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MY TWO WORLDS
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(interpreted as “a e ot kmfe at the butter™).
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‘house where our father was born, travelled the same road to the one-roomed
country schoolhouse with a roaring box stove in the centre and the i
benches, and were aware of no great hardship. W:pmcu
arly :n)nyed plnughmg through the snowdrifts. Nothing he recalled
seemed stran, us except the singing-school. That ly institution,
highly re; (:vcn by my father, who was tone-deaf) had regrettably
died out. We could anly imagine the bare walls o our school room echaing
with “doremifabs™ and possibly “Lardy Dah" or *
Qur singing instruction had to come from j ]oxnmg our nnzbhouu on Sunday
in the old Moody and Sankey hymns with my mother at the
piano (another archaic social custom)
However ro(bndd.mga picture he dx:w. none of our fubn 's early
experiences, ot could eyes widen as
children’s do at my tall tales mupmaNszmnswu‘kﬁm
around the turn of the century. as close to the first Elizabethans
asto that hml;hmimwhahhadmnd:moﬂdgvmm.mhghuw:mhu
no aircraft or automobiles, and very few telephones. Trying mwnv: yit
mth:mmk::nxfullhghd Neanderthal. It is no news
has phenomenally e haemdupmﬁftyymu.nmvery
many (zxceﬁ: the Wmdznng Jew) have had the privilege my gontempor
of living in two completel; chmn or leap-
m¢ almn-t medmval to the mnerEhnzmy a
Tr the

Provines.
In my e they were always close, breathing over our shoulders.
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We lived in a kind of timeless state in which the folkways of our fore-
fathers had been rﬁmm-ved intact along with many of their treasured
possessions: ther clocks, great iron kettles (invaluable for scalding
pigs at butchering time), bellows, spinning-wheels, candle snuffers,

warming-pans, and wooden cradles. Few of them had been retired from

throw an g, however useless, ay

Even \‘.he mnn'e of places d’ﬂngexhtll: which was not surprising
when one remembers that there was little moving about and thzr d:m
generations of a family might live and die in the same house. Each com-
munity remained curiously stamped with the characteristics of its first

s. Our father could tell us the exact type of people still to be found
in any of the communities in our end of the county: shxmus and ignorant
or hard-working and lwabiding; Irish-Catholics, less,
or strait-laced l%'u sbyterians who sang only the Psalma and started them
with a tuning-fork.

While we dung to the old ways, there was an uneasy fetln;i
grew older that we might be behind the times. Young people who had
‘managed to get as far as Boston came home with patronizing airs, boasting
of the opportunities there and (what made every girl ugemlly znku-g
flaunting stylish clothes. If we ventured to complain of t! duadvangu
of living in such a backwater, our parents reminded us that two very
noble careers were open to g women in our Provinces, teaching and
nursing. Both, unfonummzxunmqumd a_certain outhy of dnt rare
commodity, money. The only other possible vocation was matrimony.

It took me some years to discover that our handicaps might become
assets. I have been given more credit than I deserve for my research in
writing of the early days. It was largely a matter of memory. It meant
considerable checking and re-checking in various libraries and Provincial
Archives, but no detail of my ancestors' daily life was entirely strange
to me, even as far back as pre-Loyalist days. It was easy for me to ure
how the Nobles and Lumleys lived, in my novel Welcome Wil
‘The indestructible old houses were still there. The bi ﬁreplambadbm:
bricked in behind modern wood-} ranges wugh fancy names like
“Home Comfort,” but they could be ly seen. We used the actual
furniture they had prized: dropleaf ntflu highboys, four-posters, brass
candle:sticks, and copper lustre and gold-sprigged china.
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1 knew how Relief Lumley salted fish, made butter on her up-and-
down _churn, or mixed lye and grease to produce her own soap. 1 had
watched my father blow up a pig's bladder (by inserting a goose-quill) as

asper did, to provide a container for the year's sup lynfhxd ummd
choice cuts of beef to give us that delicacy, 1 had seen

heat threshed on the barnfloor with a homemade ﬂm‘l and winnowed

in a stiff breeze. I had helped thread the tin candlemoulds (another heir-
loom) with wicking and pour in the hot tallow to harden into satiny
white candles. 1 knew too well the constant battle with our implacable
enemy, winter: the seaweed banking laid about the house in the fall to
keep out frost; the thawing of frozen pumps and shovelling of mountains

snow.

We were carried even farther back into the past by living in a mmd
community. If we English were unprogressive, our Acadian neighbos
still lived under the feudal system. -y cherished the speech and fulkr
Rivs eought frica: Frnce: with Prootenas kil CBampithiand they
banded down the songs from the ancient Miracle plays and
forgotten elsewhere. New Brunswick was n:v:r a mel -pot for the two
races. Bach clung stubbornly to its own langua; 5 traditions and,
above all, its own religion. But after living mgnha fairly amicably for a
century and a half, there was bound to be some overlapping of customs,
with their origins forgotten. A New Brunswicker feels surprisingly at
home in Normandy today.

Perhaps the French were not the first to give newly-married couples
2 hilarious serenade from the groom's friends, accompanied by the nmu o{
tin pans, cowbells, horns, shot-guns and every other available
but they contributed the common name, charivari or, Anglicized, "Ahlv-

aree," The outdoor dance-stage erected in our part of the Province on
!uuve occasions m;K still be seen at Norman village fétes. The Surettes’

g, whi Idmnbed in Her Ouwn People, was another ancient

custom adopted by the English when soft water was scarce.

Allof us slept on_feather beds over straw ticks, with wooden slats (never
mnsec} beneath, :hough some old spool beds still had supports of criss-
rope. After the ticks were taken out at spring-cleaning time to be
il (he stravy rustled pleasantly and fragrantly under the sleeper.

Amnd.mg school with French children and visiting their bne little

Bouses added varety (o our artow rutine of iving an

s. That was all in fascinating dg contrast to ours: the und‘scmbbed
ﬂm. the homemade furniture and religious pictures, the incredibly
wrinkled and brown grandméres tirelessly running their spinning-wheels
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weaving what we called “‘French linen™ (from their own flax) and grey
P ot (o theie v Shasnos IRCLD 05 dooe. St o
the family, especially the men and boys.

We were never as gay at our tasks as our Acadian neighbours, who
made a game of everything. They were always having frolics or celebra-

tions of some sort, with lively music from mouth-organs, fiddles, or jew's

s, and square- in the tiny rooms. There was less danci

gammgdzl’ax , but there was still a good deal of laughter.
Bach season br some excitement, even the winter, when we were at
the mercy of the weather, We had candy pulls and pie socials when the
roads were not impassable, and skating on the pond around a crackling
bonﬁmwhm!h:mehappmedmbeclmofmw Allagutumndolu

then, some with antiquated skates made by a
blades turned up in front and set in wooden foot- —pxzcenh:ldanby
namdedu!b:m,butduywpundtog;vznh:mmm

our modern steel

Acme’s, which clamped on boonmdwu:
forever coming off.
In summer we had picnics, swimming in the Strait, and excursions
with other families hodu hluebeny barrens or the burnt-over common
land where wild strawberries and raspberries grew in

amazing
We mmmmad kzpan:y:mhbnx lhoughwen:vu‘w
:ﬁrml many ldh t.hyk::’hmh ith ok

ough the count unouy:ar.e yuw per with a pirate’s

Eh ﬂ kerchief about his neck. That was an event in itself.
Tbepuralwaysamvedat(heldmolyardltmum We children
kept nervous but rapturous squeals while the bear stood

him. to
Bk s o B e e sl e b o
onall fwm Dl retihicd sateese Ve wes il s tomerimsing Sl
spot on the dusty road.
Amthﬂwbndhdihghzwch:mulﬁmmmhy.wbmh
:xpecmd toask a few perfunctary questions to satisfy them-
the teacher had done a good job. The little ones spoke pieces
Mghgb.s&umnn ‘Frhlmndupan pmchm:ddnmamﬂy
uudu or “The Lips That Touch
ool Nocer Touch M boys were mising, bing
the farm at Examination time). Fall rought the excitement. d::Exh:hr
tion where, if our prayers for fine weather were answered, we might
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compare our neighbours' fat cattle with our own, stare at their mammoth
pumpkins, and wonder why their speckled rooster got First Prize and
ours did not.

It was no pretentious Coumy Fair mﬁxmlly um by

:"u:‘nf:n. but an informal neighbourly gathering,
idely scattered old friends and an opportunity for ch:ymnummken:w
ones. It was not an unadulterated joy for rhzm and boys wlm lud to

be up before daylight to drive their reluctant i some
into town and trudge home behind them at night. But :Lg cmp
October air was charged with excitement ﬁm:h:mmmnthmwuz

opened, mounting graduzlly till time for the afternoon horse: The
women might be more interested in ex mpa’:du::ﬁmnng
each other’s mumpunglm b:nd.zmudmhnhﬂzsl::

nmuq;wcu. pur.hwnrk quilts and booked mats,

among them some examples of native taste and real creative talent.
Thzvmahohadwunmhnme lle in town to visit the dry-goods
store and the millinery she lfrh:yhxdwlnvzth:htw(wh&num
n“-‘npou)wx!ho\uancw hat, they had, at least, ideas for re-trimming

Soonafter that the long winter closed in. When ppened
the weather could furnish thrilling drama. With no o except what
mghtb:lumzd&om-mdmth:almmc,lﬂnmngn skies, or observ-

the dog or cat eating grass, we were continually being taken unaware
B csional g;lzs. tides which crept alarmingly up over the marshes

'ﬂm our pasture land, or blizzards. &:hyarbraugl:::u uota
of those, when we could blrcly Au'uule home from school thre
us marooned for days. As
mu:hgskyclmedthmwud:eemmmofuﬂngdzmm the
district turn out to “‘break™ the

‘We watched eagerly till duy mme in "f}“‘ the only sign of life m a
silent, frozen world—acres of lue-white snow,
the ght. with white caps on fzm:z -posts, white thatches on the wd.l
house, the barn, and other outl s, and white puffs on the d\uky

of the spruces and fir trees. c listened for the mulzd
shovels and the reassuring sound of human voices, while
snow was flung glittering clouds. Thmwe)uyounlyhahddnﬁrn
to vcntur:“gmugh with runners squeaking on the frosty road and
, delicious music of bells.
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Thz French, living closer to the shore and making their living mainly
from the sea, were more dependent on the elements than we. They ran
constant risk of having their small boats overturned in sudden squalls
otcruahedmth:dn{nczmmgdwnﬁomdxNthmthzs K
But both races had always had their
tragedies. Men lost their way in the woods, were mistaken in the hunting
season for moose ar deer, were pinned under falling trees
were trapped in the enidilabE i Secbiorir wrhen Lheyrnh]y:tmpms
cross as the treacherous spring ice was about to

No one had to tell my generation how preanmly the earlier ones
had lived or how philosophically they settled down to occupy themselves
in long winter evenings, shelling quantities of beans which had been
picked and dried, mending harnesses, carding and spinning ‘wool, holding
skeins of yarn to be wound into balls. and eternall kmtun% k::fm
family in mittens and stockings. We had sen st of done.

, copperas,
ml dfm that shz might buy a gaily stamped canvas and store dyes.
the mat came out of the frames and was suitably admired (after
weeks of tedious labor), a quilt went in. My quilting, like my hooki
wu never up to standard, but 1 learned to appreciate patient mfmmn
ship and the traditional patterns with the beautiful names—*Log Cabin,"
edding Ring," “Double Irish Chain.
What 1 enjoyed more in those evenings was listening to stories of
the early days or various vtrlmns of the old songs like “Barbara Allen"
and the “Come-all-ye's.” There had been no mysterious crimes in our
neighbourhood to inspire local ballads, not even the usual haunted house
wha: a dpcdlax had been murdered. But stirring tales of our north-east
coast had been handed down—of children stolen by Indians, of the great
Miramichi fire, of burning ghanmm shipsperiodicaly silng p and dowa,
or of the Saxby gale, which came closer home and was within my father's
mmory
mother made desperate attempts to keep up with current styles
thruugh “fadnmrhﬂnlm" from the States and Eaton's catalogue, but I was
quie familiar with previous modes. The dolmans, basques, and bustles of
e eighties were still worn by zldcrly Iadies—and why not, if they were
not worn out? Dignified grandmothers came to us for tea, carrying wicker |
g Bores: Whet, hey had esitved theit-cutdsor bosmets: dey il
with ribbons under their chins, they took out dainty caps to cover their
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thinning hair. Almost every one, in her youth, had worn some sort of
cap: a night-cap, a morning or evening cap, christening caps for babies.
A lady's dress cap was an el bonuu‘numofhuandnbbnn‘ “Second-
best” caps were plainer, of black or white net,

The dress of a still earlier period I knew even better. Amon; r.h:
treasures in our attic were copies of old magazines such as The
Wreath, The Floral Album, Godey's Lady's Book. The latter, I regret m
say, I was allowed to cut u (ur dolls wi n other sources failed.
1 was not very ent p skirts,
and I was embarrassed for :hg lmk girls shawmg thur [n?led pmul:tm,
but the pictures were better than nothing. They carried me back into
their world, and 1 learned more than the prevailing fashions.
among other things, how a lady might profitably fill in her leisure time.
Beside the latest knitting, tatting, and crochet patterns, I found directions
for bead and bugle work, hair work ée mdly difficult for amateurs),
and crewel and shell work. One art described in detail by Godey's was

g of attractive artificial flowers from wood shavings. That
appealed to me since the raw materials needed (wood lhavmgc and dye)
were more likely to be at hand than the beads and bugles, satins and vel-
vets, raqmred by others, but I never got very far with it.

Our house held numerous rw%s that our early memn relatives
had time to k|lI We had hand.wmely beaded and Cnnfed watch-pockets,
pinvcushions, hair-receivers, tea-cosies, and match-holders; and one in-
genious, much-admired ornament called a jumblesjar, made by covering an
old bean-crock with putty‘ imbedding in it any small object at hand, and
:nvermg the whole with gilt paint.

t seems extraor y in this day of violent changes that houses,
anywhere, could have remained so much as they were a century before;
but it would have been considered recklessly extravagant to buy new
furnishings while the old remained usable. It would also have been dxFﬁ
cult, since chairs and tables could not be obtained by trading butter, eggs,
L. Pecpe har tobe Kitinfie vith: thesr oI pocas: Ftle it poss
to endure and infinitely superior to the store furniture available. The
F;ahum of floor coverings could be solved by hooked or braided mats.

a parlour must have a carpet, that was also homemade. Ours had been
woven in a colorful pattern of broad stripes by my Nova Scotia grand-
mother, from wool she had ann. spun, and dyed. When it was d:mnud
o the sittingoom and replaced by an ugly mail-order one, our parlour
was never the same.
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I ‘our neighbours
elegant ones like the Smwm.mﬂaompeopkmm wnh

had
slippery horsehair furniture and nd drsped with beavy e curaine,
l:nrf‘ ins, and antimacassars. e;vﬂh]:mhlddm undu fu:mdahk
ly its, lcturr.s tl Family at various stages,
el oot o “The Drunkard's Progress=

They had organs, man::lpwues, and whatnou loaded with bric-a-brac and
souvenirs from foreign ports. We had had no sea- faing ancesior (0 o
tal gimeracks, and our parents had managed to beat off the glib
assaults of itinerant portrait salesmen. We had only mother’s
which lent the room same distinction, a cherished Fi stove,
steel en; and our inherited furniture, which included a bnd:ug
hS‘aldedmmmldzchmu, , characteristically, more poetry

zrd:behgﬁmﬂy&bdl:ng v own

. A small volume in ancient calf,
of yout

to me, was that melanchol
nny Da.;fkm A sort of classic in its day, it may have
lp:dfamthzdnncner previous generations but it only left me with
the conviction that the good die young.

en it came to describing pioneer remedies, I was completely at
home. A greataunt, whose forebears had landed with the Yorkshire
cmgnnuundwhu-ullrmm traces of their accent, was known as a
herb-woman," Long after she was gone, her family had implicit
r.h in her unpalatable concoctions. Each year we gathered the ing ug:mx
for them: hﬂyg:rry bark, t:my. wormwth peg permint, and gold-thread
(for sore mouth). We were dosed all winter with scalding zermmp
pepp:r::;. infusions of senna or mzl leaves, and ﬂmznn?n
turpenti
plaster. May snow was good for “sore eyes”, Flax-seed had many uses.
Su.l hml?.\nnd mohnus;us mcmuT:unEpmg tonic. ’ ida was the
el s foe g and, since people were more given to
ting then, the camphor bottle was always at hand.
at our diet lmksd in variety was i:rtly l\?;pl:mmud by dmu
i medicines, We.
there were some dzhmuu & goumet might envy fresh cams and qul'
haugs whenever we gﬁ! our woods
PRt o5 Balshoe st i tho w Leovel ufﬁ Shemogue oystess n e
cellar every fall and smelts caught almost in the dooryard. Spring brought
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fresh herring, speckled trout, lobsters, and shad, as well as maple syrup
for pancakes made from our own hnckwhnt.r We thrived on 0 k bread

the West Indies and retailed n:bumax “corner™ in
One traditional Christmas dish of the pioneers my father always pmpard
He saved some of his choicest wheat grains at threshing -time for
budmgnalldzyonnhrhmhmmewl:hmandlpmandﬁqm
stirring and sampling.

Large cellars were needed for siome, keeping our winter vegetables
fmmf(m(lfwwmludry}ln milk cool in summer. They ﬁ:uuh

Lcm-rmt,w-kl

and fars filled berry,
Rt ackom crabapple, gooseberry, and cherry, along with jelly and
chow-chow. Eggs packed in coarse salt my:d fresh, as di 5 ries in
water. When we lifted the inside trap door to go down to the fearsome,

dark cavern (amwd wlrhauﬂuwandle).wemunldmdbym\m
ttable aroma com
cabbages, beets, apples, and salt or nmnk;d T e
mthclnnquaudhndwlrhl n beneath. We had ice-houses.
When the lake ice ly thick, farmers began cutting
:blnckacf:randhau them home on sleds. Buried deep in
sawdust in an ice- huuse, t.b:y would keep milk sweet in warm weather and
cold enough to rai They might even provide an occasional treat
of ice-cream.

Beside inheriting the material comforts of the eighteenth century, we
clung to many of its Adaa and turns of s :ch We could not boast of
the rich variety of obsolete words and ressions still current
in Newfoundland, but we had a few. Thgvuh“wugg (to fuss or bustle
about) is undoubredly Shakespeare’s “to firk," pronunciation and
meaning very shghtly altered. “Prog™ (food) back at least to Swift.
“Starrig dead tree root (unknown to Webster), had become ¢nf

metaphors peopl
and the sea (the fog mlghtbe “anchored outside all dzy "), and similes—
uprmyalamnofeggl,' 'dnnnghknshu:ug to fit hkeaducks
{wtmthcmud punyasdwlantmnof shad.™ The Loyalists had

e s boad B e akmaseicor sevecal b fpmtiost byt
ncdme firms), and not altogether for weather forecasts. It was interest-
ok sk wud e v St s e e bard ol e
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even though the guesses were frequently wrong. What were more im-
g:n:n were the signs of the zodiac and the moon’s phases. These had to
camumly V65 now rbie t DUt 6 e fone (Phouch abor
o ol et e grmndbangga:ﬁ'unﬁouwaadxﬁmwn
sideration). Root vegetabl:s did better when planted in the old of the
moon, but above-ground seed which went in then was likely to rot.
Sheep must be sheared when the moon was on the wane to ensure a good
thick fleece, but pork butchered then would shrink in cooking.

Not all the Aupcuumms we had inherited were taken very seriously,
but it did no harm to mind, and some of our French nei
bours’ as well. Cumnghcbaby s nmls boded hxm no good hut when hg had
an attack of hiccoughs he was thriving. If our mother ha ppened to bake
YAFof e ithia hellaw fitbbig biugh 10 5okl herbarst T arm dighe

gloom over us, foretelling a death in the family circle. So did a dog howl-
ar a death-watch beetle ticking inside the wall. Our old house was
m.Ezhmd by so many death-watches that, had they had authentic infor-
mation, our whole clan would soon have been extinct. We were never
allowed to rock an empty chair, raise an umbrella indoors, or seat
at table, and I am still not quite comfortable at meeting a funeral, even in
crowded city traffic. Had any female, old or young, presented herself at
our door early New Year's morning, it would not have been opened.
But no one we knew would make such a mistake. Unless a male visitor
arrived first to “let the New Year in,"” our luck for the year would have
been ruined—but not one with a fair complexion. A few dark-haired men
in the community thoughtfully made a round of morning calls to forestall
sucha ulamuy
were not inclined to look back nostalgically on any period as the
good old days We were still hvmg m those days, though we had, ad-
mittedly, made some progress. We ha :g.m hanginglamps with stained
flass shades a5 well as plainer onea), and we used candles only to save
on stoves with ovens, not in iron pots bung on
cranes. We k:pt milk in tall tin “creamers™ instead of in big pans from
which the cream had to be carefully skimmed. Farmers owned at least
one horse and rarely used oxen. We rode in modern top-buggies, though
pedwz some who refused to give up their old buckboards and canopy-
surreys.

‘We were still too close to the past to have any perspective. If our
elders had occasion to complain of hard times, it was never suggested that
their forebears might have chosen to settle in a more fortunate spot than
an isolated corner of the world that was almost an island, or that the
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us and we could thank our lucky stars that it was by the salt watcpr. not
in one of the inland settlements which we regarded as the backwoods
hinterland.

While being “stuck fast in yesterday™, like Walter dela Mare's
Jim Jay, had its drawbacks, we did have something intangible that my
grandchildren will have missed. We had a strong t’neh'nﬂg continuity, a
warm relationship with our forefathers that enriched our own lives.
They were always reassuringly near, reminding us that they had been,
literally, over the road we were following. There was a satisfaction and a
sense of security, even to a child, in travellingfelds bis grea grandiacher
had cleared o standing in the meeting-house he had built and singing the
old hymns he had learned under John Wesley in England. It was moviny
to wander about the old churchyard, pnm’nF the wild rose bushes ang
reading the fading inscriptions on the family headstones. The joys of
preparing for the Christmas feast were enhanced by knowing that
ritual of chopping mincemeat or suet and raisins for the plum pudding was
exactly as our great-grandmother had done it and perhaps in the identical
wooden chopping-bowl.

It Wnurtf be unthinkable, even in troubled times like ours, to wish
the clock put back, and of my two worlds I prefer the challenges and
hazards of the present one. But while the earlier one leaned too much on
tradition, this one is getting alarmingly far from it. The increasing number
of ubie born wouldhavea fr beter rospectof growing up than we ad,
had they not been plunged into one of the most perilous periods of history.
They will be forced to make their way through a strange, new civilization
without inheriting adequate equipment, materially or mentally, to cope
with it. They may become too absorbed in learning to solve the immediate
problems concerned with survival to have time to be indoctrinated with
the wisdom of their fathers.

It was wisdom, and we never needed it more than now. The previous
generations lived with primitive artifacts, but their minds soared above

3 y st in reaching, through centuries of experimenting, a
gradually higher state of culture and a of principles we cannot d
to ignore. are, fortunately, some indications today (in spite of the
current emphasis on scientific achievement) of an awakening on this con-
tinent to the fact that no civilization can advance, or even go on existing,
without an awareness of history. More and more books are appearing
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(and at least one magazine) devoted entirely to re-creating the American
it

It was not our past, though many Canadians have ancestors who
shared and tothe A b I
historical culture entirely our own, but unless we keep reminding our-
selves that we, 00, had giants in the earth, we may lose sight of them.
Those of us whose roots go deep in the old Provinces by the sea have
never felt the need of apologizing for our pioneers, but our hands today

t be a reappraisal of our by Our fore-
fathers never had to live with g\ndzé missiles, but they wrestled with the
almost insoluble problems of blazing their own trails through a hostile
wilderness and establishing a government. They lived sparsely by our
standards, and few acquxn§ great wealth; but they fostered and tended a
native culture which permeated the whole country, and they left us an
enviable legacy of brains and character.

‘The Dalhousie Review records with deep regret the
death on May 22, 1988, of Major J. W. Logan, for-
merly lecturer in Classics at Dalhousie University

and for many years a valued member of the Edito-
rial Advisory Board of Directars of the Review.




