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The Greenspond Letter — a journal of the bistory of Greenspond
through poetry, prose, photographs, and interviews.

Greenspond is an island situated on the northwest side of
Bonavista Bay. It was first settled over three centuries ago in the
late 1690s, by people from the West. Country of England. Greens-
pond is one of the oldest continuously inhabited outports in
Newfoundland. In 1698 Greenspond was inhabited by 13 men,
women and children. By 1810, the population was 600 and by
1901 the population had risen to 1,726. Greenspond was one of
the major settlements in Newfoundland. It was an important fish-
ing, shipping and commercial centre and was called “The Capital
of the North”.

The Greenspond Letter is published four times a year in Janu-
ary, April, July and October. Subscription rates are $20.00 per
year. Please address all correspondence to:

Linda White
37 Liverpool Avenue
St. John's, Newfoundland

Canada
AlC 3B4
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Letter from the Editor

Welcome to the April 1996 issue of The Greenspond Letter
which I am sorry to say is a little late in coming out. The main
 feature this month is a story by Lockyer Carter recalling his days in
Greenspond, Lockyer wrote his memoirs in 1988 and had it bound
and printed and gave copies to his friends and family. Lockyer has
graciously given The Greenspond Letter permission to reprint parts
of his story here,

The Lions Club in Greenspond is looking for information on
sealing captains from Greenspond. So far I have gathered informa-
tion on the following: Darius Blandford, James Blandford, Alexan-
der Carter, Alfred Burgess, John Dominey, and Augustus Carter, If
any reader knows of other sealing. captains please let me or Eric
Burry know.

- Linda Hayley Bath of Bonavista is-writing a book on the light-..
house and lighthouse keepers of King's Cove. She has gathered some
wonderful information and photographs. David Batterton who lives
in King’s Cove has written.a short paper on the lighthouse for a
school project. According to David, the first lighthouse keeper in
King’s Cove was'James Batterton from Greenspond. James was the
brother of Phillip Batterton who lived in Pond Head and died April
17, 1926 at the age of 85. The first lighthouse in King’s Cove was
built in 1893. And according to The Evening Telegram for that
time period, James Batterton got the job of lighthouse keeper in
King’s Cove through his connections with Darius Blandford, a well-
known Greenspond captain, who had influence with the govern-
ment, When James Batterton moved from Greenspond to King's
Cove he built a small dwelling house near the lighthouse in which to
live. Batterton was the lighthouse keeper until his death in 1902,
The second lighthouse keeper was Philip Batterton, the son of James.
He remained there until August 1933 when he moved to St. John's.
And the third keeper was James Batterton who held the post until
his death in 1955, Would any of the readers of The Greenspond
Letter have any more information on the Battertons? Apparently
Phillip and James Batterton had two sisters. Does anyone know their
names? Did the Battertons come from Greenspond or from another
island up the Bay? What is the connection with Batterton Island,
near Greenspond?

It has been brought to my attention that there was a James B.
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one Salvation Army,

It was all hard work, even to get drinking water. We would catch
rain water off the house for drinking and there were two or three
surface wells on the island with water just used for washing. We also
had to go over to Greenspond for water because they had a water
line running from the reservoir down to the Anglican Church, There
we would get our water from they called the “Dog’s Head”, In the
winter, we had to walk way up to the reservoir, cut a hole in the ice
and get our water that way, If it was a really cold winter, the reser-
voir itself would freeze solid. When this happened, we would take
‘an axe, chop out the ice, and bring it home and melt it. |

Now getting firewood was another chore ... we had to go to the
mainland anywhere from five to twenty miles away to get a boatload
of wood. Sometimes we would have to stay overnight. In the fall
after fishing was over, we would go in the bay with the schooner and
- maybe get enough wood to last the winter. Other times, when the
tickle between the Island and the mainland was frozen over in the
winter, we would leave home before daylight with a sleigh or as we
called it a catamaran, walk five or six miles across ice and land, cut
a few sticks of wood, pull them back on the catamaran, feturning
home between three and four o' clock in the afternoon. Now there
* was coal to be bought, but Father used to say “I don’t like burning
money” and I must say that money was very scarce then.

I can think back now about going to bed during the cold winter
nights ... we had what were called “birch junks”, about eighteen
inches long and six inches in diameter. Mother or Father would put
them in the oven about an hour before bedtime to make them good
and hot. They would then roll them over the sheets. We would get
into the bed and Mother would put blankets and even floor mats on
top of us! This felt so good; but when we woke in the morning it was
just like looking at the stars! The heat from the bed was gone and
the room was cold, This made frost on the nailheads in the ceiling
and they sparkled like stars. The chamber pot would be frozen solid.
We had only one stove located in the kitchen.

Now the next thing is vegetables ... there was little spare land
on Ship Island, however there was land on Newell's Island one quarter
mile away which had plenty of good soil; so we had our gardens
over there. About ten or twelve families lived on Newell's Island and
they had a school as well as a ferry service. So when we wanted to go
over to our gardens, we would go down on the wharf put up a flag,
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