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Editorial Note:

This is another of the poems/songs written by Anne Carter criticising the members of the merchant class that she found to not meet her high moral expectations. In the poem/song called The Motley Maggot Gang she took aim primarily at the Morrys. Here the scope of her ire seems to have broadened to include the Stabbs. Underlying this tirade there appears to be an implication that someone took advantage of her and then wrote about it or otherwise spread rumours defaming her reputation. The mention of “Northside” where the Morrys were the principal, if not the only, merchant class family then in residence, and the allusion to “Harry” and his “scandal-proof homespun connections” seems to implicate John Henry Morry. He was likely the only Morry resident there at the time and had married a Windsor – one of the old merchant class families - giving him scandal-proofing to some extent. Two of his brothers married Carter women, which may explain the phrase “they say we are sons of one mother”, since he now shared kinship with Anne.

Enid O’Brien also elaborates on the obvious allusion to the Stabb family and amplifies:
“I was wondering if she was speaking about the Stabbs?  As you know, Ewen Stabb was married to Ann Carter Tessier, daughter of Joan Carter/Peter Tessier and they had fishing rooms in Ferryland as early as 1823 (Ref Encyclopedia of NL).  I was wondering if the "intinerant quack" might refer to Ewen's brother, Dr. Henry H Stabb.  Ewen came out in support of Henry John Boulton who was supposed to be a very "bad' judge and I thought the reference to "vicar and moses" might refer to the clergy being asleep while the judge did what he wanted (see the figurine of Vicar and Moses).”
The allegorical and satirical figure of Vicar and Moses was popular at the time as it had been produced in Staffordshire pottery and was a commonly available household ornament. It referred back to Hogarth’s engraving of a vicar asleep in his pulpit while his clerk “Moses” delivered his sermon to as sleeping congregation. In other words, Anne was saying that the people of Ferryland were asleep at the switch while all of these wrongdoings were going on around them.

The reference to “ballanamoni” is curious. Ballinamona House is in County Waterford, Ireland. This seems to refer to someone from that area, but who that could be is a mystery at this time.
The first person to come under her attack is identified only by his initials “L. B.”. At the moment this person remains anonymous.
Suffice it to say, there were few members of the merchant class that came up to the high standards of Anne Carter!

The Grinder
1

In this isle many places we’ll find

where there’s love, friendship, union and concord

but ferryland what shame and disgrace

we see nothing but disunion and discord

attackting [sic] defenceless females

unmanly and beasts we do find them

in union let honest men join

and the venomous scribblers we’ll grind’em

chorus) L.B. first as many supposes

some folks at the northside come next sir
the author of vicar and moses
and ballanamoni nix sir
2

The manie do not stop here
some folks imitating their betters

stabb private characters we here

though not knowing much about letters

then note-taking harry beware

drop your scandal-proof homespun connections

to lash you i mean to forbear

its meerly for want of reflection

chorus) come neighbours join in the cause

the scribbling trash – we will bind them

who act against morals and laws

O damn their eyes we will grind’(em)
3

Few words to the intinerent quack

who absconded some years since for scandal

if dissention he means to beat
a reformer of messina we’ll handle

let folks their own business mind

in harmony join one-another

by allusions they see I’m not blind

they say we are sons of one mother

chorus) come neighbours join in the cause &

4

Men and women in this place its no lie

who daily traduce each other

not seeing the beam in their eye

but enlarging the mote in another

hypocritical canting elves

no honour they have none are blinder

the first I find out in protest

I’ll give them a task of my grinder



NB. done in the harbour of ferryland
by a philanthrophist [sic] who holds in detestation the

infamous proceedings of people – some of good abilities

 but yet to men of sense most appear silly who delight
like assassins in the dark contemplating their dire deeds

with delight! shame! oh! shame to the thing called
man! for man he cannot be called who wantonly

attacks defenceless women and exults behind the

scenes, at the thought of his infamous lying

[missing word] …tions!
[Editor’s Note: unfortunately the bottom of the page is frayed and one line is partially missing]

