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In January, my dear sister-in-law, Dinah Tremain sent me 28 small and 6 larger old family 

photographs that she had stored away with family treasures for many years. When I got them, I 

thumbed through them quickly and said to myself, said I, “I will photograph all these pictures 

some day and I will put them with lots of other family history.” But the someday never 

happened.  I went off to Vancouver Island for the month of February and thought I’d do it 

there, but I never did, and then I came home and Covid 19 happened and this pile of 

photographs just kept watching me from a little stack on the back of my desk quietly saying 

“You need to deal with us. You need to photograph us… photograph us… photograph us.” 

Well, today is the day. It is bright and shiny outside. I set up a wooden lectern on the dining 

room table facing the south windows, cover it with a black velvet cloth, set up my tripod, 

mount the camera on it with an appropriate lens and a delayed shutter speed. Then I open up 

the package.  

And there I find my ancestors; Generations of my ancestors; Four generations of my ancestors. I 

find my Mum, at aged 24, in 1926 with a short bob haircut and a white midi blouse of the 

flapper days. Then again my Mum, age 10 in 1912 costumed in a Gilbert and Sullivan operetta.  I 

find my grandmother at 39 years of age with her two sisters in 1916, then the same 

grandmother at only 2 years old in 1873.    

At the same era, in 1874, there is an old daguerreotype oval photograph of seven children in a 

family made by Notman of Ottawa. On the back are the children’s names; Snowdrop. (don’t you 

love it?) followed by Rose, Agnes, Molly and Jim, (the twins) Bill and Frank.  It says: Notman of 

Ottawa. I puzzle?  Notman is a famous Montreal photographer who has recorded generations 

of Montreal Mathewson? These are the Berminghams of Kingston, So I go to Google and look 

up Notman of Ottawa, and sure enough, he began his photography career in Ottawa and then 

after two years, moved to Montreal.    

And finally a tiny sepia photograph on hard cardboard  of a stern couple, he, balding with a 

huge black bow tie, she with severe black hair parted in the center, a great white bow under 

her chin and a long black cape. She has her hand on his left shoulder I am sure to support 

herself for the long exposures of the time. On the back it says 1859.  Jas. Bermingham and his 

daughter, Mary – Will’s Grandfather and Aunt.  By R. Thomson and Sun Photographers 

Peterborough.  1859!  That is extraordinary.  I look up R. Thomson and Sun Photographers and 

learn that they were on Simcoe Street opposite Nicholls and Hall’s. In 1859.  These photographs 

I am holding are 161 years old. Holy Smokes!   



I have never really been interested in the history of photography but suddenly it is relevant to 

me and these antique photographs of my family. Right away, I look up A. James Inglis Photo 

from Montreal. I learn he was of Scottish origin who began his career in St. Catharine’s, Ontario 

before moving to Montreal. He opened his studio in 1866 and took a picture of my very own 

grandmother in 1873.   I find that fascinating.   

But what is more relevant is that many of these old photographs have the photographers name 

and studio address and date on the back. We can search their history. My musings go to today’s 

photographers.  Us. And how we store, share or prints, our files, our photographs.  How will 

people 160 years from today retrieve the pictures we take today? And how will they learn 

about the photographers?   

I am putting the faded pictures in Photoshop, working with them and delighting in the results. 

Maybe you have some old family photos hiding in old drawers somewhere. What better time?    

 

 


