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The iconic sampler 

My cousin Marjorie (Garrett) Cerezin raised a hand and scoped the air towards her.  She 
led me into her living room and pointed to the wall. “It’s a sampler made by your great-
great grandmother. At 15.”  
 
My jaw dropped. “Incredible! A treasure!” I exclaimed. As my eyes studied the detail and 
the final line: Ann George. April 17 1832.1 
 
Over the last 40 years I’ve often wondered about our precious heirloom. Did it help my 
ancestor learn to read and write? With its religious message was it produced in a church? 
In a Sunday school, where people of Ann's status learned the three R’s in the 1830’s.2  
 
The date on Ann’s sampler is a Tuesday, five days before Easter in 1832, the Tuesday 
before Easter is not a significant day on the religious calendar; and it’s likely Ann 
completed her handiwork on that day. Chances are Ann’s parent’s hung the sampler in 
their home and four generations later Ann’s family continues to admire her handiwork.  
 
Here is the text. Note the longing to speak directly with God. 
 

 Sampler crafted by Ann George in 1832 

 
A HYMN 
I love the window of thy grace 
Through which my Lord is seen 
And long to meet my saviour’s face 
Without a glass between 
Oh that the happy hour were come 
To change my faith to sight 
I shall behold my Lord at home 
In a diviner light 
Haste my beloved and remove 
These interposing days 
Then shall my passion all be love  
And all my powers be praise 

Ann George 
April 17 1832 
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Isaac Watts 1674-1748) 

A year or two after Marjorie’s revelation, I showed a picture of the sampler to my 
grandmother Eva (Garrett) Cox. “Hung in my mother’s kitchen, on the east wall.” 
Grandma smiled. “Stitched as my Grandmother Ann sat by the bedside of her dying 
sister.” Gran peered over her glasses. Her clear blue eyes invited me to believe her story, 
and I did, at first. The text reads like a preparation for death in lines such as:  
 
“Oh that the happy hour were come  
To change my faith to sight 
I shall behold my Lord at home” 
 
For anyone meeting the grim reaper soon, the words of the sampler would help to assuage 
fears. In that sense Gran’s bedside stitching story seems plausible. However in a later 
chapter, “1870: The Garrett Emigration”, we learn that Gran’s rendition of other family 
facts is not supported by hard core birth-marriage-death data. To settle the matter, I spent 
several hours searching online in British and Wales data to uncover clues about Ann 
George’s family. I tried in vain to discover their names, where they lived, and when they 
died. My hope is that one day; a forensic genealogist will discover more information 
about Ann’s family and determine if Ann George had a sister who died in 1832. 

The graceful hymn 

The text of the sampler also raises questions. Did Ann compose it? Or if it’s a formal 
hymn, which one is it? Who wrote it? When? Where was it sung? Several Web searches 
last year revealed nothing about the text. I was frustrated.  
 
Astonishingly, tonight using the Internet search engine Google 
I discovered that Ann’s hymn is called “Windows of Thy 
Grace”. Isaac Watts wrote it. He was a poet, theologian and 
logician, and Watts was the author of some 750 hymns. Many 
of his creations remain in active use today. Chances are you 
have sung Watt’s “Joy to the World!” 
 
 
“In a subtle way Windows of Thy Grace” has the same positive 
energy of “Joy to the World”. Bliss flows from knowing that 

God is accessible face to face. 
“Windows of Thy Grace” is hymn 
#478 of the Gadsby Hymnal 
published in 1814. The Gadsby 
Hymnal was used in the non-conformist Methodist and Baptist 
churches. 
 
We know that Stephen Harding, Ann’s future husband, lived in 
Hope Place in Bristol England with his parents and it’s possible 
that Ann lived there too. There is a very old church in Hope 
Place called Hope Chapel. In the 1830s teens like Ann and Hope Chapel 
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Stephen went to Sunday school to learn to read and write—
and young girls to learned stitching. 
 
My intuition tells me that Ann made her sampler at Sunday 
school in Hope Chapel under the watchful eye of the 
minister’s wife’s. This conclusion arises from my meditative 
stroll in Hope Place in 2008. My sixth sense tells me 
Stephen and Ann courted in Hope Place. In 2008 I felt their 
presence as I walked the paths. As I stood outside the church 
my inner voice whispered that Ann stitched the sampler 
behind the locked door.3 
 
In 2007 the Red Mountain Church recorded “Windows of 
thy Grace”. I’m listening to its simple melody as I write. The 
music transports me to 1832 and in my mind’s eye I see Ann 
completing the intricate male and female figures on the top 
right of her sampler and giggling.  
 
Did Ann understand what she was stitching, or was she 
doing what she was told by her teacher? Did she have time 
for spiritual matters or was her life devoted to surviving, one 

day at a time, with no time for reflection? She married when she was 21. At the time one 
could not marry until finishing an apprenticeship and for women, apprenticeships lasted 
until age 21. If she was in an apprenticeship, perhaps as a dressmaker, and working long 
hours there would be very little time for matters of spirit. Sunday and Sunday School 
might have been her only respite from an arduous life. Then she had time to read her 
Bible and reflect on spiritual matters.4  

Ann George and Stephen Harding 

In the 1830s the George and Harding families lived in Bristol, the closest large centre to 
where they had lived prior: the George family in Wales, Glamorgan and the Hardings in 
Hindon, Wiltshire. We don’t know for sure what brought the two families to Bristol. We 
do know, however, that the population of Bristol expanded from some 72,000 to around 
166,000 between 1801 and 1851.5 The fathers of Ann and Stephen were tillers so we can 
speculate they found work in Bristol building and repairing roofs. And maybe Ann and 
Stephen met through their fathers. 

History books give an inkling of another reason why the Hardings moved from Hindon to 
Bristol. A John Harding6, possibly Stephen Harding’s uncle John (born on November 25, 
1798) was killed near Hindon in November 1830 during a famous agrarian riots that 
engulfed most of England. I will examine the riots and other violence that shaped 
Stephen Harding’s journey in the chapter, “1866: Stephen Harding”.  

Ann and Stephen married in Bristol England in1838. Stephen worked in the harbour, as a 
porter. The Harding’s first daughter Elizabeth was born December 17 1839, as listed in 

View along a path where 
Ann and Stephen might 
have walked in 1838 
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the family Bible. Stephen and Ann do not appear in the Bristol Directory for 1840. And 
their son William was born in Cleveland Ohio in 1841. So we can assume they 
immigrated to Cleveland in 1840. No further mention is made of daughter Elizabeth. 
Except, an Elizabeth Harding, not married and a dressmaker born in 1839 appears in the 
English Census of 1881. Did Ann and Stephen leave their first-born in England when 
they immigrated to North America? It looks that way. 
 
Why would they leave a baby behind? Had they heard that youngsters often died aboard 
sailing ships during long voyages to America, Australia and Canada in the 1840’s? Had 
Stephen who worked in the shipyard heard that babies were cast into the sea when they 
died aboard ship?  
 
We can speculate why they emigrated. Shipping in Bristol was on the downturn. Extra 
dues were added to pay for Bristol’s new Floating Harbour. Increasingly ships were 
docking at Liverpool and Glasgow where it was cheaper and more convenient. 7 There 
was certainly less work for porters in Bristol and in that case Stephen may have been 
unemployed or facing possible unemployment. 

The Harding’s arrival in 
Cleveland corresponds with a 
period in which the Erie 
Canal—completed in 1833—
had made Ohio one of the most 
prosperous American states. The 
United States was experiencing 
a labour shortage and it’s 
conceivable that Stephen 
worked as a porter on the 
western extremity of the canal. 
Was he recruited in England? 
Did he receive free passage 
from England while he worked 
as a porter aboard ship? Did 
Ann receive free passage as 
payment for taking care of the 
children of first class 
passengers, as was a custom at 
the time?  
 
Ann gave birth to their first son 
William a week and a bit before 
Christmas in 1841. The next few 
lines in the Harding Bible, 
pictured here spell tragedy. One 

daughter died in Cleveland and two succumbed, in 1846 and 1848, in Toronto. I suspect 
that the ten or so years the Hardings spent in cholera-ridden Cleveland and rough and 
tumble Toronto were the most difficult years in Ann George’s life.  

Page from Harding Bible showing deaths of daughters in 
1844, 1846 and 1848 
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The Hardings in Canada 

Stephen Harding and his young family appear in a street directory in Toronto for 1846-7, 
living at the corner of Sayer and Agnes Street8, now called Chestnut and Dundas and the 
location of the Eon Restaurant.9  
 
Toronto was a violent place in the 1840’s and 1850’s10 and not a good place to raise 
children. William turned nine in 1850 and Ann bore her fourth daughter, Maria that year. 
Frequent fights and riots erupted between the Irish Protestants and Catholics. The police 
were ineffective. It’s not clear how much violence the Hardings experienced first hand 
but we do know that a famous rape case11 occurred in their neighbourhood a few years 
after they left.  
 
Stephen toiled as a labourer, perhaps in a brickyard. The family left Toronto and Stephen 
started his own brickyard with Stephen Curtis west of Peterborough. Ann, Stephen and 
their two children appear on the Cavan assessment role for 1855. Cavan, like Toronto is 
famous for the conflict between Irish Protestants and Catholics. Next the Harding family 
moved to Douro Township East of Peterborough. They were living there on September 
24, 1856 when daughter Emma Anne was born. They officially acquired 100 acres on 
August 1, 1859, a grant from the Crown.  Ann was now 42. Stephen was 44 and William 
18. It seems that the Hardings were property owners for the first time and undertaking 
farming, with little prior knowledge on a thin layer of soil overlying limestone. It is likely 
their property was a failed bush farm, granted in 1831 by the Crown to William Pye, a 
veteran of the War of 1812. Our chapter, “1866: Stephen Harding” will provide insight 
into what drove Ann and Stephen take become subsistence farmers after they were 40. 
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England and Wales for a first had view 

I flew to England at the end of April, 200812 and researched Ann 
and Stephen in Bristol and Ann in Wales. I got a sense of Ann and 
Stephen’s life while meandering through Hope Place, sailing in the 
port where Stephen worked, and regaling in the Parish Church of 
St. Paul where the Hardings were married, now a circus school. I 
chatted with performers as they swung among pillars and 
memorials dating from Ann and Stephen’s wedding on December 
23, 1838. The performers did not use a safety net, much as Ann 
and Stephen never had a safety net in there lives. You can see from 
the picture why the church is nicknamed “The Wedding cake 
Church”. As I took the picture amongst chestnut trees, pungent 
blossoms titillated my nose.   
 
After pending two days visiting Bristol, I started my bus trip to the 
birthplace of Ann George. Everything went fine from Bristol, to 
Swansea, Wales. However, throughout my adventure in Wales I 
often had a sense of advancing one step forward and recoiling one 
step back as I struggled to trace the story of Ann George.  

 
The back roads in Wales leading to my accommodation were at times treacherous, and 
holding on tight in my bus I feared for my life on some single-lane stretches. I was 
suffering from a severe cold and I was grumpy and feeling somewhat pessimistic about 
my prospects of finding what I was seeking. Descending from my bus in Llangennith I 
felt peace rush through my body. I had made arrangements to spend four days here13 as 
Llangennith offered the closest accommodation to Llanddewi where Ann George was 
baptised in 1817.  
 
Llangennith is Welsh for Church of St Cenydd and legend tells us that St. Cenydd was 
born in the sixth century with a withered leg, cast adrift in a basket, rescued by gulls and 
reared by angels. He founded St. Cenydd's, on a hill about a mile from the sea, 
surrounded by hills, sheep and today— my B&B and athletic surfers.  
 
PJ’s Surf Shop14 forms the town core with the 
weathered church, the pub and my 
accommodation. Being on a spiritual quest I 
had chosen to stay at a B&B carved out of a 
former 6th century monastery. The view from 
my windows offered a vista of verdant fields, 
flocks of sheep and miles of blue sky. As I 
swung open my windows, fresh sea air 
caressed my lips. The delicate music of sheep 
bells entranced me. And blue sky drew my 
gaze upward—my earthly version of meeting 
God without a glass between. 

Ann and Stephen 
Harding were 
married here 

The view of the church at Llangennith taken from 
the front door of my B&B 



 Draft chapter of a memoir by Brooke Broadbent 
January 27, 2009  brooke.broadbent@gmail.com 
 

Page 7 of 18 
 

 
The pastoral setting of my B&B nestled into the Gower Peninsula erased thoughts of my 
poor health. My heart sang in the midst of this beauty, as I contemplated the next stage of 
my pilgrimage. 
 
I had made my reservation over the phone from Canada and as we talked I sensed a smile 
in the voice of my hosts, Victoria, as I nattered about visit the church where my great-
great grandmother was christened.  On arrival Victoria led me to my room where a large 
bookshelf lined one wall. It was provisioned with inspiring novels revealing rural life in 
the time of Ann George with evocative passages from Harding, Eliot, Dickens, and Emily 
Brontë.  
 
Later that day, Victoria led me to her study. She pointed to several copies of the same 
pocketbook and proudly proclaimed, “when they were choosing a picture of James Bond 
for the cover of Ian Fleming’s first novel, they chose my father who worked for the 
publishing house.” Judging from the cover, her father’s striking good looks made him a 
good choice.  
 
Destiny had guided me to the land of history, beauty and authors. Right where I wanted 
to be. 

Preparing for Llanddewi 

Hiking through fields to visit an ancestral church appealed to my sense of adventure. 
Eager to stake out the trail for my trek and curious about what lay ahead the next day, I 
borrowed a map from Victoria and set out to reconnoitre my route. To my initial delight, 
the path meandered through fields and I clambered over ancient stone fences using a 
series of sometimes wobbly step-like stiles. The trail was marked with hard to locate 
yellow markers and there was no evidence that anyone had passed here in the last few 
months or maybe years. No footprints in the freshly ploughed fields. No worn paths in 
the grass. No rubbish. Nothing. Or so I thought.  
 
I descended into another field from the last step of a stile and noticed several oxen-sized 
steers. My solitary rambling came to an abrupt halt; when a bug-eyed bovine attempted to 
engage me in his version of Welsh rodeo. There was an engaging puppy-like quality 
about his demeanour but I did not wait around to experience his version of puppy love. 
There is something very unappealing about being gored to death by undulating ungulate 
while on a spiritual quest.  
 
Fear raced through my body as my new Smart-car-sized ‘friend’ galloped towards me. I 
considered using my metal walking pole to poke out his golf-ball size eyes—for a 
nanosecond—but reason prevailed over my bullfighter instinct. I chose flight over fight, 
and unlike Hercules who wrestled the Cretean bull on his pilgrimage—I cowered on 
mine.  
 
As I composed my self and my scarlet face drained, the sweet fragrance of bluebells 
wafting from a nearby stream awakened my photographer alter ego. I set up my tripod, 
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adjusted my zoom lens and captured bluebells with a stream in the background forming a 
night-like background. Further along a large area of primroses caught my eye and I took 
more shots.   
 
As I turned towards Llangennith, my B&B and the Kings Head Pub came into view 
illuminated by the setting sun. In a few minutes I was engulfed by a community of 
sunburned surfers. I ordered a “take away” cheddar sandwich and managed to eat half of 
it while quaffing a full pint of local brew.  

My trek 

The next morning Victoria served her guests a typical British B&B breakfast of tea, 
grapefruit slices, eggs and cold toast. My neighbour, a mystery writer, ate, or as he said 
“ete’ vegetables provided by the B&B which he ‘enhanced’ with his private assortment 
of greens from his large cooler. To my timid questions, he responded “baeck ome” he 
harvests various delicacies along the road and lives on them. Plantain, dandelion and wild 
garlic were high on John’s list. 
 
Later I learned that John shared dietary preferences with my ancestors. For rural folks 
like Ann George ate wild plants such as nettles, dandelion, lung Wort, liverwort and 
purslane. However, unlike my tablemate, my ancestors would have cooked their wild 
greens. Once again events in the course of my journey were conspiring to teach me about 
my past. 
 
I bid good morning to John and set out for Llanddewi, which by now I was risking to 
pronounce with a first syllable “gle” sound—self-consciously I’ll admit. Map tucked into 
my pack, camera batteries charged and my soul primed for discovery, I made my way 
carefully keeping my eyes peeled for four-legged enemies. And there were many. I 
avoided all fields with cattle, even if the trail led through those fields. After more than 
three hours of staying clear of my four-legged enemies and thus losing sight of the 
marked trail, on an outing that I was told would take just two hours in total, I was getting 
worried that I’d never set eyes on Llanddewi. My map showed a road leading to my 
objective. I left the fields, found a famer’s lane and followed it to a road leading to my 

Bluebells 

Primroses 
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destination. I quickly realized that two cars and a hiker are beyond the capacity of a two 
chariot-width road—especially when it’s lined with brambles. I had not foreseen that my 
pilgrimage in Wales would resemble the life-or-death struggle of medieval pilgrimage. 
Fortunately, like most pilgrims in medieval times, I prevailed, discovering in the process 
that a biped in a BMW is a more reasonable foe than last night’s curious quadruped.  
 
My imagination raced ahead while my body plodded along the old road. To my left fields 
rose five feet above the road ahead. Realizing I was on what people call a “sunken road” 
and recalling how they were created, images of my ancestors appeared herding their 
flocks. Clods of sodden roadway stuck to hoofs and catapult in a never-ending barrage of 
grape-shot like mud balls—eroding the path, over centuries. Coming back to the present, 
gratitude surged in my soul. For God’s grandeur, curiosity, and my robust health  

Emotional encounter in Llanddewi 

In about thirty minutes my destination appeared on the horizon. Llanddewi, which in 
Welsh means Church of David, is well-named—the village consist of the church and not 
much more. And what a joy! The picture below captures my first view of the Tom 
Thumb church where matriarch Ann was baptised close to 200 years ago.  
 
My heart pounding, my eyes pondered the eerie meeting of past and present. Close by a 
sleek filly pranced, Black Beauty-like. Behind her a spooky ash evoked Wuthering 
Heights. And further still, my quest, a 14th century house of God, guarded the 
countryside, like a miniature Knight’s Templar fortress on the Camino de Santiago.  

 

The church where Ann (George) Harding was christened in 1817 viewed from the east 
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As I made my way towards the House of God, where my ancestors probably worshiped 
for seven hundred years, a forest of headstone caught my attention. Scanning the 
weathered markers I noticed the name Thomas on several tombstones, possibly kin of 
Ann George’s mother, Be Ynon (Thomas) George. And my ancestors, too, come to think 
of it. 
 
A few feet from the graveyard, cattle grazed, providing, a full barnyard experience, much 
like the first real-life crèche scene St Francis created almost 800 years ago. The heifers 
lined up and gawked at me in a welcoming manner. They seemed to smile for their photo.  
 
Given the derelict appearance of the chapel-sized church, I expected it to be closed to the 
public. Nevertheless I tried the door. Locked. I knew it. “Damned vandals.” I groused. 
“They ruin it for everyone. I’ve come so far.” 

 
Quelling my regret with the excuse that there was probably nothing to see anyway, I 
contemplated my next move. It was close to two o’clock.  My mouth contracted and I 
swallowed the saliva pooling on my tongue as I contemplated yeasty homemade bread 
smothered with unctuous butter and stuffed with well-aged cheddar cheese—the 
remainder of last night’s pub sandwich stored in my backpack. 

Cattle beside the Church of St David in Llanddewi, Wales, viewed from the west 
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Strange happenings 

As I rested my posterior on a wooden bench, my head turned involuntarily towards the 
sea. A zephyr caressed my face. I loosened my hiking boots, wiggled my toes and 
relaxed. My imagination conjured up images of April 7, 1817—of stocky stallions, black 
buggies, flowing frocks, scurrying feet and quickly-erupting smiles. “Bore da!” Good 
day, greeted Be Ynon George while snuggling Ann to her bosom in a soft blanket. The 
erect mother rhythmically dipped her torso to allow parishioners to peek at her infant. 
Father George stood by and smiled to himself “Mil Harddach Wyt”, my beautiful baby. 
Friends grinned and whispered to him “balch tad”, proud father. 
 
A faint metal-on-metal screech interrupted my meditation. Turning towards the intrusion, 
my eyes widened at the sight of the heavy church-door—now opened a few inches.   
 
“Hello,” I shouted. No answer.  “May I come in?” Again. Silence. 
 
I rose to my feet, took thee steps and pressed against the ancient door. 
 
“Hello,” I hollered while peering inside the church.  Still no answer. 
 
Did the breeze open the door I wondered, or something else?  
 

Alter viewed from back of church with chairs on right 
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Once inside the calming energy settled in my chest. Rustic benches welcomed me and 
some 50 guests. A narrow scarlet carpet led to a Sunday-shirt white alter. Everything, the 
simplicity, the order and the energy invited me home, to my great-great grandmother’s 
christening.  
 
I eased forward. About six feet from the alter a simple wooden chair brushed my right 
leg. Electricity surged through my body. I felt my great-great-great grandparents sitting 
inches away—caressing their infant.  
 
My hand caressed the back of their worn chair. My finger tips warmed. 
 
On my knees now, my heart filled with gratitude. For the loves of the people who 
gathered here 170 years ago. Their intrepid spirits. Their courage. Their simple lives. The 
roots of my life. And I felt grateful for the lives of Ann’s progeny. Lives filled with 
struggle, war and joy.  
 
Everything went still. My eyes followed the four walls of the church, studying the small 
windows, commemorative plaques, and the mammoth, out-of-place safe in the back. A 
small brochure beckoned from the bench beside me. Incredibly it was a prayer for 
pilgrims. I started reading to myself and felt compelled to speak aloud, here among my 
ancestors. I started over. My voice resonated in my miniature chapel.  

 
I finished the prayer. Closed my eyes.  My 
feet felt grounded. I sat. Silent. Grateful. 
Leaving the chapel I made a final 
unsuccessful inspection of the door to 
determine why it opened. There was no 
clue.  
 
The return trip to my B&B went smoothly. 
I did not consult my map, found the trail 
immediately. And instead of four-legged 
foes, my path was graced by sweet lambs 
that ran bleating for their ewes as I 
approached. I came to a well-established 
path and confidently turned left. I followed 

the path to a road and my inner voice said that I must turn left again. A car pulled up. The 
driver and I chatted like old friends. He told me he had recently been to Lindsay Ontario, 
the birthplace of my father and Port Hope, where I was born. More coincidences?  

Church viewed from the front alter 
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Ann’s final days 

 In the summer of 2008 Jerry Harding gave me this 
picture of Anne George, the only picture my 
family has of our Welsh matriarch. With her raised 
eyebrows and cocked head, Ann seems to be 
mesmerized by the camera, wondering how it 
works. Her deep-set eyes and intense stare 
highlight her patience. Ann is wearing mourning 
clothes and I suspect the picture was taken to 
capture the wonderful handiwork of her outfit, no 
doubt her creation.   
 
Ann is probably grieving the death of her two year 
old grandson Walter, the child of daughter Emma, 
who died on October 6 1890. By 1890, Ann and 
Stephen have been “retired” for five years after the 
legal transfer of their farm to son George who also 
has a farm directly east of his parents, across the 
Township boundary in Dummer.  

 
Ann and Stephen are surrounded by their eleven pre-teen grandchildren on two adjacent 
farms. Son George and his wife Jane (Tigue) have seven young children. Daughter Emma 
and husband Sidney Garrett living on the farm directly north of Ann and Stephen have 
four young boys by 1890. A few lots south, son William and wife Elizabeth (Batten) are 
raising four older children. 15 
 

Ann (George) Harding undated 
 

Sheep and the Atlantic Ocean near my B&B 
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In 1890 Ann and Stephen still live in their log home, which later was sold to become a 
cottage on Clear Lake and they have retained two acres for their garden. As the bill of 
sale for their 100 acre farm reveals, son George keeps a cow for them “in summer and 
winter” and allows his parents to “take off their firewood.” George pays his parents $50 a 
year on January 1st.  
 
In 1891 Ann turned seventy-four. She helps her children on adjacent farms; I suspect she 
also studies her Bible. In February 1891 Ann came down with a serious kidney infection. 
Dr. Couch said nothing could be done.  
 
I imagine Ann lying in her bed. She asks Stephen to bring her the cherished sampler. Ann 
holds it with both hands. The male and female characters in the upper right corner catch 
her eye. She smiles. A tear rolls down her cheek. Memories flood her heart. Bristol. 
Cleveland. Toronto. Cavan. Births. Deaths. Happy times. Sad times. She turns to her man 
of fifty-three years raises an eyebrow and he know what she is feeling.  
 
Stephen takes the sampler and reads slowly.  “I love the window of thy grace. Through 
which my Lord is seen. And long to meet my saviour’s face. Without a glass between.” 
 
Stephen looks up, smiles and continues. “Oh that the happy hour were come. To change 
my faith to sight. I shall behold my Lord at home. In a diviner light. Haste my beloved 
and remove. These interposing days. Then shall my passion all be love. And all my 
powers be praise.” 
 
Ann looks into Stephen’s eyes. Sighs. And caresses her hands.  
 
Ann died on March 4, 1891. Her grandson died a week later. Both Ann and Frederick 
were buried a few days before Easter which occurred on March 29 in1891.  
 
We can imagine that Easter Lilies adorned the church for the two funerals. It’s easy to 
believe that for the rest of her life Easter Lilies dredged up unhappy memories for Emma 
Garrett, who gave birth, and in a few days lost her son and mother, a few days before 
Easter. Is this sad memory lodged in my family’s DNA? Emma Harding’s granddaughter, 
my 92 year-old mothers, has often told me “Easter Lilies are not my favourite flower.” I 
share my mother’s sentiments about Easter Lilies. I find their fragrance unpleasant.  

What did we inherit from Ann? 

Gerry Harding’s genealogy of the Harding clan documents over 4,000 Canadian 
descendents from Ann. What did she pass along to her progeny? For some it may be 
Ann’s resolve, the spirit that led her to overcome the sadness she faced when leaving tiny 
Eliza behind in Bristol. Others may have inherited Ann George’s sense of adventure, the 
beacon leading her from Bristol to Cleveland, and then to Toronto, Cavan and her pioneer 
farm in Douro Township. And some of us, I suspect, inherited Ann’s spiritual values, the 
faith of the 15 year old that crafted her sampler in Bristol, prayed in the Methodist 
Church in Warsaw and led daughter Emma to Christian Science.  
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We can’t say with certainty what Ann George gave us. Each of us has many ancestors. 
We can’t know what one individual ancestor passed to us. However we can be certain 
that Ann and Stephen have passed their DNA to 4,000 Canadians. And certain elements 
of DNA do not change. For example research in England has determined that Adrian 
Targett, a school teacher in Cheddar England is a descendant of “Cheddar Man”, a 9,000 
year-old skeleton uncovered in a local cave.  
 
Genealogists today are using DNA to trace “deep” roots. For the price of a nice meal for 
two, a laboratory working with National Geographic and IBM will analyze a swab of 
your mouth and provide information about your “deep” ancestral roots. National 
Geographic claims that close to 200,000 people have participated in their project. If I 
were to swab my mouth and send the sample to this project I would learn about the path 
my ancestors took from earliest times in Africa 60,000 years ago—but I won’t learn 
much about Ann George.  
 
However DNA analysis is evolving and in the future DNA testing could open up new 
sources of information for rewriting the story of Ann George. Maybe there is a parallel 
between the use of the Internet and DNA for genealogy. Using the Internet I search, find 
and download census data about my ancestors—in seconds. Precise genealogical 
information instantaneously. Even though the Internet has been around for several years, 
it’s only in the last few years that it provides instant genealogical data. Will DNA 
research also evolve and revolutionize genealogy by providing instant genetic 
information about our ancestors in seconds? 
 
DNA research may one day answer some intriguing questions about Ann George. Her 
mother’s maiden name was Thomas, Sarah Thomas. Does this mean that Ann and her 
family are related to Dylan Thomas the famous Welsh poet? If we find a hair or other 
DNA bearing matter on Ann’s sampler will an analysis of it compared to the DNA on the 
pipe of Dylan Thomas prove that Dylan and Ann are related?  
 
Or will a curious soul be able one day to compare the DNA in a hair from the top hat of 
David Lloyd George to the DNA of my family members and tell us that Ann and her 
offspring are related to the Prime Minister of England during and after The First World 
War? 
 
Is my family related to two of Wale’s most famous sons? I hope so! Knowing they have 
illustrious ancestors will give future generations of my family a sense of the wonderful 
DNA we have inherited and as a result, an idea of the huge possibilities life holds for us. 
 
And if we learn we are not related to Dylan Thomas and Lloyd George, that’s fine, too. 
For there is plenty to learn from the life of Ann George. It illustrates how every step we 
take on our journey contributes to the well-being of future generations. 
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Lineage from Ann George to the author (1817-2008) 

Ann George 

1817-1891 

Stephen 
Harding 

1815-1892 

Married 1838 
9 children, 3 in a 
row die at birth, 1 
left in England. 

Emma 
Harding 

1858-1934 

Sidney 
Garrett 

1852-1936 

Married 1880 
11 children, 1 dies 
at birth, 1 at 2. 

Eva Garrett 

1896-1987 

Thomas Cox 

1895-1960 

Married 1916 
9 children, 1 dies 
at 2. 

Eliza Clacey 

1818-1896 

Joseph 
Garrett 

1813-1894 

Married 1840 
11 children, 
none died young 

? Die young 

Emma Cox  

1916- 

Russell  
Broadbent 

1914-1981 

Married 1935 
3 children 

Brooke 
Broadbent 

1945-
present 
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1
. The word sampler is derived from the Latin ‘exemplum’ - an example. In the Middle Ages women 

created their embroidery “job-aid” on a band of cloth, as an example or a model they could consult and 
replicated later. As Marshall McLuhan taught us to see, the technology of one period becomes the art of 
another and Ann’s sampler is not a series of templates, it’s an ornate record of a teenager’s stitching skills, 
replete with embroidery, cross-stitching and in the upper right corner miniature figures, her mother and 
father perhaps, or Ann and her future husband.  
 
2 Public schools were a generation away and not mandatory for almost two generations. 
3 Solid facts support my intuition about the sampler being crafted in Hope Place. In the 
Bristol area, the Society for the Promotion of Christian Knowledge had set up nearly 
2000 charity schools by 1741. And other groups followed suite. There was the Clifton 
Congregational school at Hope Chapel and I suspect that Ann learned her three R’s and 
cross-stitched her sampler there.  
 
4 We have first-hand evidence that Ann’s youngest daughter Emma (Harding) Garrett 
was pious. My mother has told me several times that when she visited the home of Emma 
Harding, her grandmother the entire family participated in a Christian Science scripture 
reading before every meal. Did Emma (Harding) Garrett inherit her piety from her 
mother Ann (George) Harding? Perhaps. As I ponder the links between generations, a 
warm sensation envelops my heart. And my intuition tells me I’m stirred by the same 
spiritual longings as Ann George and Emma Harding.  
 
5 http://fishponds.org.uk/brisecon.html 
6 http://www.burbage-wiltshire.co.uk/historic/swing.html 
7 http://fishponds.org.uk/brisecon.html 
8 http://books.google.ca/books?id=ttEOAAAAYAAJ&pg=RA1-PA424&lpg=RA1-
PA424&dq=Sayer+and+Agnes+Toronto&source=web&ots=K3UG5Wj3Ge&sig=jPVkLnB06UAb8wI1x5
ZqWruMBGU&hl=en&sa=X&oi=book_result&resnum=2&ct=result#PRA1-PA424,M1 
9 In 2007 I snacked in the restaurant with my daughter Patricia and talked about family history. A year later 

I realized that we had discussed family history on the very ground where my first Canadian ancestors 
lived—over 160 years earlier. A shiver runs through my body as I think of this synchronicity.  

 
In November of 2007 I was in Toronto to attend a personal growth workshop across the street from the 
restaurant. During the workshop in which I had crafted my biography, a page for every year of my life, I 
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decided to explore my past further by writing a family history. Is it a coincidence that I decided to write a 
family story on the spot where my ancestors had first lived in Canada? Physicists tell us that atoms never 
disappear. Atoms that existed in 1846 exist today. Could it be that in 2007 I was in contact with the same 
atoms as my ancestors? Was there something in the ether that shaped my decision to write a family history? 
10 http://www.russianbooks.org/crime/cph4.htm 
11 The Sayer Street Outrage: Gang Rape and Male Law in 19th-Century Toronto" Constance Backhouse, 
Manitoba Law Journal 20 (1991) 46-68 
12 I’m constantly seeking new information about all my ancestors and in the winter of 
2008 while looking up Sidney Garrett who married Ann George’s daughter Emma in 
1880, I struck pay dirt. Through messages posted on Ancestry.com I met a cousin, Alby 
Nicholson. We were tracing the same Garrett ancestors and he was living in Warminster, 
England where my Garrett ancestors lived before immigrating to Canada in 1870.  
 
My exchanges with Alby raised many questions and it seemed that a study-trip to 
England was the best way to find answers. If I was going to be in England, to learn about 
my Garrett ancestors I also planned to visit Wales, to learn about Ann George.  
 
13 Llangennith is well known for it surfing beach. You can see a view of the beach at 
http://www.gowerlive.co.uk/llangennithwebcam.php/. 
14 http://www.pjsurfshop.co.uk/ 
15 Both William and George married the children of the first settlers of the area while Emma, as mentioned 
earlier married Sidney Garrett who emigrated from Warminster and who we will learn about in depth later. 


