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Long Before TV 

 

by Bob Grylls 

[Whitewater Historical Society Writing Competition Feb 2010] 

 

A long time ago, before the advent of TV, electricity or decent clothes, in 1834 to 

be precise, a group of six families made their way to the former Westmeath Township 

and settled in for the long haul.  

These earliest settlers faced all sorts of perils in getting there. They may have 

journeyed by canoe, horseback or walking to begin a new life in the Westmeath 

Peninsula. They had to contend with ruts in the Indian trails, and the irksome bugs and 

insects. Once they arrived, did they have time for gazing at the stars or having a family 

picnic? Not likely! 

They had the sparsest of resources. Everyone had to pitch in to build shelters, 

primarily a primitive log house, barely large enough to accommodate the family. There 

were gardens to dig and planting to do for growing vegetables. Life was not a piece of 

cake back then, no central heating, comfortable beds or videos. 

Genealogy showed that one of these men was my great-great-great-great 

grandfather, George Washington Tucker. With that compelling name, it’s no wonder 

they named their new Hamlet Tuckerville or Tuckerstown after him, at least in the 

beginning.  

George Washington was up in years when he arrived, bringing most of his family 

with him and he died at a modest age. His eldest son, George Rex, then took over the 

family reins. Being of the second generation, he had time to build a more permanent 

house, in his case one that stood for years until I was into my teens, and was located 

only about 500 yards from where I live today,(Corner of Westmeath Rd. and Grace St.)  

The townspeople even had time to build a school for the youngsters. George Rex 

was part of the hiring team that brought in the first schoolteacher, Rachel Stone from 

Brockville. George Rex must have had a little time for romance because he wooed Miss 

Stone and later they married.  
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I should be proud of George Rex but in a way, I’m not.    Due to an unfortunate 

happening, he has embarrassed those of us who followed in his lineage. The poor guy 

was such a klutz that he fell off his horse, landed on his head and killed himself. At 48 

years of age, you would think he would have been more careful. How do I feel when 

someone shouts to me, “Your grandfather should have been driving a car”? To be killed 

behind the wheel sounds a lot more heroic than sliding off a horse. A local Historian 

explained about all the men back then whose lives were lost from a fall or a kick from a 

horse. I still couldn’t give George Rex clemency.  

Next to come was George Augustus Tucker, my great-great grandfather. I liked 

his name. It reminded me of a Roman General. He lived until the age of 63 and never 

had a problem with horses. I think of him as my favourite grandfather. 

 

 

 

 


