰÄÉÎÇ-ÄÉÎÇȱ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
ÁÉÒ ÈÏÓÅ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÁÔ 7ÉÌÓÏÎȭÓ 
Garage throughout the day as 
cars drove in and out for gas 
(or kids ran over it on their 
bikes). 

At ShepherdȭÓ "ÏÁÔ 7ÏÒËÓȟ ÔÏ 
mark the beginning of the work 
day, break time and the end of 
shifts a strident bell clamoured 
above the cacophonous        
machinery. A whistle shriek 
served the same purpose at the 
canning factory, the present 
day Pillar and Post.  

First found on the fire hose 
tower behind the Court House 
(which burned down in 1953) 
and then behind the fire hall 
on Queen Street, the fire siren 
summoned the men of the 

The sandsucker, Cadwell, working too close to shore,  
hit a rock? and sank.  That day the whistle really blew!  

7ÉÌÓÏÎȭÓ ÇÁÒÁÇÅ ×ÉÔÈ .ÉÁÇÁÒÁ (ÏÍÅ "ÁËÅÒÙ ÔÏ ÉÔÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ 
 

Fire hose tower behind the court house 

Fire hose tower  
burning  


