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PROLOGUE 
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The St. Lawrence River carves into the land, flowing eastward from the mighty great lakes to the Atlantic Ocean. Along the shores, settlements grew from the wilderness. After the American War of Independence, over 40,000 refugees crossed from the newly formed United States of America to safe harbour in British-held territories: the land known as British North America. Governed by a model of public peace, welfare and good government, the environment aligned with the sentiments of the fleeing population. Their expulsion resulted from their loyalty to the British crown, as their former neighbours from the Thirteen Colonies revolted against British control and demanded self rule. Their rallying cry was, ‘give us life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness’, but this was only for those who had supported their demands for independence from Britain. Many of these refugees from the War of Independence, or as these loyalists called it, the Time of Troubles, remembered the previous struggle of their Palatinate ancestors who fled religious persecution in the early 1700s. Their descendants maintained their gratitude to Britain for its role in aiding them. The ruling British monarch, Queen Anne, had granted lands in the new world and offered safe passage to America for thousands of Protestants. The Loucks family arrived in America aboard one of Queen Anne’s mercy ships. Grateful for the opportunity to establish a peaceful community, they, along with others, negotiated with the indigenous population and built a settlement in the Mohawk River Valley.

After sixty-plus years of grueling work, these early settlers rebuilt their lives and created stability, until demands for independence in 1776 challenged this peace and the troubles upended their lives. Many tried to stay neutral, opposed to any conflict, as required by their faith. Others pledged loyalty to the British who had stood behind their Palatine ancestors when they sought freedom from persecution. These Loyalist families felt the wrath of neighbours and even family members who considered themselves patriots. Any man who failed to declare their allegiance to the forces for independence became a threat to the fledgling nation, and Patriots labeled them ‘Tory’, or even ‘traitor’.

When rebellion rose in the land, many family’s loyalties, including those of the Loucks family, fell into opposing camps. ‘Hon Joost’ or Joseph Loucks, just twenty years old, and two of his older brothers, Peter and Richard, resisted outright declarations. Their father, Adam, and remaining brothers played leadership roles in the Patriot cause. In 1784, the Revolutionary leaders and the British government signed the Treaty of Paris and granted independence to the United States of America. Those residents, deemed ‘enemy’, faced eviction, confiscation, and injury. No longer welcome in their communities, those proclaiming loyalty fled for their lives. The Loyalist Loucks brothers joined the tens of thousands who travelled north to land still part of British North America. In time, agents of the crown surveyed the wild, unsettled lands along the St. Lawrence River, west of Montreal, to parcel into allotments for distribution.

They became known as United Empire Loyalists (U.E.L.) in a declaration by Sir Guy Carleton for adhering to the Unity of the Empire. Compensation for their support given to the British monarch during the revolution, the Loyalists, as well as each one of their children, received land grants. Both sons and daughters could petition for their grant once they attained the age of twenty-one. Joseph Loucks and his brothers received lots in the Eastern District township of Osnabruck, near the village that became known as Aultsville. Today, Upper Canada Village sits on the land originally given to Joseph. His son, Peter, named after Joseph’s brother, petitioned in 1816 for his land grant. Many of their descendants, including his son, Daniel William Loucks, grandson of Joseph, remained close to those early homesteads.

Residents and descendants contributed to the growth of the villages along those shores. They aligned their affairs with the model of peace, welfare, and good government adopted by their ancestors when banished from the newly created United States of America. In the 1860s, consensus grew among this population for more self government without abandonment of the well-established relationship with Britain. Delegations, first in Charlottetown in 1864, then in Quebec City, debated consolidation of the disparate territories of Upper and Lower Canada, and the Maritime settlements. By 1867, selected representatives travelled to Britain to petition for greater independence1. With the British North America Act put into effect on July 1st, 1867, Queen Victoria decreed Dominion status for those lands choosing to be joined under the name Canada. “The phrase ‘peace, order, and good government’ opened section 91 of the British North America Act, now the Constitution Act, 1867.”2 During the final drafting of the agreement, the word ‘welfare’ became ‘order’, and remains part of Canada’s ethos.

Through the generations, the sense of pride endured. Daniel W. Loucks, and his wife, Sarah Van Allen, descended from these early Loyalist settlers from each of their parents. Their diverse lines of loyalist ancestors contributed to their character and resilience. Many stories around the hearth fires repeated the lessons of persistence in the face of adversity from hardships encountered and overcome. Ushering in new generations came with the responsibility of honouring those ancestors, but also came with a fading recollection of prior conflicts. In the villages settled by these Loyalists, including Aultsville, they designated the borderline between Canada and the United States down the middle of the St. Lawrence River. Decades after the initial settlement, families moved back and forth between the countries, establishing friendships, and creating new alliances. During the summer months, a service ferried passengers between Aultsville, in Upper Canada, and Louisville Landing, New York, in the United States. The terror of the conflict faded, but the pride in their ancestors’ courage never wavered.

Dutch Reformed Church in Stone Arabia, NY
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GRACE ARRIVES 

Fresh breezes blew in from the expanse of the St. Lawrence River, just a short distance from the Loucks’ home, sweeping away the early warmth of the sun. Spring brought promise of renewed life—of new beginnings—and hope filled the hollow left from the harsh winter. The house sheltered two boisterous boys who raced through the lower level, screeching at one another. Sarah heard the commotion, followed by the quiet tones of Daniel, her husband, as he interrupted the play. “Now boys, take your play outdoors or I’ll find you another lot of chores to keep you busy.”

The window curtains fluttered as Sarah lay spent on the bed, exhausted from the prolonged effort; the slippery form lay on her exposed belly. A hearty wail confirmed the newborn survived the brutal labour. “Shutter the window, Min. I don’t want the little one to get a chill.” Her sister pulled the sash closed and latched it shut before she approached Sarah with a clean towel. Sarah closed her eyes while her sister took the child to the edge of the room. Water trickled into the basin as she bathed the baby. April was a good time to enter the world and this child’s arrival coincided with the confederation of the nation. At the end of March 1867, Queen Victoria proclaimed the beginning of the new Dominion, named Canada, to commence July 1st. Historic ties to Great Britain remained, but a parallel model of government arose.

“She’s a lovely girl, Sarah. A playmate for my Gertrude.” Min wrapped the bundle and handed her to Sarah. “Danny will be mighty proud to dote on her. I’ll fetch him now.” Sarah gazed at the fresh pink face. The infant balled up her fists, lifting them to her puckered lips, before she popped her eyes wide open and looked up at her mother.

“There you are, little one. I’ve been waiting to meet you.” Sarah leaned in to take in the fresh scent of her first daughter. As she cuddled her closely, her thoughts flashed to the painful memory of Collen, the little lad who sparked with life for just a few short days. She drew the warm bundle closer. “Oh, my baby girl, you look to be a fighter. May God keep you safe.” The gentle tap on the bedroom door announced Daniel. Sarah smiled at her husband. “Danny, we have a wee girl. She is a pretty little thing—and strong, too.”

Danny approached the bed and crouched down to peek at the new baby. His rough hands reached out to caress the down fuzz with his index finger. “Sarah, she’s a beauty.”

“You’re not disappointed that she’s not a boy to help, are you?”

“How could you say such a thing? She’s a darling. We already have two boys to lend a hand. Now you’ll have some company, won’t you?”

Sarah looked back at her daughter. “She’s a right blessing, she is.” As she traced her finger over the pink lips, the baby grabbed hold of her finger and sucked fiercely. Her eyebrows puckered as she worked away.

Daniel smiled. “Oh, she’s a serious one, then. She looks like an old man.”

Min entered the room. “Go away with you. Don’t you be talking about my niece that way.” Min entered the room and walked to the window. She closed the curtain. “Time for them to get to know each other.” She waved her hands at Danny to signal it was time to leave.

Sarah yawned as she shifted under the covers. “It was quite the job to bring you into the world, little one.” She looked up at her husband. “I’d like to call her Grace. I pray to the Lord it will please Him and He will shine His grace upon her.”

“Seems like a fine name to me. You brought me much happiness today, Sarah. Now, you get yourself some rest. I’ll take care of those two boys.”

Sarah sighed deeply as her sister approached. “She’s a really pretty child, Sarah.” Min tucked the blankets around the pair. “Well, Grace, your grandma would have been so happy to meet you. I’m sure she is watching over you.” Min stroked the pink cheek, marveling at how soft new baby skin felt.

“Ma would tell her stories straight away to both of our new arrivals, wouldn’t she? Her first granddaughters.” Sarah squeezed her sister’s hand. Though it had been a long time ago, moments like this brought their loss into sharp focus. The death of their mother still pained them both.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


TWO

1871- 1872 
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Grace thrived under the loving care of her parents. Her father, Danny, became a telegraphist for the Grand Trunk Railway.

Her brothers, Herbert and Frank, although thrilled to boast of their pa’s connection with this novel technology, met opposing views. Some reacted with suspicion and fear. No one understood quite how the wires transmitted the messages up and down the line as those iron horses thundered across the land, spewing foul debris. Others applauded the direct connection to the North American network.

The British Empire embraced rail expansion across its empire and beyond. North America was no different. Canadian business leaders invested in the construction of the rail networks, including the miles of telegraph communication. The Aultsville station, built in 1856, just north of the community, provided a further step towards prosperity. They found another way to bypass those rapids standing between their town and Montreal.

When Daniel’s grandfather, Hon Joost (Joseph), and his brother, Peter, received land grants fronting the St. Lawrence River as compensation for their loyalty to the British monarch, dangerous rapids, situated east of Aultsville, separated them from the Montreal trade route. This limited how they could develop their acreage. Any delivery from Montreal, destined for the settlers west of the rapids, needed to be offloaded and carried overland.

Daniel Loucks appreciated the benefits associated with the expansion. Rail technology connected Aultsville to Montreal, reducing the travel time to six hours to cover the ninety-four-mile journey. Goods could now travel with ease and people could visit relations who had moved away. Sarah wondered if they might take the train to visit her sister in Magog, Quebec. Aunt Min and her husband, the Reverend Henry T. St. Clair, moved to Magog with Grace’s cousin, Gertrude. Sarah missed her sister’s presence, but Min wrote often, and Sarah expected a train trip was simply a fanciful dream.

On some days, once their schooling finished for the day, Grace’s brothers would head to the station to meet up with their pa. Together, they would walk back home, then hustle to complete their chores before dinner. Most mornings, Danny beat the youngsters into the yard. They could count on their father to give them a hand, as he enjoyed the satisfaction of physical labour.

Sunlight streamed into the cozy kitchen. The smell of bread baking in the wood stove filled the space. “Momma, is breakfast nearly ready? I’m hungry.”

“Just about, young lady. Fetch the napkins while I check on the bread. The eggs are near boiled hard, so I can put a couple into the lunches.” Grace reached up to place one napkin by each setting.

“How many have you got there, Grace? Can you count them out with me?”

“One, three, four, five.” Her little fingers fumbled to pick up each bundle.

“That’s a good try. One, two, three, four, five. One for each person in our family. Now, call your brothers in and wash your hands in the basin.”

The family assembled around the table and joined hands. They bowed their heads and gave thanks for their blessings. Sarah sliced the bread and scooped up some hot cereal. “Danny, remember you promised to trade shifts tomorrow so you can take me over to the photography studio? I’m determined to have another photo of Grace. We’ll always have those pictures to remember what a sweet thing she is.”

“I reckon I’ll always remember that, Sarah, but I did as you asked and switched up my shifts.” He reached over and tousled his daughter’s hair.

Sarah scraped the planks as she pushed back her chair and reached over to collect the dishes. “That’s good. Now, you boys best be getting on with your day. Herbert, Frank, you walk part way with your pa and come home straight from school. There’s plenty of chores to do round here.” Sarah kissed her men’s cheeks when she handed them their lunch pails. “Herbert, mind the teacher. Pretty soon you could get a job like your pa.”

“Oh Ma. I’m only twelve. They won’t be hiring at the railway until I’m at least sixteen.” “Never you mind. Your chances in life are much improved if you got some learning.”

“Frank, keep your wits about you. Don’t want to hear any more about your dreaming while you’re supposed to be studying.” She smiled at her youngest boy and leaned down to plant a kiss on his forehead.

“I will, Ma. Promise.”

“Danny, wear your hat when you’re outdoors; the sun is mighty strong now.” Sarah waved her arms to shoo them out of the house. “See you all for supper.”

Sarah left the inside door open and pulled the curtain across to keep the flies away. “Right, then, Grace. You’ll be my little helper today. Once we’ve washed up, we need to get the beds aired before we walk to the village to collect a few things. Then, after lunch, we’ll sweep out the kitchen and re-stoke the fire. And, before dinner, we’ll boil up some water to wash your hair. You’ll be pretty as a picture for tomorrow.” Grace gave her momma a squeeze and folded into her warm arms.

***1872***

For many years, Sarah kept her commitment to take Grace to a studio to have her portrait taken. Grace kept a close eye on her mother, who hovered at the back of the room, as Grace didn’t know what to make of the photographer who fussed around her. Sarah’s head nodded, as she motioned with her hands for Grace to keep still. By the time Grace turned six, she understood how things were done and she relaxed into the session. 
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Grace aged 4
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Grace aged 5 & 7

The number of images decorating the hearth mantle grew as each summer passed, and the picture of her sixth year now joined the others.

Herbert was just finishing up his schooling by the time Grace joined her brothers on the daily trek for lessons, leaving her ma alone through the day. Sarah found the days lonely without her children underfoot, but soon she would have lots to occupy herself. Another child was due as the school year ended.

“I hope this baby will be a girl, Momma. I’d truly love to have a sister.”

“Now, Grace, our Good Lord will decide for us. We must pray for a healthy, strong baby. That’s the most important thing.”
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THREE

JUNE 1873
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Summer days made the chores much more pleasant, but the children grumbled about the suffocating temperature in the classroom. Sarah lumbered around the kitchen. The warmer days added to the heat already caused by cooking, so Sarah moved most of her food preparation into the summer kitchen. “Frank, fetch a bucket of cool water before you leave for school. I expect we’ll be needing to fill the flasks before you all head out.”

“Gosh, I can hardly wait for school to be over for the term.” Frank had turned twelve that year. For a long while, the job of collecting water from the well fell to him.

Sarah gave birth to a girl on June 9th. Each child was such a gift, and this one arrived with a fighting spirit. Sarah inhaled deeply. “Nothing quite like the arrival of a new life.” Sarah’s youngest sister, Retta, assisted with this birth. After their father died, Retta lived alternatively with each of her sisters while looking for employment. A few years earlier, Min’s family moved to Quebec, and Retta sought more permanent employment. Soon, she would leave for Kingston to take a new position. 

“I feel so blessed to have another girl, Retta. A sister for Grace. No better blessing than to have the comfort of sisters. I can’t imagine my life without you and Min. I wish you didn’t have to leave me, too.”

Retta wrung out a washcloth and gently wiped Sarah’s brow. “I know. I’ll be sure to write. This is the best plan, Sarah. You’re busy with your family. It’s time I made my own way. Still, I would never survive without you and Min. It is truly a wonderful thing to have sisters. I’m happy for your daughters, Sarah. One can never have enough sisters. The more, the merrier, wouldn’t you say?” She smiled in amusement as she dipped the cloth back into the basin.

“Let’s not get too enthused. For the moment, I think one sister will suffice for Grace.” She chuckled at Retta’s teasing manner. “Marion Euretta3 is a fitting name for this little one—in honour of the two sisters who have helped shape my nurturing skills. A forever reminder of your love.” Sarah reached over to squeeze Retta’s hand.

“I am so pleased to hear that. What about Danny? Won’t he want to suggest a name?” Retta straightened out the covers.

“Don’t you worry about my husband. He doesn’t take much notice of these things. He’ll be happy we’ve another healthy child.”

“Your gesture will please Min too, Sarah. Shall I write to her in Quebec? I know she longs to be home with you, but can’t you just hear her? My duty is to take care of my husband and family, even if his preaching work takes me to the end of the earth.” “Oh, Retta, you make me giggle. That certainly sounds like our Min.”

––––––––
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Almost a full year passed before they registered the birth of their newest daughter. The requirement, only recently adopted by the provincial government, took time before the population came to accept the practice. Daniel, listed as a farmer, relied on the local innkeeper to inform the registrar, so since Erastus Dafoe’s son was born a few days before the newest Loucks daughter, he supplied the information for both births.

Grace took to her sister from the very beginning. Side by side, as her mother cared for the new baby, Grace cuddled her own very special baby doll. Her sister grew as her steadfast playmate. Marion Euretta became too grand a name for the wee thing, and Danny shortened her name to Mollie. The nickname soon became her moniker, and everyone in the family referred to her in that manner. She was a fearless child, so sweet of face, and from an early age she showed a bold spirit of adventure. Mollie learned to express herself and soon dominated the entire household with her playful antics.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


FOUR

1874—1878
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Grace skipped down the steps with her classmates into the crisp autumn air. The sun was moving towards the horizon, filtering through the coloured leaves to wrap the children in a golden light. After the prolonged focus on their studies, and mandatory silence from the strict school- teacher, giggles erupted like a burbling brook as the children scurried out into the yard. The magic of reading and writing unfolded for the small class of eight-year-olds, inviting them into the grown-up world of communication. Frank ran ahead with his pals to get a few minutes of catch before they dispersed to do the home chores. Herbert made his way towards Grace. “Find your way home with Frank. Don’t forget to check the post. I’ll be home later.”

[image: image]

Dundela, ON Schoolhouse c1910

Grace knew he and the older boys often spent time at the train station before heading home. If they were lucky, they might pick up odd jobs, but, mostly, they hoped to watch as the daily train rolled in from Montreal.

She wanted to caution her brother to get home to do his chores, but she decided she’d better keep her opinions to herself. Her mother didn’t like her sticking her nose into somebody else’s business. Besides, Herbert didn’t pay her much mind.

“Come on, Grace!” Frank stood at the fringe of the school- yard, clutching his book bag.

Grace hugged her friend and collected her lunch pail. She hurried off to close the distance between her and her brother, catching up to him in front of the Post Office.

As they pushed the door inward, the hinges brayed like a donkey, first hearing a prolonged ‘Hee’, followed by a measured ‘Haw’, as it swung shut. A final stomp of defiance came from the stubborn door as it firmly latched. The postmaster kept it that way to alert him to incoming customers. Most shops used bells, but for reasons unclear to Grace, the Post Office depended on the squeak. Mr. Isaiah Ault4 managed the Post Office, issued marriage licenses, and acted as the Justice of the Peace. His father, Nicholas, helped establish the community after he dammed the creek and built the sawmill.

“Good afternoon, you two.” Mr. Ault pulled back from the counter to select from the sorted mail. “It’s a good thing you’re here today. I have a letter for your mother.” He leaned over the counter as if to confide a secret. “She’ll be pleased. It’s from Retta.”

Grace flashed a smile. Frank reached out to take the letter, then stuck it into his book bag.

The postmaster fussed under the counter and pulled out a sweet. “Here’s a little something for you. How is your momma doing?”

Grace popped the candy into her mouth. “Oh, she’s doing fine, though she says Mollie is a handful.”

Frank tapped Grace’s shoulder, then lifted his hand to the brim of his hat. “Thanks, Mr. Ault. We best be heading home.”

The pair exited the Post Office, sweeping through the pile of crisp leaves gathered on the step. “Race you back!” Frank dashed off before Grace could even reply. It was not such a bad idea, seeing the sun was moving lower in the sky, and they still had to cover some distance to reach home, even if they crossed through the fields.

After dinner, once Sarah tucked Mollie into bed, she could spend some time with the others. Sarah pulled the envelope from her apron pocket. She missed her sisters, but she was always grateful for the news they sent in their letters. “Well, what do we have here?” She moved the paper to the lamp and squinted to make out the words on the page. She searched her apron pocket again to retrieve her wire-framed spectacles. “Retta tells me love has found her.” Sarah lifted the page closer to the light to bring the shapes into better focus, before she continued. “She’s met a gentleman in Kingston, and they plan to...” Sarah paused, and the family leaned forward. She looked at them. “They plan to wed after the Christmas season. She already gave her notice to her employer!” The letter rested in her mother’s lap as she sat back in her chair. “Oh my, that is some news.” Her mother picked up her teacup, pressed her lips together; a smile emerged. Her eyes twinkled as her face took on a particular glow. “Well, what do you know about that? I wondered if she would ever find a suitable match at her age, but there it is—even though she’s almost twenty-eight, she’s managed it.”

Grace loved the way words conveyed messages and could travel all the way from Kingston. Learning how to write became one of her favourite activities at school. Her beloved Aunt Retta married Henry William Wilton, a British soldier stationed in Kingston, on January 5th, 1875. The following year, they blessed their union with the birth of their son, William.

Most days when she returned from school, Grace found her mother hovering by the door, to see if there were letters from her sisters. Even if it was a quick note, Min or Retta found time to write.

One day, as Sarah oversaw Grace’s bedtime prayers, she reminded Grace about her duty to her sister, Mollie. “As the eldest, you have a responsibility to always take care of your sister. I hope you and Mollie can stay close together. Grace, letters are not like seeing them. It’s just not the same.”

Such happiness descended over their mother when she spoke abut her sisters as if her bonds to them could never break. Grace loved to hear her mother read out their notes. Mostly, she wanted to know more about her cousin, Gertrude, who also turned eight this year. Aunt Min sent detailed letters about all the news in Magog, where her husband, the Reverend St. Clair, preached in the community southeast of Montreal. Min told them the countryside was pretty, with sparkling lakes, but she missed the proximity to the St. Lawrence River.

When the snows came with a gale force, at the end of 1877, Grace carried home one of her mother’s special packages. The postmark revealed the letter was from Aunt Min. She sheltered the note in her book bag as she pulled Mollie along. The deep snow caught on their coats, dusting them with white specks as they forged a path across the field. They burst through the doors with rosy cheeks, chattering like sparrows in the spring.

“Well, what’s got the two of you so excited?” Sarah reached over to help Mollie with her wet things. The damp wool released a hint of mildew as she shook off the snow. No matter how much she tried to air the clothes, a slight damp lingered. “Get yourselves over to the stove and warm up your feet.”

Grace reached into her bag. “Mr. Ault gave me this letter for you.” She handed the envelope to her mother.

“Ahh, there’s a reason to be cheerful. Let’s set it aside to read after dinner, shall we?”

“Don’t you want to know what she says?” Mollie looked up at her ma.

“Patience, Mollie. We must learn to manage our desires. We will wait until we are all around the table before we read her note. Now, perhaps you can help Grace set our places for dinner.”

Min shared good news. The St. Clair family planned to return to Ontario, and Min said they expected a new baby to come soon after they came home. Her mother quoted from the note. ‘Oh, the Lord has blessed us. We are so grateful.’ She removed her glasses and took out her hankie to polish them. Grace couldn’t help but notice her mother dab the moisture from the corner of her eye. “Praise be indeed. The Lord has blessed us all. My sister is coming home.”

Grace turned to Mollie. “And our cousin, Gertrude. She’s the same age as me, Mollie. We’ll have another playmate. When are they coming, Mother?”

I imagine they’ll travel back in the Spring once the winter weather eases. Grace found her mother completed her chores with a lightness of spirit as her heart filled with images of those precious times ahead; a time when the Van Allen sisters would reunite.

––––––––
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January arrived with a frigid spell so fierce it pierced the soul. Perhaps it anticipated the arrival of a telegram capable of freezing the hope budding in Sarah’s heart. Reserved for the most critical news, those truncated telegrams delivered cryptic lines, too often resulting in heartless words and a mess of anguish for their recipients. Danny walked home from the telegraph station with Herbert, who recently started his operator training. Neither of them wanted to deliver this message to Sarah. Sent down the line from Kingston, they imagined Retta’s husband dictating to the stationmaster.

REGRETS. RETTA DIED PEACEFULLY YESTERDAY. REMAINS TO AULTSVILLE WEDNESDAY HENCE FOR FUNERAL AND BURIAL.

Grace could not fully comprehend what had happened. Given the circumstances, the St. Clair family returned to Ontario immediately rather than wait for the Spring weather. The expectation Grace had built regarding her cousin, Gertrude, didn’t match the situation they found themselves in. It was wonderful to have a playmate her own age, but the mood of the houseful would not allow the girls to express any joy. The grownups sat around the parlour with the curtains drawn. Aunt Retta lay still in the coffin. Her features frozen like the photos on the mantle, the bloom on her cheeks had vanished, leaving her complexion pale, and the skin on her hands translucent. Uncle Henry, the Reverend, held his bible in the air while he quoted a passage, never glancing at the page once. Mother and Aunt Min held hands, clutched their hankies, and patted their eyes. Aunt Min rested her hand over her belly. Grace glanced over at her cousin, Gertrude. What a horrible reunion this turned out to be! Such sadness draped over the entire family. Gertrude stood as if she was as frozen as the icicles formed on the back shed; her posture, erect and her body absolute still, with her focus cast down to the floor. Not exactly the family visit Grace dreamed about.
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