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“You hold on to the pictures and I’ll drive,” said my husband. 
 
We were on a quest. In mid-August, 2016, I decided it was time.  
 
Dad is thankfully still alive and living in Ottawa. I did not consult him in advance                
of this odyssey. Turns out I should have. It is amazing what things he remembers. 
 
I had known my Dad, Jack Green, lived in Toronto when he was young. I had                
created a memory book for him 11 years earlier on the occasion of his 80th               
birthday. In the book, there were several pictures of him and his family standing in               
front of a house on Roxton Road in the Ossington and Bloor neighbourhood in              
Toronto. The house number was partially obscured. Our son had figured it was a              
5-digit-number, based on what he could see. But we otherwise just had pictures of              
the front of the home. 
 
I googled Roxton Road. Up popped the Friends of Roxton Road Parks website. It 
turns out that the Friends publishes an annual calendar of heritage pictures of the 
street and neighbourhood parks, raising funds in support of the parks and 
neighbourhood heritage. The 2016 calendar contained pictures that included the 
1920s and 1930s, which is when Dad and his family would have lived there. I 
ordered a calendar for my Dad.  
 
Friends’ Heritage Committee member Kim Hume got back to me promptly and I             
told her of Dad’s history with Roxton Road. She told me that the Friends’ 2015               
calendar also contained heritage pictures. I arranged to pick up both calendars from             
her mailbox and leave money in an envelope – shades of the very past into which                
we were journeying to learn more about Dad’s home; a time when such trust              
existed that you could leave things on your doorstep with no thought of theft. 
 



My husband Ian and I drove to the area and located Roxton Road.  
 
“We are looking for a duplex,” I confided to Ian, as we slowly trolled along the                
street.  
 
After getting out of the car and taking several pictures of houses that looked like               
possible candidates for the Green family home, I realized that the house in the              
picture was not in fact a duplex. The camera angle of one of the old snaps gave that                  
illusion, but it was in fact a detached family dwelling.  
 
“We need more information,” I said, as we sipped tea at a coffee shop on the way                 
home.  
 
That evening, I called Dad to report on our attempt at finding his home.  
 
“The house number was 463,” he told me confidently. And the house was indeed              
not a duplex. 
 
I felt foolish for not having told him of our quest beforehand. My Dad is very                
clever, and while surprised he could remember such a detail 83 years later, I ought               
to have learned from the past myself. Both my parents possess incredible memories             
and this is not the first time I have been shown up. 
 
The next adventure took place with my son. On August 31, 2016, Paul and I drove                
to the subway and took the train to Ossington station.  
 
Coming up into the daylight, we first walked to Ossington and Bloor. My Dad’s              
Dad, Reverend H. Elmer Green, had been Minister at Ossington Street Baptist            
Church during the time the family lived on Roxton Road, which was around 1928              
to 1932. The family home at 463 Roxton was the manse for the Church where the                
Minister and his family lived.  
 



Our first stop was the Church at Ossington and Bloor. We took pictures of each               
other in front of the church and then entered the open auditorium side of the               
building. We looked around but could not find the minister or other staff. Hearing              
there were summer programs happening elsewhere in the building, we took           
pictures and then quietly left. I plan to return to the church for a Sunday service in                 
the future. Some 20 years ago, my Dad’s sister, Elmah, made such a pilgrimage              
and told the current minister of her family’s history with this historic church. 
 
Onward to 463 Roxton Road. We found the house, and were incredulous. It was              
the most wonderful feeling. We were amazed that the house looked the same as it               
did in our pictures. It was not only still standing, but it appeared no major changes                
had been made over the last 83 years. 
 
Dad had said in years gone by that the house was close to College Street. Turned                
out it was closer to Bloor, the only error in his recollections. Given that he lived                
there between four and eight years of age, and he is now 91, that is not a big                  
mistake. 
 
“The front door and stained glass windows are original,” enthused Paul.  
 
“So are the steps and part of the railing – even the lattice under the porch looks                 
original!” said I. 
 
We knocked on the door. No one answered, most likely at work, as this was a                
weekday.  
 
The next-door neighbours were outside. I approached them and told our story, that             
we were taking a few pictures, that is all. They were remarkably unconcerned,             
another throwback to the past when people trusted one another.  
 
Paul and I set about taking different shots of the house and I got one of him in front                   
of the steps which reprised the one of my Dad at age five standing in wedding                



finery in front of the steps as well. Paul took one of me in a similar pose. See the                   
original photo of my Dad and the current one of Paul in this post. 
 

 
 
 
Dad spoke of a back lane behind the house where garbage had been collected by               
horse and cart. We walked to the lane and found the back of 463. Because the                
space between the houses had been narrow and referred to as mutual drives,             
modern cars would not fit between the houses. The modern owners of homes on              
this street used part of their backyards to add garages off the back lane, so they had                 
car parking, and the house at 463 Roxton Road was no exception.  
 
Dad has a picture of a friend, himself and his brother, Bill, hanging over the back                
fence in the early 1930s. We found a section of the same or similar fence. I would                 
like to think it was original but after 83 years, this is unlikely. Paul and I also                 



snapped ourselves in front of this gate. The picture of my Dad with his friend and                
brother are included in this post, and below that, my picture near the same spot.  
 

 
 
 

 
 
Our success in locating one of Dad’s childhood homes was a cheerful note for Dad,               
with whom we shared our pictures, along with the heritage calendars of his old              
neighbourhood. 
 



Some further notes on the Green family who inhabited 463 Roxton Road from             
around 1928 to 1932: 
 
Jack Green’s father, Reverend H. Elmer Green, was pastor of Ossington Avenue            
Baptist Church. His wife, Jean, was the Director of Music and ran the women’s              
programs. Dad’s older sisters, Hazel and Marion attended Harbord Collegiate          
Institute which continues to exist to this day as a secondary school on Harbord              
Street in Toronto. The younger members of the family, sister Elmah, Dad (Jack)             
and brother Bill, attended Dewson Street Public Junior School, which is still            
located at the corner of Dewson and Concord. The school was originally built in              
1884. A new building was built in 1968 on the same site. 
 
The Green children sang in the Ossington Avenue Baptist Church choirs. They also             
had other duties including participating in the church services and activities. Most            
members of the family stayed true to their Baptist roots. However, Dad became             
part of United Church when he married my Mom, Elizabeth (Betty) Mohr.  
 
Dad’s oldest sister, Hazel, met her husband-to-be, George Jeffery, at this church.            
Hazel was a beloved family matriarch until her passing at age 83 in London,              
Ontario. George went on to live to age 97 and maintained close ties with the               
family. The Greens were close, having regular family reunions with Hazel, Marion,            
Elmah, Jack and Bill and their descendants in attendance. They mostly lived in             
southwestern Ontario. Our immediate family was not always able to be part of this              
extended family merriment, due to being farther away. Dad had moved to Ottawa             
early on after attending Queens University in Kingston to become a doctor            
(anaesthetist) and marrying my Mom, who was an Ottawa native.  
 
Dad is the lone surviving family member from 463 Roxton Road. He will be 92               
years young in December 2016. He hopes to one day visit the house. 


