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M EMORIALS AND THINGS OF FAME

1862

The Morning Chronicle

About two o’clock yesterday afternoon a rumor spread rapidly about the city to the effect that a 
shocking tragedy had just occurred in the Artillery Barracks at Palace Gate resulting in fatal injuries 
to a non-commissioned officer of the Royal Artillery and a wound of a serious nature to another of 
inferior grade. Further inquiry proved that the terrible rumor was only too true. The details of the 
case are as follows: A few minutes before 2 o’clock, when the usual afternoon parade was about to 
take place, the troops had been drawn up and the deceased Sergeant William H. Bewley was engaged 
in “dressing up” the men. Bewley had his back turned to the quarters at the time and was absorbed 
in his task, when Thomas Crozier, a gunner who had just come out of the quarters, deliberately raised 
his piece and fired quite close to the back of the Sergeant. The bullet passed through the most vital 
part of the Sergeant’s body and after half turning round with a convulsive motion of the arms, he fell 
fatally injured. The bullet seemed, however, scarcely checked by the resistance it had met with. It 
struck Bombardier Aaron Chappell, who was standing in line with the deceased, in the shoulder and 
came out through this person, inflicting most serious injuries. The cause of the bloody deed, it seems, 
is that Sergeant Bewley had on several occasions been obliged to report Crozier for punishment. This 
had occurred even so late as Thursday evening, and it is added that Crozier, who frequently left himself 
liable to punishment, had uttered bitter threats against the deceased.

1887

Fire At The Citadel July 7 - The fire in this city last night broke out in the stables attached to the 
barracks at the Citadel. The stable picket is said to have been asleep. The stables and the sheds on 
the ramparts are built entirely of wood, and it is the general belief that wooden buildings in such an 
important fortress as the Citadel, and in a place where large quantities of powder are stored, should 
not have been tolerated. The excited citizens did not seek their homes until 3 o'clock this morning. 
The most intense alarm prevailed throughout the city until the fire was got thoroughly under control. 
At one time there were fully 5,000 men, women, and children walking about the streets. Many made 
their way to the surrounding country in carriages and carts and on foot, fearing an explosion of the 
powder in the magazine would occur. This feeling was, perhaps, the most manifest along Champlain 
street, right under the great fortress, as it was known that a great quantity of powder was stored therein. 
When, therefore, several explosions occurred at midnight the people held their breath and sought the 
best shelter available. The crowd on the Glacis and on the hill leading to the Citadel made a terrible 
rush down the hill till they got where they supposed themselves out of range of the dangerous missiles. 
This alarm subsided somewhat when it was found that no damage was caused, and the subsequent 
explosions caused little fear. The Governor-General's and officer's quarters, stables of artillery, hospital, 
and the provincial armory, which contains 25,000 stand of arms*, were uninjured. The loss is estimated 
at $150,000; no insurance. *a complete set of weapons for one man

1912

The Quebec Chronicle

Steps have been taken for the canonization of Marguerite Bourgeoys who came to Canada in 1653 
to educate the children of the first settlers and the Indians. She was the founder of the Congregation of 
Notre Dame. Note from Cathy: On 31 October, 1982 she was canonized as Saint Marguerite Bourgeoys. 
She was Canada's first female saint

Eighteen automobile owners were summoned to appear in Court to answer charges of violating the 
laws established here for safe driving. The first local motorist named Silverman appeared in the Court 
of Sessions and was charged with exceeding the speed law of 15 miles an hour for country roads, when 
he was found proceeding along the Lorette Road at 35 miles per hour. Traffic conditions on Palais Hill 
and on Crown street, which have been in a deplorable state, are expected to improve following the 
appointment of policemen to regulate the flow of traffic on these busy thoroughfares.

A group of carpenters of this city went on strike for improved working conditions and better pay. 
Their demands were for a nine instead of a ten hour working day and an increase of pay to 30 cents an 
hour from 27½ cents. (From about $6.00 to $6.70 in 2012)

1937

The Quebec Chronicle

Traffic on St. Anne street worsens every day as traffic jams occur on this street as often as each 
fifteen minutes. The blockage is caused by parked automobiles and street cars proceeding towards the 
west. Suggestions to make the thoroughfare into a one-way street are being considered.

1962

Quebec Chronicle-Telegraph

Francesco Iacurto, who describes himself as “a painter of Italian descent, French culture and 
Canadian mentality,” takes to all three environments like a duck to water. The renowned Canadian 
artist, whose portraits and landscapes hang in many North America’s best-known galleries, was in 
Rome on his 14th European tour. “I like to spend some time in France and Italy to rest and to get a 
fresh outlook,” he said in an interview. “But for a country to live and work in there is no place like 
Canada.” And in Canada, of Iacurot’s favorite spots is Quebec City, where he made his home in 1938 
and where he has done much of his work.

Culled from the web site: Thomp-
son Landry Gallery  -  Chateau 
Frontenac - Many of Iacurto’s pieces 
are eloquent testaments to the spirit of 
Quebec City, before it was transformed 
into an urban centre. Iacurto died 
in Sainte-Foy at the age of 93 years 
old on July 7, 2001, leaving behind 
many masterful works that are truly 
timeless.
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BethaNN g. Merkle

I am a small town girl, from 
a sparsely populated rural area 
in the West. When my cousins or 
classmates talk about catching 
up on life, going back for a visit, 
or the highlights of growing up 
in Choteau, Montana, we invari-
ably mention “the Fourth.” It is 
an iconic holiday for us, though 
not necessarily how you might 
expect.

The 4th of July may bring 
a number of things to mind, 
depending on your frame of 
reference. As a Canadian, it is 
simply three days after Canada 
Day, and in Quebec, it is ten days 
after la fête nationale and just 
one day after la fête de la Ville 
de Québec. In Great Britain, 
if noted at all, it symbolizes 
one of many colonies breaking 
away from an epic empire. To 
indigenous people, it may signify 
the beginning of the end of their 
traditional ways of life.

Today, however, July 4th is 
known as Independence Day, 
the United States of America’s 
national holiday. Officially, the 
country was born July 2, 1776, 
when the Second Continental 
Congress passed a resolution 
declaring the thirteen American 
colonies independent of Great 
Britain. The explanatory docu-
ment known as the Declaration 
of Independence was signed 
two days later, and we have cel-
ebrated this date ever since.

To international specta-
tors, celebrations marking 
this date l ikely seem like 
red-white-and-blue-clad spec-
tacles commemorating the 
bloody sacrifices of patriotic 
citizens. However, where I 
grew up, “the Fourth” does not 
involve politicking, speeches, or 
grand-standing. Rather, it is an 
multi-generational homecom-
ing, and the time of year when 
we gather to celebrate life in 
this small town. The three 
little hotels are booked a year 
in advance, and the population 
(normally around 1,800 people) 
more than doubles.

The festivities usually span 
several days. High school classes 

plan their reunions to coincide, 
couples plan weddings and 
receptions, and families also 
organize get-togethers at this 
time of year. An Art-in-the-
Park artisan show, fun runs, 
fundraisers for community 
projects, public concerts, and 
a community street dance lead 
up to July 4th.

The day of, there is always 
a parade featuring local busi-
nesses, classic cars and farming 
equipment, children, local musi-
cians, and community groups. 
For several years, my mother 
has arranged for the grand 
finale - a fly-over by Montana 
Air National Guard F-16 fighter 
jets which roar over the length 

of Main Street in a salute. A 
pitchfork steak fondue in the 
community park and family 
picnics are followed by a popular 
rodeo. Contestants grow up on 
local ranches, and represent 
not a static, stuck-in-the-past 
heritage, but an on-going vibrant 
way of life.  At night, a com-
munity fireworks show delights 
and equalizes us. Children and 
grandparents, punk kids and 
bankers, farmers, ranchers and 
visitors “ooh” and “ahhh,” honk 
car horns in appreciation, and 

gaze at the sky in wonder.
This year, I did what we all 

try to do. I came home for “the 
Fourth.” I ran into old class-
mates, some of whom no longer 
recognize me, and some have 
never left town. I sat next to my 
piano teacher at a Grand Ole 
Opry-style variety show, where 
we reminisced about a decade 
of lessons and recitals. My high 
school biology teacher and junior 
high history teacher played in 
a six-piece band - skills I never 
knew about. My grandparents 
hosted the 40th annual family 
barbeque, and we celebrated 
my parents’ first grandchild. My 
cousins and I sat around watch-
ing all the children – a pack of 

kids carrying on the tradition of 
growing up together in a small 
Montana town.  

Of course, there are limita-
tions to growing up in a seriously 
small rural community, but 
coming home for this holiday 
always reminds me of the upside 

– close-knit families, a tangible 
sense of community investment, 
knowing your neighbors, and 
being in touch with the realities 
of life cycles and hard work. That 
is the lifestyle distilled into our 
small town 4th of July.

As a parade of classic cars drive past, children cheer in hopes of receiving more candy. 

Local riders lead the parade, followed by wagons, buggies, 
and children on ponies.

A bull in action demonstrates why bull-riding is considered one of the most dangerous 
sports. 

Small town 4th of July


