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“rRIBUTE .TO AININETY YEAR OLD”

" By LOUISE WATSON
To have lived ninety years is a
major accomplishment, and, T be-
lieve, merits some comment.
Well, my, good friend and
neighbour, Mrs. Sam = Davies
(Aunt Rose, as she is so affec-
tiomately known all over the
County), is this month celebrat-
ing her ninetieth birthday. All of
those years have been [lived in
the Township of Stanhope.
Rose Davies comes of Wielsh
stock, Her parents, Edwin and
Bliza Johnson, came to this area
as seftlers when she was but
three weeks old.. Where Aunt
Sarah’s Lookout is now was the
middle of their pasture field.
Her hushand, Sam Davies, pass-
ed dinto the Great Beyond some
ten years ago, and to-day she lives
alone in her house on the Hawk |
River where she came as a bride
sixty years ago, Here her five
children were hiorn, and here she

two are her comfort and joy, not
to mention the pride and pleas
ure she thas in her little grand-
daughter, Cathie.

To see and talk to Aunt Rose
one would never guess that she ds
ninety. She has very few signs of
gray in her dark bair, and those
brown eyes of hers still shine
when she greets you with a wel
coming smile. She takes a lively
inferest in current events, and
all the happenings around the
community, and the years have
certainly not dulled her sense of
humor.

She is keenly awave of ithe
beauty around ler, and especially
loves the river. She remarked to
me once that she used to be able
to see across to the far side and
loved to wateh the families of
little dueks in spring, as the
mother duck guided them up and
down. Now the bushes which
have grown up along the shore

has known the tragedy of losing'obscure the wview considerably.

three of them. This house is full
of character, and reflects the life
that has been lived in it.

Fer son, Robert, lives a short
distance down the road,|and her

One day recently she saw some

come up the river and beach
them by the bridge. The red of
the canoes and colouriul —gar

daughter, Lily, in Toronjo, These

ments of the young paddlers made

young campers in five red canoes

such a lovely sight coming up the
river, she said, aad promised to
call me if ghe saw them again, so
that I could enjoy it too.

ter husband, Sam, was a lover
of the beauty of nature too, and
_S\H.w.m was one of the pleasures
i they shared. When he was too ill
Yo go about any more, he captur-
ed in colour sketches something
of the beauty he could see from
 bhe window. These are some of
W,Pguﬁ Rose's precious keepsakes.
i The life of the pioneers in this
leountry was not an 'éasy ong, and
Aunt 'Rose is no exception. Even
as a small child she helped with
the work of the farm, both in the
house and in the fields. She tells
of how they used to pack butter
fior wale to the stores in round
wooden tubs which were made of
good hard wood - Maple or Oak -
and were so finished that the
butter stayed, fresh, and never
became tainted from the wood.
These tubs held 100 pounds of
butter, and when her father was
getting ready to take them into
town she helped carry them from
the house to the wagon or sleigh.
T suspect that sre probably weigh-
ed less than the tub of hutter
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she carried. Later on some com-
merecial enterprise started to
make boxes of soft wood to con-
tain fifty pounds. This created a
hardship for the farmers who
were obliged to use them, be-
cause the butter became tainted
very quickly from the soft wood,
and was then, of course, not ac-
ceptable to the customers, Lator
on this method was neplaced by
the onepound “Butter Prints”
and each pound was wrapped and
packed separately.

Quite often when there would
be sickness dn a  mneighbouring
family, Rose was called upon to
go and help with the children.
Or, the case might be that her
mother was away helping a
neighbour, and she had to look
after the house and do all the
chores her mother customarily
did. She tells me that on onge
oceasion the mother of a three-
day-old baby asked her to take
care of the infant. I guess many
an ailing mother’s mind was at
ease when she knew “Rose” was
Tooking after her little tots.

Going to sclool was a teal
struggle, hecause it meant a four
mile walk morning and evening,

Sometimes she could mnot be
spared from the work at home,
but she went as offen as
could. There was no compulsory
educational laws at that time, and
maost children left when gtill
quite young.

By the time she married Sam
Davies, Aunt Rose was well
jequipped to become a farmenr’s
wife. The years of her marriage
held many joys, as well ag some

hard work,

Onie day as she and I were driv-
ing out to Minden, as we crossed
| over Alhe Beech River bridge I
iremarked that I would like to go
|up that river in a canoe, Her
jeyes lighted up, and she said, “‘Oh,
do you like a canoe too?” Then
she told. me how as a young girl
she became very good at handling
a canoe, and loved it, “I paddled
Sam all over these lakes”, wshe
said, and told me how sometimes
on & mice day they would get
their chores done early, get their
canoe, and go out on the lake do
fish. At noon they would find a
nice spot, pull up their canoe,
jhuild a fire and make some tea,
| (Continued on Page Thirteen)
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tﬁm -ln,ktes
o remember, and  says,
“fthley were ithe, happiest days of
my life”. One day this summer
Mr. Pete Sawyer took us in the
motor hoat around the Hawk
Lakes. As we passed along she
pointed out places where she and
Sam had camped for lunch, where
they had geone to pick blueberries
near Black Point, and it was in

first fish.

woods on snowshoes, or out on
the lake to fish through the ice.
Sam made the snowshoes for the
family. They were sturdy  and
strong, made from Ash. Some-
days he would search for days to
find the right tree. It had to be
straight and strong.

Onee in early spring — around
Easter — they woke up to find
that winter had been having a
last fling and all the trees were
laden with soft white snow, spark-
ling here and there with bits of
ice. She felt she just had to go
out, so she got ready and set out
to walk to Boskung to wvisit a
friend. As she walked along in
the quiet of the mnewly dfallen
snow, where tree bmanches bend-
ing over formed sparkling white
arches, she felt that surely mnoth-

She says that was about the love-
| liest sight she thas seen in-hes
whole life.

for her gtill.

Rose Dawies’ life has been ome
of wservice to ther family, her
neighbours, and her Church. She
has been am active member of
| 5t. Stephen’s Amnglican Church
since it was bhuilt, and a member
of the Women’s Guild since its
imception. It was she who intro-
duced me to “The Guild™ ’thoﬁgfh"
all the years, despite ymarny ad-
versities,” her faith has Temained
strong, and to-day she H‘“1]1 cmes
what she ecan for St. Stéphen
Almost every Sunday you. willil
find her in her seat at the ewen-
ing. service. On Sunday mornings
[ she fumes in ‘on the T.V. Churcir
Service. One morning when Rob-,
ert was away, my husband went

ex.to. fik something for her,

Little Hawk Lake she caught her. ;i

In winter they went out in ltlme',‘

ing could be more woniderful. :

What a storehouse of memories
she has, and. how vivid they arve |

When ne cameiback he said “tnat
libtle woman is like someone you
read about but seldom sgee. She
looked so dainty as she came
| downstairs in a mice dark dress
with white lace collar and  a
brooch at her throat, with her
hair neatly done, and sat down
bo disten 1o the Sunday Service
on T.V.” He wsaid she meminded
him of a Cameo.

Although the, years of hard
work are behind her, Aunt Rose
is mot idle. She does the chores
around the house, hangs out a
washing every Monday morning,
plants a garden in the spring —
and how colourful the flowers
are! It’s for sure she has a groen
thumb. Seh hakes pies for the
| Church Bazaar, and the other day
[ went over and found her busy
hand sewing at a quilt top. It
was almost finished too. Yes,
and sometimes she even splits a
liftle kindling wood to light the
fire in her Mg wood stove on a
chilly day.

In the few short years I hawve
known Aurnt Rose I have learned
so much from her. It is a real
privilege to know her, and for
me 2 rare experience to share fin
her memories of past years.

For the ladies of St. Stephen’s
Women's Guild, and for myself,
T offer this tribute to a wonder-
tul neighbour who is ninety years
young:

“Like a white candle
In a holy place,

Such is the beauty

Of an aged face.

Like the spent radiance
Of a winter sun,

So fis a woman

With her travail domne.”




