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De dication 

I want to dedicate this book to 
my mother and father, 
husband and children, 

grandchildren and great-grandchildren. 
Without their support and 

involvement, my life would have been 
very diff erent and a lot less interesting.
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Above Circa 1950, Mom and Dad, Garry and I. Most 
pictures we have of Dad will have a fi sh. He lived to fi sh!



T his wonderful little book is the most entertaining and enchanting 
family history I have ever read. It describes the pioneering settle-
ment of the Buckhorn area in Southern Ontario as experienced by 

one family, as seen through the eyes of a spirited young girl.
The author has imbued this book with magic charms, making it an 

adventuresome voyage through a sometimes entertaining, sometimes alarming, 
always fascinating, unfamiliar lost world, almost too fantastic to be real, and 
peopled with as many interesting characters as Alice in Wonderland.

Bill Mckinty, Uncle Ernie, sister Marjorie, Moon, Face and many more are 
almost as unforgettable as Tom Sawyer and Aunt Polly. Little Janet is as enter-
taining a character as Anne of Green Gables.

If you purchase and read this book, you will soon be introduced to a cast of 
tough, smart, resourceful, hard-working and uncomplaining characters.

But this book is more than a story about people. It is also a story about 
the rugged pioneering days of the Buckhorn area: about winters and summers, 
woods and waters, served up with a good dollop of humour. 

    ~ Bob Anthony, author of Novus Mirabilis

Introduction 



Top If you visited and my mother liked 
you, you would leave with a fresh loaf of her 
homemade bread. My brother Garry and I used 
to stick our fi ngers into the bottom of the loaf 
and pull out the fresh hot bread. We would dip 
it in butter. Yum. Yum.

Below Many hours were spent sitting behind 
Dad and Mom, perched upon a pile of wood, 
making our way home with the horses from 
Brown's woodlot.



I Remember, I Remember 
 
Th e memories are tucked away,
In each and every mind.
I think I’ll try to dig around,
And see what I can fi nd.

Th ere’s Mom and Dad all bundled up,
Perched high atop their sleigh.
Th at Min and Fred could pull a load,
For a few oats and a bit of hay.

And there is the smell of homemade bread,
All buttered and in their pans.
We will maybe get a scone or two,
Grab the syrup, wash your hands.

I’m going to get my pencil now,
To write a line or two.
Please stick around if you have time,
I’ll share my thoughts with you.

  ~ Janet Clarkson



2  l   JANET CLARKSON

W hen he was in his fi nal years, he 

would tell me stories about the 

“olden days” and I’d write them 

down. His memories are the basis for most of this 

book. He was a gifted storyteller, with a kindly 

sense of humour. Describing his grandparents as 

living to a ripe old age, he caught himself and 

said, “Eighty-eight is really old, you know… 

unless you’re eight-eight yourself!”

My fi rst memories of this old gentleman 
begin about 65 years ago with my sitting on 
his knee while he combed my very long and 
always tangled hair. You guessed it. He is my 
father – Leslie Hall.

By the time I arrived, he and my mother 
(the former Rennetta Ireland, or “Netti” as 
she was commonly called) had already raised 
their family (Earl and Marjorie), or so they 
thought.

They had chosen to leave Buckhorn, a 
very small village located in Harvey and Smith 

Eighty-eight is reall y old–
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Townships in the County of Peterborough, 
and move back to the old homestead which 
was virtually isolated six months of the year. 
Th ere was no hydro electricity, running water 
or snow ploughs, and the only way in or out 
in the winter was by horse and sleigh. Well, 
after one period of isolation, I arrived the next 
spring.

Th ey returned to Buckhorn while await-
ing this glorious new arrival and shocked the 
community as my mother had neglected to 
tell anyone about me until after the fact.

My Grandmother Hall was none too 
pleased either, as she lived just over the hill 
and thought that she, of all people, should 
have been let in on the news. My Aunt 
Margaret stopped by to visit that morning on 
her way to a council meeting as she had heard 
that Mom was not feeling well. When asked, 
my mother replied: “I have a feeling I will be 
worse before I am better.” On arriving home 

Opposite Th at's me exploring in the garden. 
At our homestead there weren't any blackfl ies, 
unlike in the village of Buckhorn.

Above Garry and I ready to play. I loved that 
skirt and wore it as much as possible!

unless  you ’re eighty-eight!
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were joined by another person. I came to 
know him as my brother, Garry. For a long 
time he allowed me to include him in my 
make-believe world. However, he eventually 
outgrew my baby clothes and little carriage 
and became the typical brother with a mind 
of his own.

During this time I also had another friend 
who I called Joanne. She was invisible to ev-
eryone but Dad and me and she lived behind 
the green chair in the living room. On occa-
sion my sister Marjorie would try to talk me 
out of this imaginary friend and try to get me 
to realize that Joanne wasn’t real. 

I would then get Dad by the hand and 
take him to her corner where he would visit 
right along with me. Of course that made ev-
erything okay when he could see and talk to 
Joanne also. I’m not positive when she arrived, 
but I do know she never really left. I was prob-
ably very lonely and I had been sick much of 
the time, so Joanne helped me to cope with 
both problems.

If I was sick, so was she. However, she 
would always be a little sicker so that I could 

after her meeting Aunt Margaret was told, 
“Oh, there is a new baby over at the Hall’s,” 
and she replied, “Whose?”

That was very typical of my mother 
through-out her life, and upon gaining her 
strength back, we all moved back to the lake – 
and I’m still here.

We lived rather a unique life for those 
times. Because of the remoteness and the road 
conditions, there were very few visitors and 
we spent many hours together.

My father was a story teller and some say 
I have inherited more than that one trait. In 
any case, I spent many hours listening to old 
stories, hearing old songs, and being absolute-
ly enthralled with a lifestyle which has long 
since passed.

At some point, I’m not exactly sure, we 
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Inset photo Mom and Garry with her 
beloved dog Dick and Buster. 

I loved to feed the chickens but was 
terrifi ed of the rooster.

Opposite Th e siding on our house covered 
up the original log home which is occupied 
today by my niece Melissa and her family.
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polish the nursing skills that I had learned 
while in hospital.

In later years, she moved just outside of 
Peterborough, across from the old drive-inn 
theatre. One day while passing her house I 
commented on her and Dad asked me if I 
would like to stop and visit? I quickly replied, 
“Oh, she’s not home today,” and made a point 
of not mentioning her ever again. However, 
I’m sure she is still there.

Occasionally, in my little world, came 
some very confusing visitors. Three people 
would arrive together. One lady with snow 
white hair called Aunt Margaret, a man called 
Bruce, and an older man with a crooked foot 
and a cane, who always smoked a pipe and 
made a strange quacking-like noise followed 
by high pitched laugh. I thought he was my 
father’s dad, when, in fact, he was Dad’s old-
er brother, Ernie. Bruce was Dad’s younger 
brother.

Th en there was a younger man who wasn’t 
around when I was very small, except once 
when I had my picture taken with him in a 
sailor suit. He had been in the Navy in World 
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War II and I guess that explains the tension 
I always felt when the news was on. I would 
have to be quiet then, which was probably 
the only time I had to be quiet. I would run 
into the living room, hide my head under the 
cushions of the chesterfi eld, and envision the 
Iron Curtain with holes cut in it where people 
stuck their heads through so I could take a 
shot at them, but they could then take one 
at me.

When he fi nally came home from the war, 
he would go into the woods and cut wood 
with Dad. I thought he was Dad’s brother. 
Actually, he was my older brother Earl, older 
by some 20 years.

All during this time, we were regularly vis-
ited by a couple who I fi rst remember on their 
wedding day. Everyone was running around 
lost in a snowstorm trying to get pictures tak-
en and I was their fl ower girl.

They were always the same and when 
they visited they always brought us a present. 
Usually it was balloons or sometimes a book. 
Th ese were very special as we received very few 
presents.

We would sit by the window on a Friday 
night and say over and over, “When will Marj 
and Doug get here?”

Mom would always say “watched pots 
never boil” which never made any sense at all. 
Finally I realized that these people were my 
sister and brother-in-law.

I would climb into bed with them in the 
mornings, and in the evening roll Doug off  of 
his favourite couch in the kitchen.

I remember my dad hitching up the 
horses to go up to the corner to pick 
up Marj and Doug as our roads 
were not ploughed. In those 
days you could walk or ski 
anywhere you liked as the 
snow was so crusty and 
deep that the fences were 
completely covered up.

 

Opposite 1948. I used to make mud 
pies in that garden and would convince 
myself they were good to eat.

e
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e 
d
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A s near as I can gather from my sto-
ryteller father, a very old Irishman 
named Bill Mckinty and his son, 

John, fl ed Ireland around 1830. Th ey home-
steaded approximately 300 acres of land 
along the west shore of Buckhorn Lake be-
tween the 12th and 13 Concessions in Harvey 
Township.

My father always claimed that they were 
Scottish, but he remembers as a boy this old 
lad, who would have been his grandfather, 
getting very mad at a fellow he was work-
ing with and chasing him up a tree with an 
axe. After a while he was heard to say, “Come 
down, Paul, I’ll no tooch yee.” He was nearly 
90 years old at the time and on his tombstone 
is inscribed, “from Ireland.” At about the 
same time, a very large number of Catholics 
from Ireland settled in a community not 
far from here which is still nicknamed “Th e 
Holy Land.” Th is is probably why, as a young 
boy, my father thought he was Scottish, as he 
wasn’t Catholic.

Homest eading 

Great-grandmother Annie 
Mckinty. Note her costume.
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In the census book, John Mckinty is list-
ed as being a gentleman upon his arrival in 
Canada but you can be sure it didn’t last very 
long. Th e land was practically covered with 
huge pine trees. These had to be removed 
and in a lot of cases they were just burned. 
Following the initial clearing, a crop of wheat 
and grass seed would be planted using a three 
point drag which bumped and dragged over 
the stones and around the stumps. A crop 
of wheat would be harvested in the fi rst year 
and the grass would become pasture land for 
cattle. 

John Mckinty married Annie Stockdale. 
She was the daughter of the only other home-
steader in the immediate area. Th ey produced 
Annie, Millie, Bruce and Addie. Th ey cleared 
the land and build the homestead which now 
stands. Th e fi rst house which Dad’s grandfa-
ther built was of frame construction. Shortly 
after the completion of this building, a violent 
storm erupted and blew it all over Buckhorn 
Lake, or so the story goes.

After this disaster, he vowed it would 
not be repeated and the following house was 
built of the largest logs which he could fi nd. 
Th ese were all hand-hewn, and many years 
later when a new window was installed, the 
men uncovered logs which had to be cut with 
a chainsaw, some of them 18 to 24 inches 
thick. Sawn lumber was a luxury and John 
Mckinty’s frugal nature came through in the 
interior of the house, as he took advantage 
of what he could get. Boards of more than 
one foot in width covered the liv-
ing room fl oor and the walls 
had some boards four inch-
es wide running parallel, 
while the other walls 
had boards fi ve or six 
inches wide running 
horizontal. Th e kitch-
en floor was made 
of two-inch maple 
boards of a very wide 
thickness and is still in 

onn  Buckhorn Lake
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beautiful shape today. However, the kitchen 
was added on at a later date.

In those times, one could get help from 
the old country just by applying for it. Lizzy 
Walley was one of those girls who ended up 
in a home in Peterborough before she was 
brought to Great Grandmother’s to help with 
the chores. She remained for some time hat-
ing every minute of it. Finally, she devised 

a plan to kill herself by exhaustion, carrying 
water from the well to the house which was 
quite a distance, and apparently she must have 
convinced them of her seriousness, as they re-
turned her to the home.

After John Mckinty had the farm at 
Buckhorn Lake well established, and most of 
his children married off , he moved to Selwyn 
where he built the fi rst schoolhouse. He rented 
the farm to Annie and her husband, Charles 
Hall, and that is how my father, Leslie Hall, 
came to be born here as Annie and Charles 
were his parents.

Millie married Fred Cox and moved to 
Peterborough and Addie married Dryas Hall 
who then became related to my father on both 
sides. Dryas was responsible for some of the 
musical instruction which my father received 
– some of it quite questionable in subject mat-
ter. Around 1904 Dryas held down the job 
of stallion running, and this meant that for 
fi ve days a week he would take a stallion on 
rounds to all the surrounding small towns. He 
would lead him behind a cutter or buggy; the 
stallion provided stud service for all the young 
mares in the territory. Addie would be alone 

Above Dryas Hall and his bride Addy Mckinty.

Right Uncle Bruce Mckinty and Uncle Dryas Hall.




