Dear Pab: . . g
- My Mom's sister, Lil (Shrive) ssked llom to wri
only vaguely remembered England. It eems

WY STORY...by Mzbel Jane Goodchild

I was born in Kington St. Micha
uly 28/88 and christened Mabel Jane Col

illage in Wiltshire, Eng. on
nan,

There was a long road betwesn the
At the bottom was the c¢hurch, seéhool,
Also, there was a row of aboub eight
folk pould live. In between Top and bob?Oﬂ were tnfe
shop, a Wesleyan Chave] and the allotments {garien plots) which were r
to resijents, Dad had one and we had all K1u¢s of vegebables, and we would
often take carrots,.peas, radish, even break off CJ“ILLIOTG? and pull a
young onion and finis sh with & ] new, _
Mam would take a pail and dig scrubbed
and cooked them,
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nd went roaming the Tiekds

L L

4s soon as we cot home from sghool w z 8
grimroses, cowslips, bluebells and oxslipa,
i

for lovely blue and white violets
and sometimes drm”»uls of moon da

In the season, Reg and I got up early and put on old clothes and shoes,
as the grass was wet, and we gathered mushrooms. Then Reg would go to school
and 1 To Chippenﬁam, 5 town 3 miles away where Dad and Grandither Tom and

Uncle Bill werked. A store took all the mushrooms I could take him., Then

Q

I would go te the bacon fzctory, a rugc place thgt had a retzll counter

where they sold all parts of pigs that weren't !'jointst, These were all
wholesale. It was the home of the world-renowned Wiltshire bacon. I rode

my bike and was loaded down witn mest for ourselves, relat1VLs and neigubours.
The money we got from mushrooms was saved and on Avuust Bank Holiday, Dsad
rented & Waconctte a“o took us to the flower saow., We kids were most intereste
in the a.usements, ike swinging boats, where you sat opposite each obhe

and pulled on a rope. There were round=a=bouts, shooting galleries etc.

and fireworks.

The school was a long room with a fireplace and schoolmasters desk in
the middle: and we sat on benches holding 5 or 8 girls and boys together,
with a déesk in front, having ink wells. We used 1Mrva slates without s frame
and had copy books. We had no homework. This room ha from Stendgrd 1 - 7
A student teacher nelped, Back of tnls room there was a smaller room for
babies, In the afternocons we girls learrned sewing, knitting, darning, étc.

I knit my Dad a palr of long, woollen stockings that came above his knees.
As T was the oldest student I was often called upcon to help teach the
younger children. I left school early summer, before 1 was 12 years old
because my mother was sick.

Dad rode his bike and had to be in Chippenhsm by 6 a.m. each day.
Two of my brothers and I had bikes.

Thé school was urider the direction of the church, and often elther the
Viecar or bthe Squire would come in and teke over, while the schoolmaster
stood back. We only had oné month holiday. Two or three times a year, some
one would come and give away red flannel for petticoats or blankets; and 4t
Harvest Thanksgiving it was the lovely bread or frult. Some of my chums
used to get some to take home and I always waited to hear my name called,

but never got any. Years later, I realized why: the folks who got it
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worked on the farms or estates, while we were outsiders. Anyway, Dad would
never have accepted any charity. Someone (usually old ladies) had left money
so that these gifts could be given each year.

Tho
allowed t
to the mi

a drove of cows passed our door morning and night, we weren't
o buy milk. The farmers considered it a favour, as it was sent
1k factory at Chippenham,

ugh
d

In summer, sometimes the wells went dry and water had to be fetched
from a spring in the middle of a field down one hill and up the other.
The name of the field was ENPTY., These fields had small stresms between
and at one spot the farmer had made it deev enough for cattle to drink,
Our boys used to paddle in it. Mother caught Red once and chased him all
the way home. Mother bought us little tin buckets as it was a long way
to carry the water, which was usually only half full when we got home.
There was another well not far away and very deep and we had to use a
windlass. Trouble was, the bucket got caught on the side of the well and
we lost it!

Qonsidering that we lived in the country, we got little fruit.
farmers and gentry grew only enough for themselves. Sometimes we found
the odd wild strawberry and we did pick a lot of blackberries to make into
jam. Once in a*while a hawker would come out witn horse and trap. He had
scales, to weigh fish, plums, etc. Fritz says that he bought up the surplus
in stores. We nearly lived on mushrooms in season, and tney were pig brown onses

If we had a snowstorm we were sent out to collect nice clean snow, enough
to make a quart bottle of snow water. It was kept for burns. Also, lam
always kept a thick slice of very fat bacon. It was wrapped in writing paper,
as there was no wax paper, and put safely away until it got mellow (rasty).
Vihen the boys got an earache, Mam would scrape a thin slice, roll it and
put it in the ear with a bit of cotton batting. This melted and soon broke

s
the pain. Also, there was a very common weed lying flat on the ground, with

good-sized leaves. One side was s mooth and the other fuzzy. One side was
for drawing out o thorn and the other side for healing. It worked.

S

bty

At Christmas we would pick holly out of the hedges and place it behind
plctures etc and someone always found some mistletoe. It grew in branches
of apple trees. Reg and I picked a Christmas tree and took it home but had
forgotten the knife and had to go back for it, even though it was getting
dark. The tree was set in a flower pot on the table. The field where we

cut it was tne same one where we sot most of the mushrooms. There was a
superstition that a Will of the Wisp was there, and we were careful not to
look that way if we had to be out at night, as the btelief was that if you

once got your eyes set on this lisht it would take you over hill and dale

111 morning. No doubt it was a farmer out looking for his sheep, with a
lantern, but we didn't know that. One Christmas, Reg and I went with two
neighbour girls and their big brother, who took & lantern. e sang Christmas
carols at farmhouses, walking over fields and climbing stiles. It was fun and
we were asked in to sing and then given apples and money, waicn was divided
between us.

In summer we roamed the fields and picked lovely white and purple violets,
bluebells, cowslips, moondaisies, etec. e rarely went home empty-handed.

In the hunting season the hunters and dogs would sometimes pass our house,
the men in pink jackets and the ladies riding side saddle with long skirts.
One year, Dad and Uncle Frank had agreed to reap a field of wheat with scythes



" Dad had
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& horse and trap and Aunty Comfo
made g fire of the stubble and roasted
farm. It was lovely riding home on the

I don't remember Grandfather Coleman
died when I was 5; but I spent a lot of
Comfort (Mamg sister) kept house for he
and then Grandfather Tom married Sally.
work but helped Granny make sunbonnets f

usually white with grey or mauve in the
of stitching, and then piving cord was ¢

an occasional little frill standing up.
with strings. ¥hen finished, thic
set in the sunshine on the end of a chal
dozens., The frills were gophered. (I s
iron (Marion))

~s
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The house was 1in the middle of three
and diamond pane windows. They had a lar
for bsking bresd. First they'd build s

When the oven was hot enough the ashes were scraped oub,
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the loazves were put in, using a paddle made of wood,

paddle. The big door was closed till th
were put in. (I have the recipe for Lar:
At bedtime a copper warming pan was fill
over the sheets to warm them as we had n
something like a dishpan with a 1id and

We had no newspapers so everything wa
to make 'spills! from them. They were p
Tom would light the spill from the fire
wax paper and few bags, so workmen used
white handkerchief. Lunch was usually =
hole cut out for a lump of butter (if yo
and a big Spanisi onion. Granfer Tom an
remember seeing them, Uncle down in a pi
Grandpa on top with a big tree, and a hu
down all day long, cuttinz it into boards

Dad had a pony named Topper. He used
I used to help get his potatoes ready fo
p0uatoes were big, I cut them so that ea
in a shallow box to sprout. We
General and his wife who had lwved in In
before. Vhen they separated, my mother
after we moved to Corsham., This was whe
women from Wales. Not long after starti
was the sitting and it would kill me, so

Dad had built us a nice house and bou
lesscns, but the young woman teacher wen
teacher was 2 man and I wouldn't go. Co
fine estates in the district. Most of t
i1t was quarried on the outskirts. I was
this stone sawn into blocks. During the
shells and explosives and other sescurity
near Bath., We stayed at Corsham about 6

pattern.
hresded through and pulled ug

rt and Mam stocked the sheaves. Ve
onatoes and cooked egss from the
floor of the trap in the moonlight.

or Grandmother Light, as they both
time at Grandfather Tom's, as Aunty
and Uncle Bill, until she married,

Aunty Comfort never went out to
or a store. They were made of print-

21l hand work. Rows
vl th
was a curtain to protect the
k starch was rubbedi®and they were

r to dry. They made them by the
ti1ll have @Grandms Colemans gophering

It was

There

houses and had a thatched roofl

Pge., long oven beside the fireplace
fire of faggots (bundles of woocd
the oven cleanea, and
very much like boet
then Lardy Cszkes
(liarion))

—

e bre
y Cakes -

ad was done,
delicious!

ed with red ot coals and rubted

o flannelette sheets. The pan was
a long handle.

s seved, even letters, and I used
ut in a vase on a shelf and Grenfer
to light nis pipe. There was no

to carry their lunch in a red and

A9)

chunk of homemsde bread with a
u were lucky), a chunk of cheese
d Uncle Bill were sawyers. I

t, like they do in garages, and
ge cross-cutbt saw, pulling it up and
S

to drive to work 3 miles., In Spring,
r planting on Good Friday. If the
ch piece had 'eyes', and set them

had a parrot that Delonged to a retired

dia. Mam used to work for them years
took the parrot and we had it until
n I started dressmaking with a young
ne, I took sick and the Dr. smad it

I stayed home and worked,

ght a new piano and I started taking

t back home and the only other piano

rsham was a nice town and had several

he houses were builit of Bathstone and
taken down and saw huge stacks of
war the quarries were used to store
items. Uncle Harry worked in one,
years.,
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Then Dad decided we would move to Eath so that Reg, laurice and I could
get work. The trouble was, Dad couldn't find work, as Bath was not an ind-
ustrial city. The mineral water was its most thriving business and the
hotels and large boarding-houses, which were beautiful old homes, were
busy with people with rheumatism and such. They went to the Baths for the
waters special properties. Bath was like a basin so you had to go uphill
to get out. Lots of these folks were crippled end used wheel chairs,

Bath Abbey and the Pump Rooms are lovely buildings and in winter it is
quite usual to see stezm coming from an open window as the water is tepid.
There is_a fountain in the square for folks to get a drink of the mineral
water. 1 tried it once and once was enough.

I was lonely in Bath as I only knew the girls I worked with and only
one was friendly. I was the only one who 1lived too far away to go home
for lunch so after I had eaten I had to walk the streets. This one girl sugg-
ested I walk and meet her and that's what I did, as I was not used to bath.
she was a jolly girl .and she poked fun at me for the way I talked. She had
big, wide-awake eéyes and she threatened to get matchsticks to prop mine open,
It was a miserable place to work, although high-class. WMom took sick and I
had to leave. Later I got another job and it was so different. It was
such a nice chanze from the other, but I had to leave again as I was needed
at home. Later I went to private homes, two days a week at two d erent
places, and one day at another. There was arother house I could go to on

£
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Saturdays but it was at bathford and a long darkwalk to the bus. Right across
the street from the room I sewed in was the churchyard, and a few doors up
the street was the house where Fritz was born, and lived in until a short
time before, though I didn't know him then. (I think this was the Briscoe
house where Mom worked. (#.4.)) I saw the house wien we went back to bkngland
after Wu2 and we went to a service in the churcn wnere Fritz!' father had been
caretaker.

Reg worked in the office of a wholesale greengrocer., He had large gardens
at bathford and he went %o Covent Garden, London, and bought fruit, etec. and
had it sent by train each day. Fritz drove the big horse and lorry and
delivered the orders to different stores; and sometimes drove a tesm of horses
to the Bristol docks to zet a load of bananas. One Sunday, Reg brought Fritz
home to tea and that was the rirst time I met him. I stayed in the scullery
as long as I could because I didn't want to go in, I liked him, though I don't
remember him coming again. Then we decided to come to Canada because Dad
couldn't get work. Dad used to g6 into town and come home with books about
Canada. Finally, he said he was goinz alone if no one else would go. We
were all willing, but Reg's boss coaxed him to stay and said he was intending
to open & new store in Bristol and would put Reg in charge. Reg was tempted
but Mam said that if Reg stayed, she would too. Finally, Reg decided to come
8o we sold up and left Bath at 11 p.m. on March 19, 1908. Fritz was there
at the station to wish us good-bye, '

We arrived at Liverpool early next morning asnd set sail liarch 20/08 on
the Empress of Ireland. It was a stormy crossing. There were 900 immigrants
and three slttings at every meal. We didn't go down for two or three days.
Dad was the only one not sea-sick. Arech wasn't sick, but lost the use of his
legs. The Stewardess brought us some troth -- 1t was like greasy dishwater.
We couldn't teke it, so Dad paid one of the stewardesses to zet us some beef
tea. ilam had a small tin trunk witn biscuits, apples, jams, etec. so the first
day we felt well enough to go on the sheltered deck, Dad went down to our
cabin to get us a treat. Ours wes the first cabin for passengers next to
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the crews guarters, in the very front of the ship (the forecastle). There
was guite a high sill into each babin. A big wave had come over and the
stuff on the floor was floabing around. ©Pad haa to fetch a sailor to mop
it up. It was so rough, the wind and waves had torn a large dcor off its
hinges at the top of the stairs (the companionway) and when the ship's
carpenter tried to mend it, the waves coming overboard threw him aside and
broke his ribs! Only about the last two days ¥ it rleasant and we were
overdue,; due to the storm.

-

e

The first class passengers were landed in Halifax, E.S. but we were
teken to St. John, L.E. The crew were anxious, because 1f they could not
n,
i

land us by 7 p.m. Saturday, thev would have to keep us till bionday morn j .
Anyway, we got off in time. Owing to the storm we were a day overdue, e
were herded into a huge wooden building, vcry cold, and had to stand in
line to go through customs. There were 7 of us: Uad Mam, iabel, Regz, liar,
Archie and Lily, each with a bundle, and it was hard to keep torether, as

everyone else was doing the same thing., PFinally we got through and Dad
settled us on a seat and took Rez to go and claim our belongings, from the
hold. Dad was just in time to rescue 2z big sack of bedding & man was taking
away. He had torn off the labels but we had sewn the sacks with string

and Dad recognized it. Mam brought feather beds, pillows, blaenkets, etc. and
it would have been a loss. Heanwhile, Reg had manasged to buy some cheap
chocolates and he ate so many he was sick, so Dad had to bring him back

and take Maur to help. Then we were told to get on the train. What a shoeck!

There was no station nor bulldings. It must have been the freight yaris.
There seemed to be several tracks to walk over to this great monster o
engine. There must have been 3 or 4 there, going in different direction
and each one was tolling that awful bell. OQur English trains have a v
discreet peep-peep and tnay‘“e usually down in a cutting. We had to c
up very steep steps at 5 a.m. on a cold larch morning.

We were all cold, tired and weary but the train had no nice upholstered
seats - only wood. Along the sides above the windows was a big wide board
like & large door. It could be let down on 2 chains and was our sleeping
accommodation. The boys got up there and when I looked for my new coat I'd
made, they had used it for a pillow. We travelled all day Sunday, arriving
in Toronto about 10 a.m. Monday, too late for the Hamilton train. Coming
from N.B. was a dreary journey through miles and miles of bush. Never a
house or a station to be seen, though we did stop at 2 or 3 places and
people came on with baskets of food to sell. Mam bought a large packet of
soda biscults ani we ate them without butter or cheese. Ve had never seen
any before. At the back of each coach was a huge range, a pile of wood and
an axe, if you cared to use it. e had to sleep the best way we could.

We got to Hamilton and our friend, Geo. Cole, met us at the lunter St.
Station and made us walk to Tisdale 3t., about 2 p.m. - right aoxn Ring St!
Can you imagine what we looked like? Seven of us with bundles? Anyway

i
we stayed at Cole's for about a month and t.en rented a house on QOak Avenue,
and inherited bed buzs. We had never seen thnem before, and we workea all
swmmer to get rid of them. Geo. Cole was building himself a nouse on
Barton St. corner of Avondale, so Dad bougnt the first lot on Avondale
north of barton and built us d house. They both did it after work. Ve
moved in time for Christmas though there were still some inside touches to
be done.
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Kot long after we arrived there was a bad thunderstorm and ham_wa;
frightened that, if we'd had the money, wewuld have returned to Engl
) & 1 S vt 3 A
When we were young, in a thunderstorm, all knives and steel a;tlples.,
covered and dark shawls were draped over mirrors, and we were taken into

. s - o~ .

cuptoards, and the door closed until the storm was over. Can't you seeg,
even now, I am scared of thunderstorms, but don't fuss? HMothers Aunt and
Uncle used to come to Kington St. Michael from London every year, and when
there was a thunderstorm he revelled in it and would take his family outside
to watch it.

Viell, Lil, I thirk you will remember the rest.
The End

Pat, as I recall, Daddy (Fritz) came to Hamilton the following year, 1809.
No doubt he proposed to iiabel, but, as awsual, she wss needed at home. So
he volunteered as an Anglican missicnary to York Factory on *“udson's bay
(just south of Churchill) and served there until 1914, returning to
Hamilton at the beginning of the first War. He went by train to Vinnipeg,
wiiich is a long journey even now, There he was met by Indians who took

him by canoce and portage the hundreds of miles through the lakes and rivers.
There was -a yearly supply ship which went from kiontreal up past Lsbrador
and down into Hudsons Bay. If you forgot to order something you went without
for a year! Daddy didn't say much about his experiences but I know he was
appalled by the way the Hudsons Bay Co. Factor kept the Metis, Eskimos and
Indians constently in debt to him, by unfair pricing of pelts. I think he
was very disillusioned with the Mission too. Duftngz the war Daddy worked

in a munitions factory, I think. Do you remember those shells that they
had, sguashed, for an ash tray and a vase? jgahel and Fritz were married

in 1917 but they lived with Moms parents because they needed labels helpl
All Mom's trothers did very well and the family lived between Hamilton and
Stoney Creek and were always close. They loved to get together for s came.
Grandpa Coleman had a farm at Stonmey Creck, south side of King Street, and
his vineyards ran up into the mountain. Your llom and I spent a month or so
helping with the picking every summer, as they grew strawberries, raspberries
red and black currants, gooseterries, peaches, plums, pears, etec, and sold
them to E. D. Smith jam people. Grandpa used to also tring extra to ioms
house on Cameron A e, (123) when I was smaller, and I went door to door
selling them for them. It wasn't har? work because people were pvleased to
get fresh fruit. I have always been less shy than your Mom, though I must
say she seems to ha e blossomed forth of late. She used %o 'put me up! to
the things she wouldn't do! e lived on Cameron until about 1935, then
moved to Tuxedo to live next door to Aunty Pearce, who then lived at 26.
After she died we bought her house and lived at 26 Tuxedo N.,, Hamilton, as
you recall. Did you ever hear about 'the Euffalo folk!'? They used to come
to visitlAugty Pearce and after she died they came to Moms for years. They
were Aunty Pearce's niece and nephew (two cucuples). Believe it or not,
twice w@en we've been in England we've visited Aunty Fearce's great niece
and famllyl‘ Aunt Jess (Buffalo) gave us the info when we went in 1975 and
We‘ve_kept 1n_?ouch: They are distant relatives, to say the least, She
izesglll t§ach1ngnp1ano at over 80 yrs. of age. Apparently Mary Leavins,

e ng. niece, cameé to Buffalo once to visit her Aunt Jess, and they drove
ner to N. Falls and Hamilton, and she remembers Mom and Dad! Arch Pearce
was her cousin.

Trust this nhelps to round out the information for your adventure,

o™



