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INTRODUCTION
Oral histories are being used to achieve goals of higher literacy standards in many
Newfoundland and Labrador communities. Recording history provides an identity for
people within their historical and current life contexts. The St. MaryÕs Bay area is full of
history, but like most rural Newfoundland and Labrador communities, the number of
seniors continues to decrease. Each time we lose elderly residents, a special part of
our local, historical mosaic goes with them.
How often have we noted the particular storytelling or musical abilities of seniors or
marvelled at their memories and abilities to recollect events from their childhood. We
often hear the phrase, Òsomeone should record that song or write down that story or
itÕs going to be lost forever.Ó This oral history book evolved from the desire to do just
that - to preserve those remembrances, to create a book of stories that provides a connection between the past, the present and the future. The past has shaped the present and will design the future. We occasionally need to pause and replay past events
to realize that our greatest wealth may well be discovered simply by looking behind us.
This book offers us an opportunity to embrace the living voices of our parents and
grandparents as they tell their stories. It is hoped that these stories, which are personal accounts and remembrances, will be read and cherished by children and grandchildren of future generations.
This oral history book will provide a different literacy category that can promote a
greater community involvement in literacy development. To meet our literacy objectives, learners/interviewers and seniors worked closely together through many drafting
and editing processes. The final version is an easy-to-read book suitable for adult literacy programs.
We have at all times tried to preserve the storytellerÕs own words. Changes have been
made to enhance clarity and understanding. Facts, dates, etc. have not been challenged, but are printed as personal remembrances.
Una Hynes
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St. MaryÕs Bay
Newfoundland

Seniors Tell Their Stories

Mary Hickey was born in Lawn, grew up in
Placentia and moved to OÕDonnellÕs, St. MaryÕs
Bay when she got married. She had 17 children
and tells a very interesting and heart-warming
story about her life experiences.
Mary (Lambe) Hickey
Age: 77

HARDSHIPS AND BLESSINGS
I was born in Lawn, Placentia Bay on November 16, 1923. On the 18th of November,
in 1929, a day I have never forgotten, we had a tidal wave. At 5:00 in the evening
everything started to darken and the earth started trembling. Boats started heaving,
water came up over houses and they washed away.
At that time, my mother was pregnant. Dad went out to try and secure his boat and
bring her up further in the harbour. When Mom looked out the window she couldnÕt
see Dad, so she started to fuss and got very upset and we all started crying. She got
so upset she went into early labour and lost her baby and she died herself from childbirth. That was a real tragedy for me at age six and for the rest of my family.
After this, Dad was left alone with six of us kids. So my grandmother (MomÕs mother)
from Placentia came to Lawn and when she was leaving to go home, I went with her.
And thatÕs where I stayed til the day I was married. My Dad did marry again, so we
had a stepmother, but I never lived with them.
I went to school in Placentia and after I finished I started babysitting. It was at this
time I met and married Alex Hickey and moved to OÕDonnellÕs. I had 17 children - two
died very young. I raised 15 of them and IÕm proud of that. My husband died when I
was only 42 and I was left with the family, from ages 5 months to 23 years.
Raising a large family wasnÕt easy at that time - by yourself. But the older ones, as
they got jobs, helped the younger ones. Whatever they could give to one another, they
did it. We had cows and sheep and a horse and we raised our own vegetables. I
used to make a lot of their clothing. IÕd often turn a coat inside out to make it good on
one side for the girls. I did all my own baking and knitting. I often carded and spun
my own wool to knit the children socks, mitts and caps. I made my own quilts and
kept them warm - covering them up and IÕd watch them all night long. Andy was 5
months old when his dad died. He had asthma, so at night I used to wrap him up in a
blanket I warmed up on the oven door, because we had no electric heat. IÕd put a quilt
on the floor so my feet wouldnÕt get cold and IÕd walk the floor with him across my
shoulder.
9
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Andy grew real close to his
brother Dick, and he used to call
him ÒDaddyÓ. Dick used to hear
me up in the night with Andy and
he would get up and make in the
fire and heÕd put on a boiler and
weÕd close the doors and get
steam around to help him to
breathe. There was nothing else
to help him at that time - you didnÕt have the means or the ways.

L-R back: Mildred, Betty, Frances, Bride, Susan
Front: Cecilia, Mother, Philomena.

In 1988 I had another tragedy in
my life. My son-in-law, Charlie Parrott, drowned in OÕDonnellÕs. A lot of my family is
away now, all across Canada, from Fort Nelson, BC to St. MaryÕs Bay. I have 35
grandchildren and 7 great grandchildren. I am blessed to still have all my children living and I love each and every one of them. I have two sons, Martin and Billy who live
in OÕDonnellÕs. Needless to say, whenever I need something done, theyÕre just a
phone call away. But they enjoy MomÕs cooking and family gatherings. I visit with my
family whenever I can and I enjoy it. I still live in my own home. My daughter, Francis
and her son Jeremy are with me. Each day I take my wheelbarrow and bring in my
wood. I enjoy my flower garden and just sitting and looking out my window at familiar
surroundings and to see people I know.
I am now 77 years old. IÕve had many trials
raising such a large family, but my rewards with
my children and grandchildren were worth
every minute of it. I always had God watching
over and helping me.

L-R back: Alex, Martin, Ambrose,
Fergus, Dick. Front: Andy, Steve, Billy.
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Thomas Linehan was born in the Tickles,
St. MaryÕs Bay and lived there until 1947
when he moved to Colinet. When Mr. Linehan looks
back at his younger years, he is amazed at how hard
he worked for so little pay. He realizes his golden
years are quite comfortable. But he says, Òif I could only
get around, IÕd be top notch.Ó

Thomas Linehan
Age: 83

MY LIFEÕS WORK
I am the youngest boy of the family. I had one younger sister. There was 15 of us in
all, 10 of us lived. I left school when I was 12 years of age and went fishing with my
father until I was nearly 18. Then I left home and went fishing in a schooner. We
fished out of Argentia in Anthony SmithÕs schooner, ÒThe Joan SmithÓ. He belonged to
Argentia and he hired local people. He also had another big vessel, twelve dories and
a ship. There were seven of us. I spent my 18th birthday on the Grand Banks. I
come home and went in the lumbering woods that winter. Myself and my brother Cyril
were with Hughie SimmonsÕ. We logged all the winter and went on the log drive in the
spring. I went cook and I was making 25¢ an hour. That was good money, mind you,
in those days. We had nothing but rough grub. No french fries or steaks to cook - just
rough grub, like fish, potatoes, soup, beans and beef.
When the drive was over, I went in Hughie SimmonsÕ lumber yard in Colinet for the
same money. I worked there all the summer and went in the lumbering woods again in
the winter. After a few summers fishing and winters spent logging, I left Hughie
Simmons and got a job with the Federal Government on the Experimental Farm in
Colinet. I worked for the next 25 years over there. Six of us were hired on the bog
land. We would work from early Spring (April month) until late October and sometimes
it would be up in December before weÕd knock off. I started off with a $1.00 an hour
and after 25 years I was up to $6.50 an hour. I was laid off that job as I turned 65
years of age that June. We experimented on all kinds of vegetables. We had our own
cabbage, potato, carrot, turnip, broccoli, cauliflower, celery and on and on. After everything came out of the grounds, they did away with them. They destroyed them
because it was only experimental. Now they gave them around to a few, but the rest
were destroyed.
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We also experimented on cattle and
sheep. The cattle were all cut bulls Steers. The cattle pens were an acre
and a quarter. These were seeded
with different kinds of seeds. Every
two weeks the cattle would get
weighed and shifted from one pasture
area to another. There were three different pastures they had to be shifted
from. When they would get to #3 area,
the next weigh in theyÕd get moved
back to #1 pasture again. It took five
Scene from Experimental Farm Colinet
miles of wire to fence the cattle pas(known as the Bog Lands)
ture. The sheep pasture was much the
same. Different types of seed on each area. TheyÕd go to three different pasture
areas, getting weighed each time. That was every two weeks, before they would start
over on #1 pasture again. Every time they were weighed and moved to another area,
we had to give them needles and medicines. When we were laid off in October or
November, the cattle and sheep would be brought out to Mt. Pearl and sold off. Now,
we also cut and bailed hay. We put twenty ton of bailed hay in the one stack. We had
it good - the best of machinery, but we also had plenty of hard work. We got some
overtime and were paid double time for that. We got no time off for overtime. They
gave me a picture (collage of 8 to 10 smaller pictures) when I retired.

Scene from Experimental Farm Colinet
(known as the Bog Lands)
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Scenes from
JohnÕs Pond and The Tickles

The Tickles has been an abandoned community since 1963.

JohnÕs Pond has not had permanent residents since 1971.
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Patricia Singleton is a lifetime resident of
St. JosephÕs, St. MaryÕs Bay. She has raised
nine children and today enjoys sewing, card
games and bingo. We can all relate to her berrypicking story.

Patricia (Mahoney) Singleton
Age: 74

MY FIRST TIME BERRY PICKING
There were seven children in my family. Times were often very hard and everyone
had to do their share of work. They donÕt do anything now compared to back then.
You had to do it. That was it. You made the hay, worked in the garden, cooked and
cleaned. I attended school in St. JosephÕs, but I had to leave at grade seven to keep
house and attend to chores at home.
The last teacher I remember was Mercedes Bruce from the Placentia area. There
were not many fun activities. You made your own fun and games. We played hide
and seek, slough, tidley and horseshoes. Myself and my friends next door, Ellen and
Barbara used to play shop in the cellar. WeÕd have everything set up just like the real
shop. In the summertime weÕd love to go up in the meadows to mind the cows. That
is keep an eye on them so they didnÕt wander into the gardens. Mrs. Jeanette Daley
would bring us up a treat of bread, jam and cream. We loved that.
One of my fondest memories was my first time picking berries. When I was eight
years old, my father took myself and my youngest brother, who was six, to pick
bakeapples. We went in a dory down on the Beach Shore to a place he called Salmon
Brook. We went on the marshes and picked berries for three hours then came back to
our dory. We made a fire and boiled some jam from the soft berries to put on our toutons.1 After our lunch we went back and picked bakeapples until evening. Then my
father put the sail on the dory and sailed home. I spent the next day cleaning the
berries. From that time I picked berries every year until 1997 when I had health problems, which left me unable to go berry picking or trout fishing, which I enjoyed very
much. I made up my mind to be thankful for what I can do.
1 Toutons were made from bread dough. Small round pieces fried on a pan with butter or oil. Usually
eaten with molasses.
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Pauline Power was born on Colinet Island,
St. MaryÕs Bay. She lived there for 36 years
before resettling to AdmiralÕs Beach. She raised
13 children and still lives in her own home. She
enjoys playing cards and bingo.
Pauline (Linehan) Power
Age: 77

OLD TIMES AND WEDDINGS
At Christmastime we had house dances. Whoever had the house party would donate
their chicken and the women would make chicken soup and they would have bread.
Somebody would play the accordion and we would dance until dawn. There would be
dances every week during Christmas. People would bring buns and have tea or soup.
They would hang lanterns on nails and play the accordion and dance.
During Lent there was no dancing or parties. Everyone would look forward to St.
PatrickÕs Day. That was the big thing during Lent. On St. PatrickÕs Day they would
have a dance.
In the summertime there would be a spree. There would be plates full of cold mutton,
buns (everybody would bake something), pies, tarts, cakes, soft drinks and lemonade.
The lemonade was mixed up in a bucket and sold for five cents a glass. There would
also be a charge for the plates. The men had beer but they didnÕt have it in the hall.
They would hide it in the woods. We would dance until the sun came up and walk
home in the morning. Everybody was there - men, women and children. There would
be candy and treats for the children.

AdmiralÕs Beach

Weddings were mostly held in houses. Sometimes the
Priest would be asked for the use of the hall.
Sometimes he would give it to them but other times he
wouldnÕt. I had my wedding in a house. The wedding
ceremony was in one house and the dance was in
another. People would offer to help with the food. The
ones who were being married would supply the food
and everyone would make the suppers. Father
DoodyÕs mother made our wedding cake for us. We
had to go to St. JosephÕs in a motor boat to get married. When we got back it was too dark to take pictures. There were just outdoor cameras - no flash
15
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cameras. As with Christmas, the entertainment was
an accordion and everyone would dance away.

View from the ÒBeach HillÓ

There was one time my brother shot a lot of ducks.
The dog got tired from getting the ducks so my
younger brother ran ahead and got someone to get a
boat. When they got back they shared the ducks with
everyone because there was no way to save them.
That was one of the few times that meat was plentiful.
We didnÕt have a lot of meat then, but if anyone was
asked to have a house party, they always said yes and
everyone would share what they had.

A safe harbour, Colinet Island

Back Cove, Colinet Island
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Mildred Butland was born in Mt. Carmel,
St. MaryÕs Bay and lived there for 78 years.
She was a busy lady, raising 8 children, including
two sets of twins. As she reflects on her life, she
is thankful for GodÕs many blessings.

Mildred (Nolan) Butland
Age: 82

MANY BLESSINGS
I was born on December 12, 1918, in Mount Carmel. My maiden name was Nolan.
My parents were Thomas and Winnifred Nolan. My father was from Mt. Carmel and my
mother was a Power from North Harbour.
I completed grade ten in Mt. Carmel, got married at age twenty to Stephen Butland
from OÕDonnellÕs. We had eight children, including two sets of twins. Times were
hard, but we managed. In those times men had to go away to work and the woman
had the responsibility of raising the children and doing outside work. We had no electricity, running water, indoor plumbing or telephones. Electricity came to Mt. Carmel in
1961.
I liked to cook (bread, rolls, cakes, puddings, beans, stews, pea soup and dumplings).
I made my own fresh butter. Even after we had the electric stove, I still cooked mostly
on the wood stove. I was told it tasted better (ha, ha).
My most thoughtful memories were our family gatherings at home - Christmas, Easter,
MotherÕs Day, FatherÕs Day and Thanksgiving. We all went to Church, then had a big
home-cooked meal. My children did the dishes (boys included). We would chat, tell
stories. My husband Steve would sing all the old-time songs and then a little squabble
among 25 of us where to bunk down for the night. The grandchildren usually got their
own way, especially with Poppy.
The good times always outweighed the bad. God bestowed many blessings on me
during my life.

17

Hardships and Blessings

Joe Ryan was born in St. JosephÕs and lived there
basically a life time. At 93 his memory is good. He
can compose poetry and he loves to dance. He and his
wife, Stella raised 11 children. He now resides at the
Elizabeth Guest Home in St. CatherineÕs.

Joseph Ryan
Age: 93

WHEN I WAS YOUNG AND GROWING UPÉ
When we went to school, we brought splits and wood in our turn. We left home 8:00 in the
morning and got out at 4:00. We had a nice teacher and a two-seater desk. Sometimes
the fella next to you would copy, and then youÕd both get in trouble. The teacher had a
strapper and then youÕd be put in the corner on your knees. YouÕd be wore out by evening.
We had games like getting in a bag (sack race). If we got in trouble in school, mother
would bar1 us in the house.
In the 20s we had a time (dance) over in Mt. Carmel. We crossed the ice, me and Aus
Daley. We had a good time. Going home, the ice started breaking up. Down I went. I had
a big overcoat on and I had a longer2 with me to keep me up. I said to my guardian angel,
Òlook after meÓ, and she did. I was some tired when I got across. I said to Aus, ÒIÕm not
going back no moreÓ. When I got home, mother said, ÒI dreamt you got drowned.Ó I told
her my guardian angel took me up. It was 5:00 in the morning. Another night, we got
home and we had no wood. My father said, Ògo out to the black napÓ (spot for wood in by
Horse Head, Colinet Island). They cut rampikes and spruce there. When the ice was there
we wore cans on our feet to get a grip. It was 3:00 in the morning when we got back.
Mother had on a big feed of cabbage and potatoes. We were so tired we lay on the floor
and had a big nap.
In 1930, I went to Lunenburg, Nova Scotia fishing on a schooner. It had 10 dories. The
main boat would anchor and then they would go off and set their trawls. One time they
spent 72 hours without stopping. We cleaned and stored the fish. Back then there was no
salt. We kept it cool with a tarpaulin over it. Our skipper was from Montreal. He would
give us money to go to the restaurant for a sandwich. There wasnÕt much money then. In
all, we got 2100 kentle of fish. Another time we went to a restaurant and had a few drinks
of liquor. Back then a bottle was $1.50. One night we went to a dance. I met a girl and had
1 To ÔbarÕ in the house - to be confined to the house and not allowed out-similar to Ôtime outÕ now
2 A longer is long, thin piece of wood used as a walking stick
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a date. Her name was Veronica Hickey. I got married in 1943 at the Cathedral. Mrs. Tobin
had a boarding house in St. JohnÕs. She had the ÒtimeÓ there and never charged me a cent
(she was from Colinet). We had five bottles of rum. That was a lot. ThatÕs all I got to say.
Senior CitizensÕ Song
By: Joe Ryan, 2001
HereÕs to all the seniors up to the Elizabeth Home.
They got their own apartment they call their very own.
Now they are there by night and day.
They wouldnÕt be there if they had to pay.
Now the watch is coming on.
They come to see how youÕre getting on.
The nurse said ÒIÕll be backÓ. ThatÕs what she said.
ÒIÕll be back - back to make up the bedÓ.
ÒNow IÕm back to make up all of those beds.
IÕll soon have them done.Ó
Making those beds sure is no fun.
But now itÕs time to have your bath.
The nurses will tell you what their going at.
They will wash and dry you too.
They will dress you up. That is good enough.
Some are cooking and some are washing to,
they are doing the wash for me and you.
When they are all done, they will bring them back to you.
They will store them away,
so you know where they are for your bath the next day.
But now itÕs dinner time.
They all walk in line.
You go up to the dining room and then sit down.
You just got to wait.
The nurses will bring you dinner right on the plate.
When youÕre done, you go back to your room called Elizabeth Home.
But now itÕs night, weÕll play cards late at night.
You get your pills and mug up right on sight.
When the cards is over, you go back to your room.
You must go. Some are fast and some are slow.
The nurses will undress you and put you to bed.
SheÕll say ÒGood night, IÕll be watching you through the night.
If anything goes wrong, IÕll send for the ambulance and weÕll put you on.Ó
Then you call Mrs. Dinn and sheÕll fix up everything.
SheÕll give you a note to the driver and to the Health Science will go,
and the Health Science itÕs overflow.
TheyÕll take you in to have your x-rays to see if anything is wrong.
They will keep you in there until you get strong.
When you gets better, they send you back home
to the place you call Elizabeth Home.
But they will be there until youÕre dead and gone.
And Elizabeth Home will carry on.
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Philomena Dalton was born in Colinet, worked
in St. JohnÕs and now resides in AdmiralÕs Beach,
St. MaryÕs Bay. She enjoys playing cards, knitting
and crocheting.

Philomena (Hartson) Dalton
Age: 75

MY FIRST JOB
I was 16 years old and it was October month. The people I was going to work for came
and picked me up. They were friends of the family who lived in St. JohnÕs. When I first
went there, I had two aprons that my mother made from flour bags. They had bibs in the
front and tied in the back. I also had two dresses, one for Sundays and one for the weekdays, undergarments, personal items and $2.00. ThatÕs all I had to take with me and it fit
in a small suitcase. I worked in a private home on LeMarchant Road in St. JohnÕs.
When I went there it was a Sunday evening and the woman told me what my work was
for Monday morning. The first thing I had to do was the laundry. I didnÕt have to use a
scrubboard. They had a wringer washer, but they had no dryer. So I had to hang out
the clothes. Once the laundry was done, I would have to shovel coal that the truck
dumped off down into a shute. The coal went to a coal bin just off the kitchen. I also
had to cook and clean. I had to scrub hardwood floors on my hands and knees with a
brush. After I scrubbed the floors and hallways, I would have to scrub a paste wax on
them. Once the wax dried, IÕd take a cloth and shine the floors and bannisters. I also
had to scrub the brass outside doorknobs in the wintertime. My hands got sore and I
had no money to buy cream. I wrote to my mother and told her and a few days later a
bottle of Vaseline came in the mail.
The rules were very strict. I wasnÕt allowed to have anyone call me or to use the
phone. I had to be in by 10:00 p.m. and I wasnÕt allowed to have any visitors. I can
remember one night a friend from home called me and the lady of the house told him
that I wasnÕt there. I overheard her. It was a three-story house and I had to sleep on
the third floor. There was no heat up there. It was freezing in the winter and too hot in
the summer.
I was getting $5.00 a month. When I went there first, I used my money to get some
personal things. I also had to save money to buy a pair of winter boots. Once I had
20
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what I needed, I put a dress on installment at the London, New York and Paris, and a
pair of shoes at Parker and Monroe. I saved enough money to buy the new dress and
shoes to go home to the garden party in August. That was the big thing back then.
After a year I told her I was leaving because the work was too hard for $5.00 a month.
She offered me $7.00 so I stayed for another year. After another year I told her I was
leaving because I wanted a change. She offered me $10.00 a month. So I stayed for
another while.
I used to have to walk to Church (Cathedral of St. John the Baptist on Harvey Road)
at 6:00 a.m. in the morning. At around the time they offered me $10.00, I went to a
mission and that is what changed me. It was a religious retreat - missionaries would
come from different countries and have a retreat for a week, with Mass and confession
every day. They taught me that everybody deserves to be treated with respect and
that I did not have to put up with the way I was treated. So I decided I was going to
leave. A friend told me about a place looking for a cook for $25.00 a month. So when
the lady of the house left the next morning I packed my suitcase and left to go to work
there at BellÕs on Kings Bridge Road.
The cold and the misery I suffered while I worked at my first job was unbelievable - the
cold bedroom, shoveling the coal and hanging out laundry. At that time there were no
pants for women. All women wore dresses. The lady was so strict, everything had to
be perfect. My first job was an experience I will never forget.

We made our living from the land and the sea.
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Imelda Philpott was born in North Harbour,
St. MaryÕs Bay. She has lived there all her life;
however, she did work as a cook at the Old Colony
Club in St. JohnÕs. She enjoys quilting, knitting and
sewing.

Imelda (Power) Philpott
Age: 80

GETTING AROUND
In the early thirties at North Harbour there were no roads. School was on the south
side of North Harbour for three months and then on the north side for three more.
Most of the population lived on the south side. People had large families, lots of children. The only means of transportation from the north side was by boat. You would
go to St. JosephÕs and from there to St. JohnÕs, or you could walk to JohnÕs Pond and
get a boat to Colinet and to Whitbourne to get the train. We had mail once a week.
The mailman walked to Colinet and back with the mail, winter and summer. As a matter of fact, one poor fellow got lost coming from Colinet, walking down the ice in a bad
storm. This man was Peter Singleton from North Harbour, and the date was March 2,
1940. There were no stores or shops in North Harbour. Everyone had to go by boat
to GoughÕs in St. JosephÕs for their supplies or walk to Colinet. If you forgot to get
something you just did without it.
I remember when I first went to St. JohnÕs to work. I walked to JohnÕs Pond with a pair
of rubber boots on because the road was so bad. My father was with me. We got the
boat then to Colinet. I was sixteen years old at the time. The next trip home for me
was Christmas. I came to Whitbourne on the train and from there to Colinet on a
horse and sleigh. I walked down the shore with a man who was going to JohnÕs Pond
at the same time.
Some of the people in North Harbour had schooners, which they used for summer fishing. They brought their dried fish to St. JohnÕs in the fall and sold it to get supplies
(staples like flour, sugar) for the winter. Probably one or two schooners would go off
with the fish and bring back the supplies and it would be distributed to those who had
sent out their fish. The price for fish was low, but there were lots of fish. In winter the
men worked at logging in Colinet country. Mr. SimmonsÕ had a business and sawmill
at Colinet.
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Joe Nolan lived in Mt. Carmel, St. MaryÕs Bay
all his life. He enjoys listening to the radio and
talking about old times. He thinks itÕs a good
thing for his children and grandchildren to
remember the seniors and their way of life.

Joseph Nolan
Age: 90

MY LIFE IN EARLY TIMES
I was the oldest of eight boys and four girls. We had a horse, cows, sheep and
hens. ThatÕs how we lived in those days. We raised all our own vegetables. The
boys took turns getting up to light the fire. WeÕd be putting it off on one another, you
know. Father would say, ÒI donÕt care, itÕs somebodyÕs morning. YouÕd better get up
and light the fire.Ó We never had a chance to sleep in. The animals would have to
be fed and made ready for the day. My mother took my younger brother Freddy
(who was five years old) to Mass and on one occasion the usher was going around
with the collection plate. When he got home, his great Uncle Mike asked him what
he had seen in the Church. He said, ÒI saw a man taking money with a cap on a
stick.Ó
SCHOOL DAYS
My great grandmother was a Coady from St. JohnÕs. She was a school teacher in
her time. I can remember she used to teach me my prayers every morning and she
had a lot of pencils left over from school days after raising up her youngsters. They
didnÕt last long when she started sharing them out to me every day once I started
school. In my school days we wrote on slates with chalk. We had spelling, grammar, geography, and a writing book with headlines that showed how to make the
capital and small letters. We used to be on the stage in school. We would take part
in concerts to help raise funds for our Parish. WeÕd stay behind after school to learn
our parts. We had to bring the wood and when it was your turn, youÕd go wherever
the teacher was boarding and get the key, then go on down and put in the fire.
PARISH EVENTS
In August month thereÕd be a garden party. Everyone would help to prepare for this
big occasion. The women would do the baking, serve the meals and the men would
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set up the stalls and take care of the fire and games. When I got older, IÕd collect the
monies from ticket sales from the games. Other people would work at the garden
party in the night time. ThereÕd be a concert and a dance. One game theyÕd play was
shooting. There was a buoy anchored off with a flag on it and if you could hit the flag
with a .22 youÕd get a prize. People used to come from St. JohnÕs in busses to attend
the garden party. At the end of the day, IÕd bring the money to the Presbratory.
In October month we had Caulcanon. My mother made caulcanon which consisted of
meat and vegetables in an iron pot. There was a rabbit supper, also made at home
and brought to the hall and heated up. In February thereÕd be a Pancake Night in the
Hall. When they mixed the pancakes, theyÕd put in a nail, money, a rag and a ring.
YouÕd hunt around in the pancake and if you got a nail you were going to be a carpenter, if you got a rag, youÕd be a streel1 - the ring, youÕd get married.
ABOUT FISHING
When we were under England, the schooners would come in here to buy their bait
(herring) in the Spring. Jack Carroll from Holyrood had an ice house in the Cooling
Pound (now Forest Field) where the bait would be stored until the schooners would
buy it from him. Fishermen back then would ÔbarkÕ their nets and sails. This was a
way of colouring and preserving them. TheyÕd boil water in an iron pot for barking nets
and sails and wait for it to cool before using it. The Canadian schooners werenÕt
allowed to bring their own bait because we were under British rule. There were a lot of
fishing boats in our area. Mr. Dick Nolan had a schooner and my great grandfather,
John Marrie built his own boats. He came from France originally as a stow away on a
ship to St. Pierre. His mother had died and his father remarried. It was Andrew Nolan,
a relative of my father, who brought him here to Mt. Carmel. Mike Nolan was getting
married to Alice Meaney and he asked John Marrie to stand up for him. When the ceremony was over, John turned to Kate (Catherine Meaney) and said ÒWhat about us
getting the knot tied?Ó ThatÕs how the Nolans and Marries got together.
We used to go in the woods by way of the Fall Path, (where the Wilds Golf Course is
now) which took us down to the Salmonier River to cut the wood. WeÕd start off on
Monday morning in the winter time. WeÕd take our supplies, also hay and oats for the
horses. WeÕd build camps and stay until Saturday evening when weÕd come home and
get ready for the next week. In the Spring when the ice broke up, weÕd drive the logs
down the river and the motor boats would tow the booms down from HurleyÕs Pond to
GoughÕs Mill which was near our Church in Mt. Carmel. It was near Austin DinnÕs and
was called ÔLumber Grass PointÕ. It operated in the 30s but when the war started in
Ô41 some men went overseas to work in the Forestry and some men went to the Naval
Base in Argentia and as a result the mill was closed.

1 A streel was someone who was very untidy - ill kept
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WORKING ON THE BASE
I went to work with the Engineers on the US Naval Base in Argentia in September of
1941. The engineers showed us what to do with block lines, how to give sights, use a
plumb bob to sight and learn their signs to read what they wanted you to do. There
was a lot of work to it. TheyÕd send you out on the trails to take the height of the land
for laying out the guns. You had to learn as you were going. We lived on the Base for
so many years, then weÕd drive home every night with Ernest Bennett.
I worked in the tire shop repairing tires for cars, busses and tractors and changing
them on the big tractors. We had to service the cars and take care of the big trailer
tires. When the war was on we didnÕt get any holidays. We worked seven days a
week and I worked a twelve hour night shift for two years. Then we went on day shift.
I worked on the Base for 28 years.
ABOUT OUR GARDENS
When I got a week off in May, I set the potato garden. I didnÕt set the small seed
because it needed more care. WeÕd put the potatoes in in the Spring, trench them in
June and then dig them in the fall of the year. There was no leisure time. We worked
like a dog. When IÕd come home every night, IÕd go in the woods and cut wood for the
next day. When it came time to paint my house, I had a scaffold set up and I spent a
couple of hours painting in the evening. It took the whole summer to do it.
FUNERALS
When people died, Mr. Ben Fowler would prepare them for burial. They would dress
them in a brown habit that was handmade. They would be waked at home and someone would stay up all night at the house. They would be brought to the cemetery by
horse and sled in winter and horse and cart in summer. The blinds on the windows
would be pulled down while they were passing by.

Our Lady of Mt. Carmel Church, early 1900s
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Cutting ice in the Cooling Pound, now Forest Field. Circa 1929.

Wooden bridge over Little Harbour River, Newbridge. Circa 1800s.
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Rita Linehan was born in Riverhead, St. MaryÕs
Bay. At 16 years of age, she moved to
St. JohnÕs, then to AdmiralÕs Beach where
she got married and raised 12 children.
Rita (Corcoran) Linehan
Age: 76

MOVING FROM COLINET ISLAND
We were the first ones to move over from Colinet Island. We decided to move
because of the children being sick. We came over one time and going back there was
a big thunder and lightening storm. I had an infant baby in my arms and when the
waves hit us we went right in over the shoulder of the beach where the fishermen had
their shacks. It was an open motor boat. I swore that the next time I came over I
would never leave the beach again. So we decided to move to AdmiralÕs Beach.
Once we moved here, it took about a year or longer before the others started to move.
They thought we were foolish, moving over here with seven or eight kids. My husband
Jack stayed over there working in the plant. The next year he moved over to work
when everyone else did. I used to stay by myself with the youngsters. We had no
electricity or phones when we first moved here. When we talked about leaving the
Island no one helped us move, only JackÕs brother Edmund. Only for the Beach men
helping us carry the stuff over the beach hill we would not have made it. They got hay
barrels and moved the stove and the beds. I pushed things up over the hill in the baby
carriage.
There were no cars or trucks here so we did the best we could. Every time we had to
go to the doctor we had to go to St. JohnÕs. If we wanted groceries we had to go in an
open boat to St. JosephÕs. It was too hard and dangerous trying to get back and forth
from the Island. Hence our move to AdmiralÕs Beach. We had to go to school in the
old Church because they had no school here.
Just as things got settled our little fellow got sick. Gus Dalton and his mother, Mrs.
Gertie Dalton, had to take him to St. JosephÕs on a horse and sled. A lot of men had
to go with him and help shovel a path. Then they took him by helicopter to Mount
Carmel and then to Argentia. One place was just as hard to get out of as the other.
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Annie Nolan was born in Mt. Carmel,
St. MaryÕs Bay. She has lived there all
her life. She taught school at Our Lady of
Mt. Carmel School for 16 years and then
became postmistress for 17 years. She tells
an interesting story about her first trip across
the Island to attend summer School.

Annie (Power) Nolan
Age: 79

MY FIRST TIME AWAY FROM HOME
I finished my grade eleven in 1942. I didnÕt go to University. Intending to teach school,
I was informed that all teachers from the East Coast (of the Province) had to go to
Summer School at Petries on the West Coast and those on the West Coast had to
come east.
This was a bit of a surprise! When the time came, I had to go to Holyrood to catch the
train on its way to Petries, just outside of Corner Brook. I didnÕt meet one person I
knew going my way. I was very lonely - this being my first time away from home. I
didnÕt sleep at all on the train.
However, I arrived at Petries, the place where our summer sessions would be held.
No one here or there to take you anywhere. Not too far from where I got off the train, I
saw a Church. At least, I said to myself, I can go to Mass. It was a bit early and the
Church wasnÕt even open. I dollied around for a while and soon heard a Church bell
ring. Mass was being held at 9:00 oÕclock. Being so tired and sleepy, I slept through
most of the service.
However, Mass being over, I finally realized I was in Church. I followed the flow - still
unaware of what was yet to come. Now I had to go and visit the Supervisor who was
to give the Summer School courses at Petries. It was time for me to visit my boarding
mistress who was on her way to Church. Her daughter, who was with her, guided me
back to their house. When we arrived at the house, there were three girls waiting to
meet the lady of the house. After a short while, we settled in, and sure enough I fell
asleep and didnÕt know what was going on. In the meantime, the lady of the house
arrived and being just about lunch time, there was no way anyone could bring me to
my senses. Not making any move whatsoever, those around were becoming worried I
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was sick. Did something happen to me? I finally made a move, jumped up and made
my way to the dining room. Of course, lunch was just about finished. What a surprise!
Everyone was so delighted I was moving around, especially the lady of the house.
ÒOh, thank GodÓ, she said.
The next morning all was well, so the four of us students walked to our school (not too
far away) for the next four weeks, enjoying ourselves and meeting all the students who
were attending the school as well. We went to a few picnics, toured the places here
and there.
Finally, our School Sessons were over. We were given a great talk by our Supervisor,
who seemed to be quite pleased with the goings on, bade us farewell and a safe trip
home. Hold your breath - give out the diplomas. How happy I was when I saw my
diploma with an ÒAÓ in every subject. Two of us received an ÒAÓ in the subjects we had
taken. Others in the class were not too happy, but I think each one received a pass.
By the time September came around, I was given a school in my own Parish (about 25
pupils in all from Grade 1 to 9). I taught school for 16 years in the Parish of Our Lady
of Mt. Carmel, ending up with the last six years as Principal in Our Lady of Mt. Carmel
school, teaching grade seven to eleven (about 25 or 30 pupils). We had four classrooms in the one school.
I enjoyed these sixteen years as a teacher. I resigned in June 1959 and was married
in September. I relaxed for a few years. Then, in August 1967, I became Postmaster
of Mt. Carmel. I did this for seventeen years in my own home. I have been married
for 42 years to James Nolan. He retired after 31 years as a firefighter.

Mrs. Annie Nolan and her class of 1959 at Our Lady of
Mt. Carmel School
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James Nolan was born in Mt. Carmel,
St. MaryÕs Bay. Except for wartime service
overseas and for work in St. JohnÕs, he has
lived there all his life. He is now retired and
enjoys a leisurely drive every now and then.

James Nolan
Age: 83

Mr. Nolan, a World War II veteran, passed away in January, 2002. We were very
pleased to have him contribute to this book.

A LIFEÕS WORK
I left school at Mt. Carmel in the early thirties and later worked at Deer Park on the
Salmonier Line. In 1939 when the war started, I joined the Newfoundland Overseas
Forestry Unit and sailed for Scotland in January 1940. In Scotland I worked at logging
and saw mill work until 1942. I returned home and joined the fire station at the
Argentia Naval Base with the American airforce. I transferred to Fort Pepperal (now
Pleasantville) and in 1961 joined the fire boat in St. JohnÕs Harbour with the Federal
Government. I worked in the fire boat until her service was discontinued. I then
worked in the fire station until I retired.

Mt. Carmel, 1800s
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Florence Hanlon, affectionately known as
ÔFlorrieÕ, lived her whole life in OÕDonnellÕs,
St. MaryÕs Bay. She is quite happy to still
be living in her own home with time to enjoy
her children and grandchildren.

Florence (Tobin) Hanlon
Age: 88

MY GROWING-UP DAYS
I remember my growing up days. We werenÕt poor. We had plenty to eat. We had no
electricity. I remember at Christmas my mother would make her own decorations and
decorate the tree. In my growing up days, weÕd be looking forward to Christmas
because we knew we would get some small gift, not very much.
The nicest thing I remember about Christmas was the visitors that would come to our
house. There would be singing and dancing. It was really great. I remember Mom
and Dad would be looking forward to Christmas because we would all go to Mass
together on Christmas Eve. If there was snow down, we would go on the horse and
sleigh. If there was no snow we would walk. When we got home from Mass, my Mom
would leave cake and syrup on the table for good old St. Nick.
WeÕd have our dinner - nothing special. Mom would kill a hen or a rooster, put it outside to
hang up to freeze. WeÕd have a cake. WeÕd also have nice gifts - perhaps a few raisins
packed in a paper. My sister, I remember, she was the oldest - one time she got a rag doll. I
got jealous of the doll and tore it up. I remember so well how I didnÕt want her to have something and me have nothing. My mother scolded me. She wasnÕt too pleased about that.
I remember the men would come to play cards during Christmas and during the winter.
And the mummers would come to the door and mother would let them in and weÕd
dance with them, but we were scared too. WeÕd go to bed and plan on what weÕd get
the next day. WeÕd eat our few figs or raisins, perhaps an apple. I remember my
mother making jello and laying it out by the door to freeze - we had no fridges. It used
to be lovely. WeÕd rig up and go outside to slide and even go in the woods with my
father and haul out the wood on a handcat.1 We enjoyed skating. We had no skates.
We used to tie milk cans on our feet.
1 A sled made from wood - used to haul wood by hand.
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We thought they were good times. IÕd go out and get the potatoes and mother would
cut them and put them in a barrel. WeÕd go out in the garden digging the furrows with
a pick over our head - dig, dig, dig, until we got that long furrow dug. And Mom would
plant the potatoes on the bed and sheÕd trench while we were going up the furrow digging. And we had to do it right too. She had a cabbage garden that we had to weed
and get ready for her beets, lettuce, turnip and parsnip. She had a plant bed. She
had lovely flowers. We didnÕt do much swimming.
Did we ever pick berries! My father would row to the other side of OÕDonnellÕs. WeÕd
have a lunch packed for the day and weÕd have to pick so much berries before we
were allowed to eat our lunch. HeÕd say, ÒYou got to fill your cans and then weÕll have
lunch.Ó WeÕd be delighted then and weÕd pick and pick and pick. WeÕd have big sacks
of berries. My mother would put them in a barrel of water for the winter. When sheÕd
want to make jam, sheÕd go out with a knife or the axe and chop out a piece out of the
ice. SheÕd make tarts and potato cakes.
We had no grandeur, but life was really good. We didnÕt know anything about that
then. We said the Rosary every night. Coming up on Lent, mom and father would get
up early in the morning and light the little lamp on the table and get ready to walk to St.
JosephÕs to mass every morning of Holy Week. TheyÕd leave us in the lamplight and
warn us to take care of the house. My mother was a Bishop from St. JosephÕs. She
used to keep hens and ducks. They wouldnÕt lay every day, not like now with all the
feeds. For feed sheÕd give them tea leaves and rolled oats with flour over it. SheÕd
send us with a big plate of that to feed the hens. And sheÕd have a tub with a tier of
salt in it and a tier of eggs. We never got no eggs til Easter Sunday morning - weÕd
get two eggs. We were delighted with that.
We had cows and pigs. We had fresh milk and fresh butter. Father would hang the pigs
on a big post to freeze it. Only last month there was a man from Fermeuse who sent me
up the cream to make butter. I made 6 prints for my daughter in law from Holland. I
shares it out, you know, because its so scarce. Thank God IÕm still living in my own
home and IÕm quite happy. I have 25 grandchildren and 1 great great grandchild.

OÕDonnellÕs School, circa 1949. Teacher
Gertrude Daley
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Elizabeth Wade lived in MitchellÕs Brook,
St. MaryÕs Bay for 83 years. She now resides in
a SeniorÕs Complex just across Salmonier Arm
in St. JosephÕs, St. MaryÕs Bay. She lives alone
and enjoys reading, playing cards and bingo.

Elizabeth (Pike) Wade
Age: 92

HOMEMADE LYE SOAP
Years ago we didnÕt have laundry detergent for washing clothes. There was sunlight
soap but many people made lye soap which was good for laundry soap and for washing floors. You would put about two gallons of water in an old iron boiler or pot and
add a can of Gillettes Lye and stir it until dissolved. You would then put in all the leftover fats from meats, which would be saved over time. You would cook this all day
and let it cool overnight. Sometimes it would have to be cooked for awhile longer next
day. When it was thick enough it would be poured into a large tub. When it was set, it
was cut into blocks or bars.
MAKING BREAD
I remember the times when you used barm for making bread. First you would get a
pack of hops, which was Ôflake-likeÕ stuff. You would put the hops in a pot of water on
the stove and let it boil. Then it was strained and put back in the pot and a couple of
mashed potatoes were added to it. That was left for a couple of days until it worked.
That was called ÔbarmÕ. Then youÕd take a cup of that mixture to make a sponge. The
sponge consisted of a cup of barm and two cups of water and flour to make a light
paste. This was made in the evening and left for a few hours to rise.
Before bedtime, youÕd get your flour ready and add the sponge to it, mix it and let it
rise overnight. In the morning youÕd punch it down and put it in the pans to rise again.
You certainly got good bread from the hops and barm. There was no temperature
gauge on the old Waterloo stoves. You made sure the oven didnÕt get too hot by trying
to keep the right amount of wood in the stove. Sometimes there wouldnÕt be enough
heat and the bread wouldnÕt brown. Doors were usually kept closed in the house when
baking was being done.
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SCHOOL
I went to school in Mt. Carmel. It was near Mr. Jim TremblettÕs place just down from
the Church. We didnÕt have paper to write on. We wrote on black slates and used
rock pencils like the lead pencil, but they were hard and the color of slate. We didnÕt
have school uniforms but the girls wore dresses with white ÒpinaforesÓ (a sleeveless
dress or apron fastened at the back) over them. Some of our teachers were Lucy
Collins, Michael Gough and Jack McCormick. I got to the fourth reader. We had a
reader, Catechism, grammar book and a small book called Table Book for Arithmetic.
Many people didnÕt get a lot of education at that time. I remember this poem from the
fourth reader.....
SOMEBODYÕS MOTHER
The old lady was old and feeble and grey
And bent with the chill of a winterÕs day
The streets were wet with the recent snow
And the womanÕs feet were weary and slow
She stood at the crossing and waited long
Alone not cared for amid the throng
Down the street with laughter and shout
Gladly the freedom of school came out
Came all the boys like a flock of sheep
Hail and snow piled white and deep
Passed the old woman so old and grey
Hurried the children on their way
At last came one of the merry group
The kindest boy of all the troop
He stopped beside her and whispered low
ÒIÕll help you across if you wish to goÓ
He guided those trembling feet along
Proud that his own were firm and strong
Then back again to his friends he went
His young heart happy and well content
She is somebodyÕs mother, boys you know
Although she is old and feeble and slow
And I hope some fellow will lend a hand
To help my mother you understand
If ever she be old and feeble and slow
And somebodyÕs mother in her home that night
Lay down to sleep and this prayer she said
May God be kind to that noble boy
Who is somebodyÕs son and pride and joy.
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William Gough lived his whole live in
St. JosephÕs, St. MaryÕs Bay. He was a general
Dealer at Gough Brothers General Store until
he retired. Mr. Willie, as he is known, has a
wonderful memory and can tell great stories.

William Gough
Age: 88

THE RING
A cousin of the Gough family who lived in Trepassey lost his mother at an early age.
His grandmother took him to Colinet Island to live with her until he grew up. He
became a fisherman and went fishing in Boston in the US during the late 20s. He had
to be hospitalized for some reason, and when my two uncles were visiting him his
nurse came into the ward. After she left he told them this story.
He had a ring on his little finger and every time his nurse came to do something for
him she was always looking at the ring. One day he said to her, ÒIs there something
about this ring that attracts your attention?Ó She said, ÒYes, my mother had a ring my
father gave her that looked very much like the ring you have on your finger.Ó She then
told him the story of the ring.
When she was about eleven years old, her
mother had taken her to England on a trip and
was returning to America on the Titanic. Her
mother was drowned when the Titanic sank
but the little girl was saved. He said to her, ÒIs
there any inscription on the ring that could
identify it as the original ring your father gave
your mother?Ó She said, ÒYes, my motherÕs
name was inscribed on the inside of the ring.Ó
He let her take the ring from his finger and
Gough homestead, August 1985
sure enough there was her motherÕs name on
the inside of the ring. With tears streaming down her face, the nurse whispered, ÒthatÕs
the ring.Ó My cousin said, ÒTake it my dear. I am only too glad for you to have it.Ó She
was overjoyed to have the ring back after all those years. My cousin never did say
how he got the ring, but he was so happy to be able to give it to the rightful owner.
This is a true story.
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St. JosephÕs Community
The Way it Was

St. JosephÕs, circa 1800s

Bond Street, St. JosephÕs, circa 1800s

Gough Bros. Ltd. Circa 1920s. Notice the Portia in dock.
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Hilda Dinn has lived all 90 years in
Mt. Carmel, St. MaryÕs Bay. Her memory is
quite good and she shares some interesting
thoughts and experiences about her growingup years.

Hilda (Marrie) Dinn
Age: 90

We were very pleased to have Mrs. Dinn contribute some details of her life and times
to this book. She passed away in January, 2002.

I REMEMBER WHENÉ
We used to wash our clothes in the river up at MarrieÕs Hill (not far from the house)
and bring water from there. Steve and Winnie Marrie were my parents. My mother
came from the Gully (around McCrateÕs Hill) and my fatherÕs father (John Marrie) came
from France.
We had animals like cows, horses, hens and sheep. My mother provided milk for the
Parish Priest or anyone else who needed it. We used to chew frankum off the trees
for gum. If you had a bad tooth youÕd go to the regular doctor and heÕd tie a line on it
and the other end on the doorknob and then heÕd shut the door. WeÕd mix up
MynardÕs Linamint and molasses and drink it for a sore throat. It was also used to rub
on your throat and chest for the flu.
My sisters left home at around age 16 to go to work. My sister, Veronica, was only 8
or 9 when she left to go to St. JosephÕs to work. I remember my brother Ron and sister Bess were out sliding one time on the handcat and it came right in through the
house. My Mom went to Mass every morning and they were very good neighbors to
those around us. My father was a fisherman. They used to call him Longjohn Marrie
because he always went around with his longjohns on, even when he was at the hay.
When we were in school, we sat at long tables, not desks. The school was up on the
Church Hill in Mt. Carmel then. When we got married we lived with my mother for a
few years until our house was ready. I used to be some afraid of the darbies. I had a
little place I used to hide - it was called the Ôback loftÕ. They used to wear old clothes
and theyÕd wear a horseÕs head and theyÕd blacken you up with shoe polish. We didnÕt
know who they were most of the time. Not many women used to dress up, but Elle
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Hearn and Marion Kehoe did. There were times if we knew the darbies were coming
youÕd go ahide 2:00 in the day. If we went to visit at someone elseÕs house, weÕd look
in the windows first to make sure the darbies werenÕt there.
I had one brother and five sisters (two boys died). WeÕd always have a crowd around
at night playing cards. Mr. Paddy Marrie was a hard ticket, and one night I was over
there and he come out and sung out ÒThe darbies are comingÓ, and I ran all the way
home.
We used to walk to GoughÕs store in St. JosephÕs or go to Harricott for our groceries.
That was a long walk. WeÕd use the horse if we had to get a lot of groceries. They carried all dry goods, small furniture, oil for lamps, etc. WeÕd either cross over in the dory
or go up to FowlerÕs Cove, because Ben Fowler had a ferry that crossed to St.
JosephÕs.

Early Sixties. Area of Mt. Carmel known as Lumber Grass Point
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Theresa Linehan was born in Newbridge, St.
MaryÕs Bay. She has been married to Austin
for 49 years and has raised seven children.
She tells of her brother who lost his life in
World War II.

Theresa (Critch) Linehan
Age: 72

A WORLD WAR II STORY
In the year 1939 war was declared. Many young men joined the Navy, including my
brother Michael Critch, then only 19 years old. On January 6, 1940 the Second
Contingent left GoughÕs wharf in St. JosephÕs bound for Halifax. From there they were
assigned to different ships. Michael was on the H.M.S. Avenger, an aircraft carrier
with a crew of 524 men. The ship was torpedoed and blew up in the Atlantic Ocean
enroute to England. Only twelve of the crew survived. It was the biggest loss of life
on one ship during the war. My brother was lost on November 15, 1942.
Word came to Fr. John Enright, the Parish Priest, and he came up and told my parents
about it. Mom was presented with the Silver Cross of Valour by the Canadian Legion
about 25 years ago (my father was dead by then). The veterans presented her with
the cross at KirbyÕs Guest Home in Holyrood. I have the silver cross now. There were
many of our friends and neighbors who went off so proudly to war, never to return. It
was a very sad day when my father and mother got the news that their only son had
lost his life while serving King and Country.

The HMS Avenger at sea, pictured here in camouflage.
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Gus Dalton was born on Colinet Island. He
lived there for 28 years before moving to
AdmiralÕs Beach. He tells about two very
interesting and unusual experiences.

Augustus Dalton
Age: 70

A DIFFERENT DAY IN A FISHERMANÕS LIFE
On August 11, 1986, myself and a crew of three left for the fishing grounds. It was a
very foggy morning when we started hauling our nets. To us it was a regular day, but
around 1:00 p.m. things changed. We were still hauling our nets when we heard
strange noises coming from the other end of our net.
When the fog lifted, to our dismay we saw two life boats full of people. They were
holding on to their nets shouting, Òsave usÓ. We knew they were from some foreign
land. One guy could speak broken English. We questioned them about their ship.
They said they came from India trying to get to Canada. It was hard to believe this
story. Some were in good condition, but some were in hard shape. They were all
cramped up in the boats. They were wet, cold, hungry and crowded. There were 152
men, women and children in two 30-foot life boats. They were adrift for five days,
praying for someone to rescue them.
I didnÕt know but they were going to take over my boat. I didnÕt think about that until
after it was all over. My only thought at the time was of their safety - trying to save
them. We gave little thought to our own safety. Anyway, we did our best. We took
them on our boat, fed them and then called our neighboring long liners to come and
help us. They quickly came to our rescue. We then called the Coast Guard and told
them our dilemma. We had a job to convince them it was true.
They were soon on their way. It took them five hours to reach us. They took them
from our boat and the other boats that were standing by. They brought them to St.
JohnÕs where they were questioned and on August 14 were sent to Montreal. I had a
couple of thank you cards from them. I havenÕt heard from them since, but hope some
day soon to see some of them. I thought someone would come and help me clean out
the boat, but noone came. I had to throw things overboard. I could have been paid for
my lost day of fishing, but I refused it.
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The RCMP met us at the wharf and interviewed us. I landed at 1:00 a.m. and didnÕt
get home until 5:00 a.m. by the time I finished with the police. I was on the phone then
with the press in New York and the Globe and Mail. There was a movie, ÒWelcome to
CanadaÓ and a person from that came and got a lot of information from us. It was on
the front page of MacleanÕs magazine. There were so many people here for interviews, we canÕt remember them all. We were about a week interviewing with different
people.
STRANGE BUT TRUE
I was coming from Argentia to Colinet coming on dawn, and there was a mile strait on
the road between Placentia and Colinet and when I came around one turn there was a
car coming around the turn on the opposite end. I saw a really blue light at that distance, about 3Ó in the round. As the two cars came together, the lightÕs circle got bigger and brighter. I still kept watch and when we got handy to each other - about 1/8 of
a mile - the headlights on his car turned brand1 and the circle of light got bigger and
brighter. When we were passing each other, the light from the circle lit up the woods
on each side of the road and there was a full-grown woman sitting on the bonnet of the
car in her bare head. In those days, some cars had funnel-shaped headlights. Her
hair was just to her shoulders and she wore a really blue dress. She was in her bare
feet and the dress was hanging down and as we passed, she looked at me and
smiled.
The bonnet of the car she was sitting on was bent up and she had her arm leaning in
on the engine when she passed. The thought never struck me to turn around - that
this wasnÕt right. The fellow who was driving the other car was lying on the seat looking up. I said, ÒI saw the Blessed VirginÓ. I told the police and the Bishop. I wasnÕt
scared whatsoever. I wasnÕt drunk. She stayed around the car for awhile. It was just
before daylight in the morning. I says the Blessed Virgin was protecting us from an
accident.
I always pray to the Blessed Virgin since then. Whenever IÕm in danger that night
appears in my mind and protects me. One night, I was off St. Pierre bank with 30
knots of wind and she appeared and got the boat to safety.

1 Brand - meaning a reddish color like hot burning ashes
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A FISHERMANÕS GLORY
This is the story of a fisherman
A man of the sea
A man no longer young
But a man strong in spirit
Steadfast in his devotion to the sea.
He is retired now
But is filled more than ever
With a desire
And a restlessness
To return to the water
To bask in the warm sun
To let the peacefulness
Of the gently rocking waves
Wash over him
As he hauls a few pots or jigs a few fish.
He has his own boat
A small longliner
Looked after with loving care
And immense pride in her ability
To always return him home safely
On a fine summer morning
You can hear him say,
ÒThe water is calm as oil today.
Think IÕll take her out
And have a spell jigging.Ó
He knew no fear from the sea
ÒI feel safer on the deck of a boat
Than driving a car on the highway.Ó
- he would say.
The waves could come mountains high
Break over the wheelhouse
The fog pile in thick as mud
The wind haul to the westerÕd
In mighty squalls.
He would smile and say
ÒI think weÕre in for a bit of weather.Ó
He wasnÕt born a fisherman
But he lived the life
And will die proud to have been one
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With the salt spray on his lips
His eyes on the horizon
He would gladly drift into tomorrow
With his feet planted firmly on the deck
Gulls screaming overhead
A good haul of fish
Flopping in the hold.
He could have done other things
Had other jobs
Made more money
Life could have been easier
More relaxed, vacations
Time with the family
But not for him
ÒThe life of a fisherman
Is the best kind of life for me
The best kind of a life for anybody.Ó
-he said
But In each callous on his hands
In each line on his weather-beaten face
Is etched a picture of life
No artistÕs brush could capture on canvas
Now With most of his lifetime behind him
His memories are his link to the past
And the stories he tells
And the songs that he sings
Help him walk back over the years
Through the highs and the lows
The joys and the sadness
As he clings to each precious moment
Then passes it on.
A tribute to all our
great men of the sea
U. Hynes
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Mary Downey was born in Mt. Carmel.
When she married George Downey in 1939, she
moved to Colinet, where she still lives today.
Mary enjoys reading, knitting and playing cards.

Mary (Bennett) Downey
Age: 84

FAMILY TIMES
There were six of us in family - two boys and four girls. Being the oldest girl, I helped
mother look after the house. We were up early every morning and after breakfast weÕd
go to school. Once school was over, we picked up potatoes from the gardens, cut and
made the hay. There were no boys jobs or girls jobs back then. Everyone in the family helped out. We fed the animals and sheared the sheep. I helped to card and spin
the wool and weÕd have to wash and pick it. Then the wool would be used to knit
socks, vamps, mitts, sweaters and so on. We would send some of the wool away to
Condons in PEI and they would give us blankets for it.
We would go berry picking - myself and Marion and Jim and Tom. WeÕd have to cross
from Mt. Carmel to the St. JosephÕs side in a dory and go way in to where they called it
the ÒstairsÓ. WeÕd go up over steps (stepping stones in the cliff down in
Newbridge/Little Harbour area), and pick the full of a flour sack of partridge berries in
Newbridge. WeÕd get back around 7 oÕclock in the evening, from 9 oÕclock in the morning. WeÕd have a lunch with us - bread and molasses or whatever we had. WeÕd also
cut the wood, bring water in buckets and heat it on the old wood stove, scrub the
clothes on the scrub board and tubs. Everything was washed by hand, no machines.
I got married in 1939 to George Downey and came to live in Colinet from Mt. Carmel.
His father built the house. We had one child. She died - I was only 7 months pregnant. We baptized her Betty. I never worked outside the home after I was married. I
helped George with the wood and hay. IÕd keep the fences limed.1 We had six sheep
and hens, so I always helped out there too. George worked in the lumbering woods in
Colinet country. He would stay in there for up to three months even though it wasnÕt
that far away. But they worked from daylight to dark every day. He worked in the mill
at Hughie SimmonsÕ and then on the base (Argentia). I looked after GeorgeÕs father
1 Lime - a whitewash liquid put on pailings of a fence that would turn very white in the sunshine
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for eight years before he died. After that I took my own mother for two years in her
later years. I had two other sisters who moved to Colinet. They followed me.
The first new truck we bought was in 1955. A pretty light green Chev truck with nickel all
around the windows and doors. There was a light brown one there and I didnÕt like it.
She came in on the boat that day. They actually took us to see her first down on the
wharf. Then they took her to the garage to wash her before they sold her to us. We
paid $2600.00 total for her.

Hughie Simmons mill, Colinet River. Painted by A. Linehan, 2001.
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COLINETÕS LOGGING INDUSTRY
Colinet, Newfoundland, was very much involved as part of the logging industry back in
the early 1900s to the mid 1900s. Seven mills operated in Colinet at this time, all
owned by different people. The two most prominent mills at the time were one that
belonged to Hugh Simmons, originally from Whitbourne, and who had married a
woman from Colinet named Angela Davis. The other mill belonged to Alex Foster, who
was a native of Scotland and who had moved to St. JohnÕs.
In the very early 1900s, SimmonsÕ was the largest sawmill in the Province. It was
located near the mouth of the Colinet River and employed up to 40 people, mostly
from the local and nearby communities. The mill was generated by steam, which was
fueled by the waste material of logs (sawdust, rind and slabs). It supplied lumber to all
parts of the Province and created such structures as the Cataracts Bridge in the
Cataracts Provincial Park, located on the portion of Colinet road leading to Placentia.
Foster, who had other businesses in St. JohnÕs, started with a makeshift mill attached
to a barn in Colinet in the late 1940s. A few years later he built a more modern mill
that had two floor levels just across the road from the makeshift mill. This mill was
located far enough away from Colinet River, so that trucks were needed to bring the
logs for processing. This mill provided several jobs, led by a foreman named Patrick
Tremblett - a resident of Colinet. Even the well-known Craig Dobbin began and
advanced his career by purchasing lumber from this mill.
All the logs were cut back in what is referred to by local residents as the ÔColinet
CountryÕ; Big Pond, Red Island Pond, and Back River areas. The logs were driven
down Colinet River in early spring, gathered and held together at the mouth of the river
by a string of chains and booms.
This portion of the ProvinceÕs logging industry was brought to an abrupt stop due to
conflicts regarding water rights of the Colinet River in the early 1950s. The machinery
from those two mills was sold to businesses outside Colinet, which left the buildings in
demise, and a number of men unemployed who eventually had to search for work
elsewhere.
Under research by: John Downey
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Frank Linehan from Colinet Island met
Betty Critch from Newbridge. They began
married life on Colinet Island, but resettled
to AdmiralÕs Beach. They have been married
for 44 years and raised five children.

Betty (Critch) Linehan
Age: 75 and husband
Frank, 76.

TIMES WERE AS YOU MADE THEM
Frank Linehan and Betty Critch were married at St. JosephÕs, St. MaryÕs Bay on December 26,
1956. Frank was born on Colinet Island on February 2, 1926 to Alban and Margaret Linehan.
Betty was born on August 23, 1926 to Patrick and Mary Critch of Newbridge.
They lived the first few years of married life on Colinet Island. When resettlement came, they
moved to the virtually uninhabited town of AdmiralÕs Beach. At the time of the move in
December 1958, they already had one son, Ralph, and were soon to be delivered of another
son, Patrick. Through the next decade or so they had three more children, two sons, Alban
and Leo and a daughter, Margaret. The house that was built on Colinet Island came over with
the move and still stands today overlooking the ocean and facing the Island, where it all
began.
Times were not easy - hard would be an understatement. Luxuries such as running water,
electricity and TV were far in the future. Clothes were washed by hand on a scrubbing board
with water carried from over the hill - a well dug by Frank. That water was heated on a wood
stove for everything from washing dishes to scrubbing floors to the ritual of bathing. By todayÕs
standards, bathrooms left something to be desired. Indoor toilets were not yet in fashion as
water was not hooked directly to houses for ease in flushing. Buckets, chamber pots and outhouses were the norm. Bread, made by hand had to be made in vast quantities as it was a
staple on every table. There was minimum store-bought food. Most food was produced in
your own garden and supplemented by meat such as moose, wild birds and fish. Fish, back
then, was in abundance and fed everyone for years. People raised their own animals such as
cows for their milk, pigs for bacon and ham, chickens for their eggs and many others. All this
required hard, backbreaking work. From sunup to sundown noone stopped. It had to be
done, and children had to be tended to - families had to be raised. No one said it was easy!
Everyone did their part. Everyone had a job to do and they did it gladly. Families stuck together in work and play. They made do with what they had. Times were as they made them!
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St. MaryÕs Bay
Boat Building

Sticks to build schooner were cut on the western shore. It took approximately one
year to complete the vessel.
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Madeline and Arthur were born, reared and
spent their lives in small communities. They
have been married 60 years and raised 11
children. They tell of a good life together and
would change very little about it.

Madeline (Power) McEvoy
Age: 77 and husband,
Arthur, 87

A GOOD LIFE
Arthur: My father brought the name McEvoy to Newfoundland. His name was Frank McEvoy.
There wouldnÕt have been a McEvoy here except for he moved here from Nova Scotia.
I was born January 15, 1914 in Shoal Bay (a beach between Mall Bay and AdmiralÕs Beach in
the country) . My family spent 30 years there, but the older ones moved to the Island and got
married. It was lonely down there - being the only family. Shoal Bay was a good place to live,
but in winter time it wasnÕt very safe. One night a pan of ice beat in the front door. I can remember the day we left Shoal Bay. My mother said, ÒGood old Shoal Bay, leaving it after 30 yearsÓ.
I was six when we moved from there. I went to school on Colinet Island when I was seven.
We had a giant wood stove and we had to take turns burning wood (bringing wood in and lighting the fire). I went to school for seven years. We had good teachers - we learned shorthand
(the same as today) and Latin. I was also an altar boy. The teachers wanted me to go to college but my father didnÕt have the money to send me, so the teachers taught me everything
they knew. They couldnÕt teach me any more. After I left school I went to the fishery and fished
with my brother. At age 27 I met Madeline. She was 17.
Madeline: We got married on June 1, 1941. The weather was warmer than now. We got married and started having children. We had eleven kids. Raising kids wasnÕt bad. We were all
healthy and everything went well. There were a lot of ups and downs through life - sickness and
health.
Arthur: I built a nice little house, a bungalow that I built when I was 18. When our family started multiplying, I built a second story, but before I finished they started leaving to move to
AdmiralÕs Beach and we had to tear all down. It was like the song, Òchances are great that the
plant will close down. I think we should leave boys, and build a new town.Ó My son, Frank,
paved the way for moving off the Island. Some people thought really hard about leaving, but
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GrandfatherÕs Cove in
Shoal Bay, St. MaryÕs Bay

that was all you could do. We were all for it. Our son,
Frank, came home. He was working away and he saw the
misery of what people went through. The Linehan family
(Rita and Jack) and Vince Dalton and family were already
here. The first winter we lived in a camp and cut logs and
built the house our son Willie is living in. Then we built the
house we are living in now. People had wonderful homes
on Colinet Island, but had no choice but to move to AdmiralÕs
Beach.

Madeline: We always had plenty to cook. We had our own garden. We raised cattle,
sheep and hens. ThatÕs all we did was housework and cooking. There was no washing
machine. We had to use tubs and scrubboards. There was no electricity. After a while
we got a gas washer. That was the beginning of the easier times. Overall, we had a
good life and thereÕs not too much IÕd change about it.
THE ISLAND SONG
IÕll sing you a song
ItÕs not about love or a song of the sea
But of those who are leaving this island so dear
Come listen to me and the story youÕll hear
Just a few years ago we were all happy here
With nothing to worry us all through the year
Then someone decided he wouldnÕt remain
Now everyoneÕs thinking of doing the same
A lot of the people have left here this year
ThereÕs not much in sight for the rest living here
Chances are great that the plant will close down
I think we should leave boys and build a new town
We will go to the Beach and climb over the hill
Start building our houses and work with a will
Soon weÕll be living there just like the rest
WeÕll do what we can and weÕll hope for the best
The IslandÕs a fine place where fishingÕs concerned
Just catch it and split it and the money is earned
But crossing those narrows in rain, wind or snow
It not very wonderful, that you all know.
When you live by the main road you can go when you please
For business or pleasure you can travel with ease
And when the car stops, you can walk to your door
No motor boat waiting to bother you more
And now for to finish this self-composed song
ItÕs not very good and itÕs not very long
I donÕt mean to insult you or make you feel sore
But I think you should leave and go on the Beach Shore.
Frank McEvoy, Died June 26, 2000
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Kathleen Nolan was born in St. JohnÕs, then
moved to Bell Island and finally to Mt. Carmel,
St. MaryÕs Bay. She has raised eight children
and now lives with her daughter. She is very
pleased to contribute a story so the young can
learn from the past.

Kathleen (Crocker) Nolan
Age: 81

IN MY TIMEÉ
When I was young and growing up, we used to play games such as hopscotch, marbles, and a game named Jack Stones. We had lots of fun. We didnÕt have washing
machines or electric lights. We had to do all the clothes with a flat iron. We used to
take a bath in the wooden wash tub. When I got married, I was 19 years old. It was
the year of 1939. The war was just started and we got married on Bell Island in the
Church out on the front of the Island. The priest was Reverend Father Bartlett. I met
Frank, my husband, on Bell Island. He used to work in the mines. I worked with the
OÕToole family as housekeeper. I moved to Mt. Carmel after we were married.
There was only two cars in Salmonier then. When I came to Salmonier the people
were very nice to me and very friendly. Everybody planted all their own vegetables.
Everyone had sheep, cows, hens and a horse. The horse had to haul logs to sell for
lumber and haul wood because everyone used to burn wood. The men used to cut
logs and sell them for a living. When the war was on, a lot of people used to sweeten
their tea with molasses because everyone was rationed. There was one radio in
Salmonier, which Mr. Tom Hawco owned. My husband, Frank Nolan, worked in
GoughÕs mill for 10¢ an hour, which worked out to be $1.00 a day.
Everyone owned a dory and would go fishing. I used to work at housework and a lot of girls
like myself used to work at housework. We used to get paid the last of every month. The
pay was $5.00 per month. I used to walk over to Harricott. There was a large store over
there that sold dry goods and groceries. It was a co-op owned in the 1930s by a man
named H. Thistle, who also operated a sawmill. The store was at the foot of the hill in
Harricott. It had groceries, paints, etc. There was a woman there who would do sewing and
clothing repairs. There was a small store at the top of the hill. I used to walk to Harricott
from Mt. Carmel for a tin of orange juice for my sick baby. ThatÕs all I could afford at the
time. I got a Ôsick orderÕ for the baby - $5.00 because the baby wasnÕt allowed to drink milk.
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Angela Parrott was born in St. BernardÕs.
She moved to MitchellÕs Brook when she was
20 years old. She likes to travel and watch T.V.
She thinks a book of stories by seniors is an
excellent idea.

Angela (Myles) Parrott
Age: 85

OUR WAYS
We used to shear the sheep and wash the wool. Then we would card and spin it and
use it to knit socks, sweaters and caps. I used to turn the wheel to spin the yarn. We
also used to make fish - start at 6:00 in the morning. When we were small we used to
help each other, myself and my cousin, Lillian Whittle.
To make soap, we used to take ashes out of the stove, boil them, save up all the rashers (fat for the soap) and make the soap. When it was cooled off, weÕd cut it up in
junks. We had bare floors and we used to have to scrub it with a net. WeÕd cover the
floor with sand off the beach and scrub it with the net to make it white. ThatÕs how bad
off we were. WeÕd go down to the cliff rock and get the white stuff and mix it with
Clothes Blue1 to paint the loft (ceiling) and it would make it a kind of sky blue color.
Of course, when we washed the loft, it would all come off, all over everything.
We used to get the bark off the trees and boil it for using when you had the flu. WeÕd
use turpentine for cuts.

1 Clothes Blue was a powder that could be bought at the store, wrapped in a rag and added to the
wash water.
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Weldon Dunphy was born in Mt. Carmel in 1919
and has lived there ever since. He was always
self-employed at various occupations and was a
noted sawmill and equipment operator. He likes
to tell stories that are both factual and humerous.

Weldon Dunphy
Age: 82

Mr. Dunphy was a wonderful storyteller and a very pleasant and humerous man. He
passed away in January before this book was published.

IT WAS A WONDERFUL LIFE
I started the mill and tractor business in MitchellÕs Brook in 1972. I spent time clearing
off lots for cabins and houses and lawns. By the time the equipment got wore out, I
was pretty much wore out myself. IÕm 82 now.
My father had a blacksmith shop and he made car wheels and everything else under
the sun and I was at it too. He was engineer on the first train to cross the Island. He
came to Newfoundland in 1902 from Ireland. He lived in Holyrood. He came in here
from Holyrood in a horse and carriage and they had to lift the chopping blocks1 off the
road for him to get along. He bought a big business off Hector Fraser. There was a
great big store and stagehead (wharf). The boats would land to that. It was a big
business. Hector FraserÕs father was an undertaker too and he gave the whole business to him for either a wedding or birthday present.
I often sits here during the day and wonders how people ever did it, with eight and ten
youngsters and scrubbing boards and the like. I wonders, ÒHow did they feed them?Ó
I know it was a wonderful life - I enjoyed it.
One day there was a bunch of people down behind the mill, fighting and arguing about
how much they made... Ò$20.00 an hour driving a pickupÓ. I let them go on...and ravel2
away. I said to them, ÒNow, how would you like to walk out in the morning and get in a
truck with no windows. YouÕd have to put on a suit of oil clothes to sit down in the
seat. YouÕd have to have on a set of hip rubbers to get out. You wouldnÕt go to sleep in
the shack. When you went out to work for 11 hours, you worked and they passed you
1 Chopping blocks were used to lay wood on to chop it up
2 To Ôravel onÕ means to talk at length about one subject
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$5.50 in the evening. Would you feel good? 50 cents an hour.Ó That was big money
then.
Myself and Pat Ezekiel and Francis Power, three of us went together to Argentia.
Somebody come to take us out for a test. All I ever drove was a Model A Ford car never in a pickup or truck in my life. I was only 17 or 18 then. Francis went with Ned
Griffen. By and by this American fellow came over and said, ÒCome with me. Ò I said to
myself, ÒIÕm finishedÓ I got into the truck. He never said good night, good morning or
nothing. I thought ÒIÕm captured.Ó When we come back, the dispatcher come on and
said ÒWhatÕs that fellow like?Ó ÒPerfectÓ he said, By God, I could have reached over
and kissed him.
FARMING
WeÕd set out the vegetables - they might grow and they mightened grow. WeÕd bring in
the cattle and put them on the aftergrass.3 There was a pasture up behind and there
were two or three peopleÕs cows up there. Someone said to me, Ògo up and turn down
the cowsÓ. You can imagine an old cow now and she lying down up there all night. I
prodded her with my foot and she rose her tail and the popper (cow poo) come out and
struck me. Well, that was some picture. It was all wonderful while it lasted.
THE DRIVE
One time, Jack France (McDonald) came and we were all made up to go for a drive,
and I was always hungry, see. IÕd say to him, ÒbÕy Jack I got to get something to eatÓ.
HeÕd say, ÒthatÕs a waste of time.Ó I said Òdrop me off and pick me up on the way
back.Ó He didnÕt ya know. Anyway, the next time he come, I said ÒNow IÕll fool you.Ó
We had the shop, you know. I went out and filled my pockets full of bars and biscuits
and every time IÕd get a chance, IÕd start eating. So I see him looking and looking and
looking. Bye Ôn bye he said ÒweÕll soon have to eat.Ó And I said, ÒJack, thatÕs a waste
of time, bÕyÓ. He never pulled that one on me no more after that.
TORTURING PEOPLE
There was an old fellow, Pat Murphy next to Alban HearnÕs. My brothers Herbert and
Bart and Paddy Murphy were all evil, you know. They went over one night and got at
him, you know, in fun. He come out with the gun and fired off a shot. They let on
someone was shot. They come down over the hill with a fellow on the handbar. They
were some bad.

3 Aftergrass was the grass left on meadows after the hay was cut
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Dunphy property, MitchellÕs Brook. Built before 1902, and torn
down following the 1929 tidal wave.

Dunphy property built after tidal wave, showing blacksmith forge.
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Mrs. Beat, as she is well known, was born
In Newbridge, St. MaryÕs Bay. At age 20 she
married and moved to St. JosephÕs. She raised
10 children and has some wonderful memories
of the good old days.

Beatrice (Ryan) Critch
Age: 84

THE GOOD OLD DAYS
I was born in Newbridge, St. MaryÕs Bay in 1917. My parents were Thomas and
Josephine Critch. My mother was Josephine Neville from Red Island, Placentia Bay
and my father was Thomas Critch, formerly from the Gaskiers, St. MaryÕs Bay.
I had three sisters and two brothers. I was the third oldest. When I was three years
old, I remember getting an apple in my stocking for Christmas. We would go sleighing
in the wintertime on a homemade sleigh. In summer we would be down on the beach
catching connors.
When I was eight years old I went to a one room school in Newbridge. I walked to
school with my sisters and cousins. In our school we had a potbelly stove. We carried
our wood to school under our arm. For our lunch we had a slice of bread and jam or
molasses. Nothing to drink. We went to school at 8:30 in the morning and came
home at 3:30. In our classroom we had 10 or 12 students from Grade one to Grade
eleven. We had a slate to write on and when we wanted to erase something we would
do it with the heel of our hand.
We would walk to Mass on Sunday morning. I was Christened by Father St. John.
Instructions for Confession and Communion were done by the teacher in school, and
Confirmation by the Priest in the Church. When I came home from school in the
evening I would have to help to make hay and bring in the wood. Dad worked away
from home while Mom worked at the neighbours houses. I had to look after the children and get supper. I remember Mom coming to the school for me when she wanted
me to do chores at home.
Myself and my friend Betty used to walk to OÕDonnellÕs on Sunday afternoon to visit
friends there. Easter Monday night we would have a dance in the hall. We would
dance to accordian music till 12 oÕclock and then we would all walk home. The next
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big ÒtimeÓ was Lady Day on August 15. We would have a parish garden party. This
was also a Holy Day of Obligation. We would dress in our Sunday best to go to the
garden party.
In 1936 I married Bernard Ryan and moved to St. JosephÕs and settled in our house.
We had ten children - seven boys and three girls. I now have eighteen grandchildren
and eleven great grandchildren. I still live in my own home with my son Jerry. I enjoy
a game of cards and I do a lot of reading. I have a scrapbook in which I put all my
newspaper articles in. I also visit my grandchildren.
The Joys of Getting Older
Submitted by: Beatrice Ryan
I have become a frivolous old gal
IÕm seeing five gentlemen every day
As soon as I awaken, Will Power helps me out of bed
When he leaves, I go to see John
Then Charley Horse takes a lot of my attention
When he leaves, Arthur Ritis shows up and stays
The rest of the day
He doesnÕt like to stay in one place very long
So he takes me from joint to joint.
After such a busy day, IÕm really tired
And get ready to go to bed with Ben Gay
What a day!

Author Unknown

School I attended in Newbridge
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Annie Bonia has lived in Colinet all her life.
But what an interesting life, with some
Unusual jobs! She says she worked hard
her whole life, so now at 93 sheÕs enjoying
life and doing things she likes, such as
knitting, playing cards, darts and dancing.

Annie (Downey) Bonia
Age: 93

A NUMBER OF FIRSTS
When I was 16 years old I went to ByrneÕs in Placentia to babysit. I only did this for a
few months. Then I went to PhipphardÕs Hotel (located in Southeast Placentia) where I
was housekeeper for five years. We would get up at 5 oÕclock to start breakfast for
everyone. WeÕd have to wash dishes, scrub floors. We would already have brought
water and heated it, then filled up all the basins. When everyone was finished washing
themselves, theyÕd dump it in the pails, then weÕd have to dump the pails. WeÕd heat
water on the old stove and wash everything by hand on the scrubbing board. I mean
everything from facecloths to tablecloths to bed clothes. There was no second set of
sheets or tablecloths then. When everything was washed, weÕd hang it out to dry and
fix all the beds again. We were making $10.00 a month then.
I worked for the CrosbieÕs (John CrosbieÕs parents). There youÕd get paid 10¢ an article
for washing - this was from a facecloth to a quilt - everything was worth 10¢. I was the
first woman in Colinet to have a car. I bought an old Model T from Hughie SimmonsÕ
and I started bringing children to Whitbourne to the doctor from Colinet and Salmonier.
Youngsters with bad teeth or bad tonsils - that kind of stuff. IÕd get 10¢ a mile from the
Government for this. I also drove the Foresters1 where they needed to
go. Next I took over the mail run. IÕd pick it up in Salmonier - up to the head (St.
CatherineÕs) drop it off along the way in Salmonier, Harricott and to DidhamÕs in Colinet,
then on to Whitbourne and back. IÕd do this mail run twice a week for $40.00 a month.
If I got a flat, IÕd take off the tire and stuff it with boughs and moss till I got home to fix it.
I was still single then. I was also looking after mother. Dad had died in 1921. My
brother Jim was in the police force and heÕd help me out. I donÕt know what IÕd do without him. He died at 32 - the horse kicked him. My sister Mary was a nurse and she
died when she was 27. I had one other brother, Pad, and he lived here in Colinet.
1 Foresters were people who enlisted in the Forestry Unit to go overseas during the war.
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I was still single when I brought Dick
Fitzpatrick home from Markland
Hospital to look after him. He was
three weeks old. It was in March
month in the height of a snow storm,
neither cowpath or slidepath to go by.
I didnÕt have a clue where the road
was. DickÕs Aunt Hilda came with me
in a horse and buggy. We had no
cows or anything so I had to go to
Vince HartsonÕs as he always had
cows to get milk for the baby. My best
AnnieÕs house, Colinet
friend owned Dick. His grandmother
and my grandfather were sister and
brother. She knew she was in trouble and asked me to look after the baby if anything
happened to her. She died that night. So thatÕs why I took him and reared him. DickÕs
father did remarry and had one other son. I raised Dick as one of my own.
When Cyril Bonia came home from the war we got married. We went to St. JohnÕs to
get the ring. We stopped to Angela SimmonsÕ along the way and asked her to bake
the wedding cake. Angela had to put it on the verandah to cool. When we got home
that evening we got married. That was June 14, 1940. Down on the wharf in St.
JohnÕs they had forget-me-nots for sale. He bought me a bunch. I used them for the
bouquet. Seventeen days after we got married, Cyril went overseas to war in England.
The first voyage they went without any convoy. They were torpedoed. Around Christmas he got home again. I was pregnant
with the first child. Only a week or so home and he had to go to
Argentia to teach fellas how to splice wire. He was fishing and
at sea all his life.

Annie at age 93

The elections were always held in this house, right up until the
time it got moved to Council halls, around 1976 or so. I had
eight children - four still living, nineteen grandchildren and twenty-one great-grandchildren. IÕm still in pretty good health. I live
alone except at night I stay with my daughter. I can still do my
own cooking and cleaning. IÕm in the SeniorÕs Club and loves a
game of darts or cards and likes to knit and read.
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Gerald Linehan was born on Colinet Island.
He was a woodsman and a fisherman who had
some interesting wartime travels and experiences.

Gerald Linehan
Age: 75

THE REST IS HISTORY
I was born on Colinet Island. I lived there for 33-34 years before moving to AdmiralÕs
Beach. I had to walk to school every day - about one mile. No matter what the weather was like, we had to walk. Most of the time for lunch we had a slice of bread and
butter and that was it. We used to go to school in our bare feet from April up until the
frost came in the Fall. We had slates and spent time drawing pictures on slates. We
had to go to St. JosephÕs for our Grade 8 exams. After that I knocked off.
In the summer months we would be down on the wharf catching sculpins and connors.
We would make boats out of reeds and go sailing them. I went to work over in
Argentia at the age of 16. I would punch tickets in the Mess Hall. I would have to be
there for breakfast, dinner and supper taking tickets so no one would eat for free. I
worked there for four months and then another four months the next year. I came
home then and went fishing for a year. Then I spent eight years cutting wood in Deer
Lake.
ON WAR TIMES
One morning, during World War II, a plane came down in the water and the soldiers
walked into Mosquito Island. It was an American plane. Everybody was frightened
until they realized that the soldiers were alright and that they werenÕt going to cause
any harm. They called over to Argentia and they sent a destroyer with searchlights.
Everyone was afraid because they didnÕt know whether it was German or not. But it
was an American boat looking for their soldiers.
Some sailors came ashore and started looking for them, but somebody was after taking them to OÕDonnellÕs and taking a taxi back to Argentia. The next morning someone
was going out fishing and they saw the plane. They got it in to have a look around and
another plane came along. It shot nine or ten rounds into the cliffs. It scared them
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and they jumped out of the plane and went out fishing. The Americans took the plane
back to Argentia. That was my first experience with the war.
I went in the Army for four years until I was 26, with the Princess Patricia Canadian
Light Infantry (PPCLI). I flew to Vancouver and then on to Tokyo. I was fighting in the
Korean War. I was in the trenches for about four months. We didnÕt know what day it
was. We would sleep in the morning after breakfast and then get up and have our dinner. We would go in the trenches again for the night. Sometimes we would be up to
our knees in water. I was in Korea for about eight months and then for a year and a
half in Germany. I also was in Japan for about a month.
I came home by boat - on the ÒMarine LynxÓ. When I came home from the Army I married Bride. We had a large wedding. We had six children - four of our own and we
adopted two. The rest is history.

Abandoned cellar in Mosquito,
Colinet Island.

DevilÕs Chimney, Colinet Island.

Reginaville, Colinet Island, 1997
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Hilda Daley was born in St. JosephÕs,
St. MaryÕs Bay. She has lived and worked
in the community all her life. As Mrs. Hilda
reflects on some of her life experiences, she
comments, ÒIÕd be able to jump over the moon
if only me old leg would get better.Ó

Hilda (Ryan) Daley
Age: 85

85 YEARS YOUNG
I am 85 years old but I still think of myself as young. I think young and I feel young. I
love to go to parties, to have visitors and play cards. All anyone has to say to me is
ÒHilda, you want to go out for awhile?Ó and I say, ÒCan you wait until I wash my face
and comb my hair?Ó
I have lived in St. JosephÕs all my life, except for one time I went to St. JohnÕs to work
as a housekeeper. That was hard, unpleasant work but I survived it. As I survived
many more years of hard work. It seems like I was always working hard, even before I
left home - when I remember carrying buckets of water across
the stile with conker bells hanging out of my skirt during the
winter time.
I worked as a housemaid in many houses in St. JosephÕs over
the years. I earned very little pay no matter how hard I worked.
Maybe $1.00 or $2.00 a month. I worked in the kitchen at
Enright Memorial School for many years. A lot of the student
still come to me and say, ÒMrs. Hilda, I remember when you
used to save me soup and hot dogsÓ, or ÒI remember when you
would give me soup when I had no money for lunch.Ó I donÕt
think Mr. Healey ever found out. But sure, what odds, it was
only an old drop of soup. When I finished up I remember getI lived near the old
school and hall in
ting called into the gym and everybody was there. They gave
St. Josephs
me a lovely pink comforter and a silver platter. Now that was
nice of them, wasnÕt it? I hated to leave.
1 Conker Bells - icicles hanging from the bottom of your clothes
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I remember doing a little bit of travelling. My one and only time on a plane was when I
went to Hamilton with my brother Gerry and his wife Arlene. My son Edward was there
and Freddie came with me. He was only eight or nine. It was a great time. Fred and I
were great friends with Bill and Nettie Hanlon from OÕDonnellÕs. We went to P.E.I.
together and camped all over the Island (Newfoundland). They were the good old
days. Now IÕm the only one left. All my family has passed away. I guess you canÕt die
when you want to. You have to wait for your time to come. But I say my prayers every
day. I play patience (cards) and watch my shows on T.V. I am very happy at TobinÕs
Guest Home. Everyone is so good to me.
My family takes care of me. My grandchildren visit. IÕm warm and cosy with lots to eat
and friends to visit. I love the bit of fun and devilment. But I always say if your nice to
people, theyÕll be nice to you. I tells Una, ÒYou have to get along in this world the best
way you can. Might as well make the best of it.Ó

My house on the hill before it was torn
down.

Looking up Salmonier Arm

View from my kitchen window in 1967.
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80 YEARS YOUNG
They call me an old person. IÕm as old as I feel.
I can still do a step or an eight-handed reel.
I can cook my own meals and make my own bed
And those good lookers on T.V., well they still turn my head.
Some say, my sheÕs old - sure IÕm just 83
And IÕll bet you couldnÕt tell just by looking at me
Sure, IÕve a wrinkle or two and my hairÕs a bit grey
But IÕm still a good sport or so the young people say.
Now a good game of cards, well, it cannot be beat
And to accordian music, IÕm a-tappinÕ my feet.
I read my own books and I dream and I sigh.
And I love a good chat about times gone by.
Those good old days, in the spring of my life
When I was content to be a young mother and wife.
Things didnÕt come easy, and we didnÕt have very much
No computers, or T.V.s or telephones or such.
Never heard of them Star Wars or that punk rock and roll
Or that fellow Wayne Gretsky who gets all them goals.
CanÕt figure that crowd fighting for oil on our shore
DonÕt they know that the Lord has greater riches in store.
No, we didnÕt have those, we had more - much, much more.
Out making the hay, drying fish on the shore.
Those soft summer days when on the hills we did stray
Just picking some berries and watching the boats on the bay.
Ah, but will you listen to me, IÕm rambling on
I must live in the present, those days are long gone.
I must go with the flow, sort of mosey along
ThereÕll be even more changes when IÕm dead and gone.
But if thereÕs one thing I have for my 83 years
Is memories as precious as a small babies tears
And the days that have passed and the ones yet to come
Are the sunrise and sunsets of my 80 years young.
For my mother
A celebration of age
U. Hynes
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Theresa Bonia was born in OÕDonnellÕs.
She moved to North Harbour where she
taught school for 8 years and was postmistress
for 40 years. Mrs. BoniaÕs excellent memory
has provided very valuable information on not only
North Harbour, but the entire St. MaryÕs Bay area.

Theresa (Hickey) Bonia
Age: 85

A LITTLE BIT OF HISTORY
DOCTORS
In the 1930s the only doctor we had was in St. MaryÕs. He didnÕt do visits and people
didnÕt go there to see him often because you couldnÕt afford to drive to St. MaryÕs. He
would come if he was called. There was a Public Health Nurse named Nurse
Woodrow in St. JosephÕs, after a doctor came to there, theyÕd make monthly visits to
the surrounding communities.
I remember one time Mom was having a baby. I really didnÕt know much about it.
Those days you didnÕt know those things. I was eleven - that was 74 years ago.
Something happened and I still remember seeing Dr. Hogan. He was a big, tall man.
The baby was fine. Men wouldnÕt stay in the house when babies were being born.
The midwife would turn the men away, but theyÕd stay within calling distance.
I came from OÕDonnellÕs and we had the road through, so a doctor could come by
road; not like here in North Harbour. The doctor would have to come from St. JosephÕs
to North Harbour in a boat. Someone would go after him. There were no phones in
North Harbour so youÕd have to go to Mt. Carmel or St. JosephÕs to call.
PRIESTS
The priests back when I was young had more duties than now. They were really involved with
the schools and hiring the teachers. They also fired them if they werenÕt suitable. You could
be teaching on Friday and by Monday youÕd be gone. There were no unions for protection.
If you were very sick, the first person you called was the priest. HeÕd come and anoint
you. I remember people would be very upset if a person died before the priest got
66

Seniors Tell Their Stories

there to do the anointment. He often told people that if he got there fifteen minutes
after the person died he could give absolution. After that, he could only do the blessing. People had great faith in the priest then. If you needed a will signed or help to
sort out complicated papers, heÕd help or the postmaster would either. The priest was
stationed at St. JosephÕs then. He only said two or three masses a year in North
Harbour and youÕd try and have a baby christened while he was there. Other than
that, youÕd have to go to him in a boat. HeÕd usually come in the Fall and again in the
Spring. There was no parish in Mt. Carmel early on. There was a church at
OÕDonnellÕs, but there was no Blessed Sacrament there. We used to walk to Church in
St. JosephÕs. When I was really young, the priest would say Mass in the school in
OÕDonnellÕs. HeÕd visit the schools and when you were preparing for First Communion
or Penance you had to know the Catechism from cover to cover.
Later when Mt. Carmel had a parish there would be two masses there on Sunday
mornings - one at 8:00 and another at 10:00 a.m. I remember the Wall family (Mr. Joe
WallÕs father) from Harricott were great churchgoers. Father Slattery told me that his
mother would often call him on Sunday morning and say, ÒFather, get up, the Walls are
gone into the ChurchÓ. That was her clock. They were always 15 or 20 minutes early,
after walking from Harricott. That would give the priest time to get up and wash and
go over to the Church. He didnÕt eat breakfast, of course, because you had to fast.
When I came to North Harbour teaching over 60 years ago, I used to have Rosary in
the Church on Sunday mornings. Everyone in the place would come, all dressed up,
just like they were going to Mass. There were no Nuptial masses back then. You only
had the marriage ceremony. Mr. Steve MarrieÕs daughter had the first Nuptial mass
and I had the next one. If you were pregnant and getting married, you couldnÕt stand
in front of the altar before the Blessed Sacrament. YouÕd probably go in the Sacristry.
CONSTABLES
The constables were the law enforcement. One constable had one big area from
AdmiralÕs Beach and Colinet Island right up through Salmonier and over to JohnÕs
Pond. I remember one of the first was a Constable King. I would be only three or four
years old then. You didnÕt see the constables a lot. If people were suspected of smuggling liquor from St. Pierre or they got a report that someone was making moonshine,
theyÕd come around and search the houses. Of course, if word got out that he was
coming, the moonshine or liquor would be hid in the woods somewhere. The constable was stationed in St. JosephÕs. Constable Nugent came next. He had a family.
Sergeant Power was the last one I remember.
THE LIFE OF A POSTMASTER
My life as a wife and mother of nine children has been very rewarding. My tasks were many
and varied. One of the duties I found required much dedication and lots of tact in dealing
with the public was the position of Postmaster which I performed for forty years.
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When I married, my husband was Postmaster in
North Harbour. The salary was practically nil, $25.00
quarterly - so it was really a community commitment.
My husband had to go to work to support his new
family so I as sworn in and appointed Acting
Postmaster. We were very isolated, having no road or
telephone communication. The mail was a link with
the world. We received mail once a week. It was the
highlight of the week for the people who eagerly
awaited the arrival of letters, parcels and news from
loved ones and it was a gathering place for the people.
About sixty years ago, many people could not read or
write, so many of the things I did were writing letters,
money orders, etc. for many of my customers. There
was a rapport developed between my customers and
myself. They trusted me and it gave me a good feelChristmas Seal ship
anchored at North Harbour.
ing to be able to help them. As Postmasters we were
called upon to sign documents that required a sworn personÕs signature.
After Confederation with Canada we received mail from Monday to Friday. It was very
busy with money orders, C.O.D.s, etc. People did most of their shopping through catalogues so bags and bags of mail arrived every day. The Post Office was unionized
and we received a little more remuneration for our work.
I would like to conclude by telling a little of the history
of the Post Office in North Harbour. The first Post
Office opened in the mid-eighteen hundreds. It was
located in the same site that it is today. The first
Postmaster was my late husbandÕs father, Patrick
Bonia who served until he was sixty-five. Then his
son (my late husband) Jeremiah Bonia became
Postmaster until his retirement in 1971, after having
reached age sixty-five. I then began the duties and
also retired at age sixty-five.
When many of the smaller post offices were closed,
our post office still remained open. We still have a
Postmaster and receive mail every day. The Post
Office is in the same location and people gather there
to pick up their mail as in days of yore. As I watch
from my window, I recall many happy moments of the
friendships that I formed for a life time.
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Newfoundland Sayings
Submitted by: Mrs. Theresa Bonia
North Harbour
All mops and brooms: This refers to an untidy condition of the hair
A noggin to scrape: a very difficult task
Come day, go day, God send Sunday: Applied to a lazy person
Fair weather to you and snow to you heels: meaning good luck on your way
There's favour in hell if you bring your splits: It applies to someone who is involved
in skullduggery
Long may your big jib draw: a good wish for the future
Slow as cold molasses
Brown as a berry: Really referred to people who were tanned brown from being outside picking berries.
As fine a man as ever broke a cake of the world's bread.
Fish in summer and fun in winter: means everything in its place
You can get only one shot at a shell bird: a shrewd person can be duped but once.
'Tis not every day that Morris kills a cow: a favorable opportunity comes but seldom
and embrace it when it does come.
You can't tell the mind of a squid: This refers to an unreliable person. A squid can
move backwards or forwards.
The old dog for a hard road: experience easily overcomes difficulty
You are taking a rise out of me: You are getting me upset
Wait a fair wind and you'll get one: await opportunity
May snow is good for sore eyes: an old legend, many say its true
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Gabriel Ryan lived in St. JosephÕs all his life.
He worked with the Dept. of Highways for many
years. He enjoys watching hockey, listening
to radio programs and visiting with family.
This is his personal account of the Knights
of Columbus Fire in 1942.

Gabriel Ryan
Age: 80

I left Shamrock Field Militia Barracks to attend the Barn Dance at the Knights of
Columbus Hotel. The building was very crowded as everyone was glad of an opportunity to have some fun. I sat and watched the show, anxious to see my brother, Larry,
who was dancing on the program.
Shortly after 11:00 p.m., a terrible commotion took place. I had no idea what was happening at first. I saw people running and heard shouts and screams. As I started to
follow my friends, I saw smoke and fire coming from the main door. I put my coat over
my head and face for protection and tried to get out by the main entrance. It was
impossible because of the large crowd. Everyone was trying to get out at the same
time. People were being injured from all the pushing and shoving. All of a sudden the
lights went out. I was in total darkness because all the windows had blackout shutters.
By some miracle I saw a light coming in through the side door. Holding my breath I
ran for the door which some sailors were trying to beat in. IÕll never forget the sight of
people on fire or the sounds of everyone screaming. We finally got the entrance
cleared and began throwing people outside into the snow. I continued this until I
couldnÕt breath from smoke and it was too hot to do anymore. Just as I had decided to
get out myself, while I still could, something fell, knocking me to the ground injuring my
arm. A sailor grabbed me and pulled me outside. I crawled away as far as I could. I
was picked up and put on a Golden Arrow bus to be taken to St. ClareÕs Hospital.
When I got off the bus I was so dazed with pain and shock I began walking away from
the hospital and down Patrick Street. I could only think that the Knights of Columbus
had been bombed.
Luckily some soldiers returned me to the hospital where I immediately blacked out. My
first thought on recovering was to get to my barracks at Shamrock Field. Finally it was
arranged and a jeep arrived to pick me up. I had to use a handkerchief for a sling as
there were no bandages left at St. ClareÕs. When the doctors had time, they fixed up
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my dislocated shoulder. As a result of this injury my shoulder continued to give me
problems, and in 1969 I was operated on to repair torn ligaments and cartilage.
I never knew what happened to my brother Larry until the next day. I was happy to
know he was all right, but unfortunately a couple of my friends who were with me died.
That terrible night is still fresh in my memory.

Gabriel Ryan (left),
21 years old, and
Larry Ryan, 19.

Knights of Columbus fire, 1942
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Larry Ryan was born in St. JosephÕs.
He has been married to Betty for 51 years. They
have 10 children and 23 grandchildren. Read
his true accounting of the devastating Knights
of Columbus fire in 1942.

Larry Ryan
Age: 79

In 1942 I joined the Militia in St. JohnÕs on active service with the Canadian Forces.
We were stationed at Shamrock Field in St. JohnÕs to undergo training before going
overseas. I remember whenever we had time off, some friends and I would go to local
dances. It was while I was at a garden party dance in Cape Broyle that the host of
Uncle TimÕs Barn Dance (a radio show) saw me step dance. He asked if I would be
interested in dancing at the barn dance at the Knights of Columbus Hall. I said I would
sometime when I was off duty. That is how I came to be at the Knights of Columbus
hall on December 12, 1942 when the fire broke out.
I was up on the stage waiting for my turn to dance when all of a sudden there was a
big commotion and someone yelled, ÒSheÕs all afire!Ó I knew my brother Gabe and
some friends of mine were in the audience. The doors were locked from the inside
and all the windows were closed with blackout shutters. They were pegged around
from the inside with wooden pegs. Everyone ran to try and get the doors open but
they all opened in. The people on the outside were trying to push the doors in but they
couldnÕt get them open because there were so many people from the inside trying to
get out. While most people had jumped from the stage and started running, I was still
standing there when I happened to see a man trying to get the pegs from a shutter. I
jumped from the stage and together we pulled it right clear off the window.
I put my fist through six panes of glass. I jumped out the window and he fell on top of
me. I could feel the blood squirting. I knew the main artery was cut open. I put my
finger on my arm right tight and I ran across Memorial Grounds. There was a car coming along which I stopped and asked the man to take me to the hospital. As we were
about to leave, I saw the Canadian Ambulance coming down Parade Street. They
brought me to the Canadian Hospital on LesterÕs Field. There was only one orderly
and one nurse on duty when I arrived, but within a couple of minutes the place was
full, as ambulances started to arrive with the victims of the fire. There were some
burnt right black. One woman was crying, Òplease do something for me.Ó The doctor
said, Òwe got a soldier bleeding to death, we got to attend to him first.Ó
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They put me on a stretcher, gave me three needles, which took no effect. So they just
held my arm and stitched it up. I was awake the whole time. I was in hospital sixteen
days. On the third day, my father came through the hospital looking at everyone until
he found me. He told me my brother Gabe was safe, but my friend Jim Ryan from
Princeton, Bonavista Bay, had died in the fire. When I was discharged from hospital, I
returned to Shamrock Field.
In 1943 I was shipped out overseas to Britain. At that time we were not Canadians,
but under the British. At this time, I was unfortunate enough to be involved in another
fire. A fire broke out in the basement of the barracks where we lived. We were in bed
on the second floor and when the fire started, we never even had time to get our
clothes on, just grab our gas masks and get out on the street. Another close call, but
no injuries.
RIVER GUARDIAN
In 1956 I went to work as a River Guardian on Salmonier River. I was stationed at
ButlerÕs Falls where we stayed in a FisheriesÕ cabin three-four days at a time. It was
usually pretty quiet, just reporting on the number of salmon in certain pools, the number caught and, of course, keeping an eye out for poachers.
One particular incident sticks in my mind. One day two guys came in fishing. One
stayed in front of the cabin, fished all day and never got a fish. The other guy went up
the river and when he came back and cast out, I noticed that his line landed too heavy
for it to be a fly. So I went down to where he was fishing and asked him to show me
what he was using. When he refused, I put my hand on his arm and said, ÒIÕm seizing
this rod. YouÕre using lead weights.Ó
Now this rod I had seized did not belong to this guy, but had been borrowed from his
brother. It was a special rod given for 20 years work service. I did not know this at the
time so the other warden and I were quite surprised the next evening when this
strange guy shows up drunk at the cabin. He was carrying a tire lever and threatened
to kill me if he didnÕt get the rod back. At first I said the rod had been turned over to
the FisheriesÕ officer, but on second thought I told him the rod was there under the bed.
He hauled it out and when he saw the weights he was surprised because they never
told him they used weights. He apologised and I gave him a cup of tea.
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Theresa (Tessie) Power grew up in
Marystown. She met Walter while teaching
on Colinet Island. They have reared eight
children and have had 51 full and rewarding
years together.

Theresa (Brushett) Power
Age: 76 and husband
Walter Power, age 80

LOOKING BACK
I was born in 1925 and raised in Marystown by my parents Susan and James Brushett.
Life was hard raising a family in those days. My father spent most of his time at sea,
trying to make some money to raise myself and Mary and brother Raymond (who died
at 1Þ years). Mom had to take care of us. She had to take care of the gardens and
bring water from our own well. In the winter the well would be frozen over with ice and
we had to break the ice to get some water for drinking and washing. Clothes were
washed on an old wash board and we had to heat the water on the stove. Mom made
her own soap out of GillettÕs Lye and fat beef. She also scrubbed the floors and they
came so clean. Later on we got some cheap canvas.
There was no electricity at the time, no phones. We had to study by lamplight. There
were no toilets so we had to use chamber pots and pails. The pail was emptied after
dark so no one would see you. Jeys Fluid was used all over the old house and it gave
off a wholesome smell. There was an attic in our old house, but no one was allowed
up there because valuable papers and such were stored up there.
In 1943, I went to summer school and obtained my first grade teacher certificate and
then went to teach in Burin. In 1944, I went to summer school again and got my second grade certificate. Then I went to Colinet Island to teach school. I met my husband
Walter Power whom I love dearly. We got married in 1949, the year of Confederation.
WalterÕs life was hard-going also. He was a fisherman. His mother (Vivian) worked
hard as well. She made their clothes out of flour bags, made quilts and spun yarn, knit
socks. In the daytime she would be on the flake making fish. Mr. Dave, his father,
was also a fisherman. They grew their own vegetables, made hay, kept a horse and
sheep. Later on, Mr. Dave managed East Coast Fisheries, then he passed his job
over to Walter. In 1961 we all moved to AdmiralÕs Beach from Colinet Island. We had
eight children who are working away from home now and we love them all very much.
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CHRISTMAS TIDES
TwasÕ a terrible day, last Christmas Day
When the wind and the sea came together
And the old folks say they saw the signs.
The signs that hinted ÒweatherÓ.
The spray on the waves appeared as a mist
As they thundered in through the bay
And many folks thought as they looked to the sea
It was the worst theyÕd seen in their day.
The ferocious wind screamed in its fury
As it pushed the sea endlessly on
And many folks watched as the hard work of years
Was in minutes forever gone.
The incoming sea rose higher and higher
As it pounded and crashed on the shore
And like a thief in the night, who is never caught
It took all and was seen no more.
It covered the beaches and it covered the roads
As it churned and swirled round and round
Leaving a mess like a child at play
When the tide finally turned and went down.
You know, someone told when the storm had passed
Of how they struggled to save what they had
But that raging sea, that unmerciful sea
Just laughed like a creature gone mad.
ItÕs been said that the sea is a friend and a foe
And we know what a friend she can be
But we also know since last Christmas Day
That sheÕs a far greater enemy.
ItÕs a day that will live in our minds and in our hearts
A sad and disturbing memory.
ItÕs a story to be told to our kids and to theirs
About the storm on Christmas Day in the year 1983.
Christmas Day storm 1983
U. Hynes
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Gertrude Daley, fondly known as Mrs. Gertie
has lived in St. JosephÕs, St. MaryÕs Bay for
43 years. She taught school from 1947-1958
and was a postal worker from 1958 to 1988.
Her current interests are reading, local history
and Bible studies.

Gertrude (Gough) Daley
Age: 72 with husband
Richard Daley

LUCY AND THE LITTLE PEOPLE
My Irish ancestors, when they emigrated to Newfoundland, brought with them two
strong traditions - one was their staunch Catholic faith, and the other was their equally
strong belief in fairies or ÒLittle PeopleÓ as they called them. Both traditions played a
part in this story which was passed down to me by my grandmother, Bridget.
This event happened in the fall of 1869, just four months after Bridget came to St.
JosephÕs as a bride of twenty. Her sister Lucy was visiting her and was spending time
with her Uncle BillÕs daughters, Winnie and Mary Curtis.
One evening the three girls were walking, arms linked, with Lucy in the middle. They
had gone half way up the dark, tree-lined lane that led to Uncle BillÕs house when they
felt a strong gust of wind. Lucy was torn from their arms and disappeared. Winnie
and Mary ran screaming into their fatherÕs house and between gasps and sobs managed to tell what had happened. Uncle Bill rushed to the open fireplace, snatched up
a burning stick of wood and ran outdoors. He circled the house three times, calling on
the Holy Trinity each time. Then he flung away the stick and to tell it in his own words,
ÒLucy flew back into my armsÓ.
What had happened or where she had been, Lucy didnÕt know. The last thing she
remembered was walking up the lane. In fact, she never liked to talk about the incident. Her cousins, however, had no such reticence. When Winnie was an old lady,
she often asked us, ÒDid I ever tell you about the time that the fairies took Lucy?Ó
In case you are wondering - Lucy grew up, met and married a businessman in the city,
raised a family and lived to a ripe old age.
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FATHER ST. JOHN
In the 1800s, and for a long time after that, the Parish Priest was not only the Pastor of
souls but the temporal ruler of the Parish as well. Such a Priest was the first Pastor of
St. JosephÕs, Father St. John. He was an able and vigorous man and built up a thriving Parish. He was not very popular with the younger members of his congregation,
however, because he ordered them not to go out of their homes at night, and he
walked the roads every night to make sure that his orders were obeyed.
The story is told that one time a girl and her boyfriend (whose nickname was
ÒScogginsÓ), arranged to meet by one of the fish stores to avoid being caught. She got
there first and when she saw someone coming towards the store she rushed out and
grabbed him by the arm and said, ÒYou took your time coming, Scoggins! What kept
you?Ó Then she realized she was holding an arm covered with fine wool serge and not
the rough sweater of a fisherman. Then a cultured voice said, ÒNow, tell me who is
this Scoggins?Ó Of course, she was marched home to her parents in disgrace.
There is a story too of how a group of young people outwitted Father St. John. This is
the way one of the group told it to me when he was an old man.
ÒYou know how hard Father St. John was on the young people. Well, one time we
thought he had gone to St. JohnÕs with his nephew and we decided weÕd have a spree.
Three of us stole a hen each on our mothers and we got vegetables from the garden
and Aunt MaryÕs girls cooked them for us. Now, Uncle John was deaf and he went to
bed right after supper, so Aunt Mary said we could have our scoff there. We decided
to eat early in the night rather than late because we wanted to let out the fire. If we
didnÕt it would be too warm to dance. It was some good feed because Aunt MaryÕs
girls were splendid cooks! All the girls cleaned the dishes while the water was hot and
put all away. Then someone started to play the mouth organ and we were dancing
away, when a young fellow burst in the door shouting, ÒFather St. John is home. HeÕs
coming down the road. I ran the meadows to tell you.Ó
Well, that was some commotion! We blew out the lamps and made for the back door. I
pulled on the knob and it came off in my hand and we couldnÕt get out. We rushed back
to the kitchen and got out through the window, but before that we ran into the table and
it upset and broke a couple of chairs. Aunt MaryÕs crowd rushed up the stairs and got
into their beds clothes and all. By this time, Father St. John was banging on the front
door with his black thorn stick. Aunt Mary woke Uncle John and sent him down to see
who was there. He shone the lamp on Father St. John and said, ÒFather, whoÕd dead?Ó
(A priest coming to a house was customary if there was bad news to be told). It took
some time for Father St. John to make him understand that he didnÕt bring bad news.
By this time Aunt Mary was dressed and bringing another lamp and invited the Priest
into the parlor (it was a good thing she didnÕt invite him into the kitchen!!). He wanted to
know why the lamps were burning in her house at 10 oÕclock in the night and then went
out. She said she supposed the young people all went to bed. He made her go look to
see if they were all in. They were, of course. He couldnÕt understand it.
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When I got home, I discovered I was still holding the doorknob in my hand. Next day
we went over to Aunt MaryÕs and repaired the broken chairs and fixed the knob on the
door. I think that was the same one was on the door when they took down the house.Ó
He ended the story with these words, ÒFather St. John is dead now - God be good to
him. In fact, all the bunch that were there that night are gone. IÕm the only one left.Ó
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Mary, better known as Minnie, was born
in Colinet, and her husband, Albert, was
born in Mt. Carmel. They built a house and
settled in Colinet. 57 years later they are
healthy and happy and enjoying their
golden years.

Mary (Davis) McDonald
Age: 79 married Albert
T. McDonald 57 years ago

REFLECTIONS
Minnie: I came from a family of eight, I being the oldest. One sister, Loretta, died of
convulsions only a couple of months old. My sister Madeline, died at fourteen from
leukemia. I had five brothers. ThereÕs only myself and two brothers now living.
Albert: I had two brothers and two sisters. Only one sister and myself still living. One
sister died of appendicitis at around fourteen and I had a brother who died much
younger. IÕm the youngest boy.
Minnie: As a young girl I worked as a clerk at Hughie SimmonsÕ store in Colinet (he married Angela Davis of Colinet). This was a food and dry goods store. They had a little bit
of everything there. When I started I was getting 9¢ an hour and when I was finished a
few years later I was getting 13¢ an hour. I worked there until I got married in 1944.
Albert: I went to work, cutting pit props1 at fourteen years of age with Jack Hender as
foreman. We were putting the road through Deer Park. YouÕd get a dollar a day for
rinding them. I left home when I was sixteen and went to work as a logger in Corner
Brook. I came out of there and went to Argentia in 1941 as a truck driver with the
Transportation Department (American) putting the road through to Colinet. I was getting 50¢ an hour then.
Minnie: I was working at Hughie SimmonsÕ store and I always knew AlbertÕs truck when
it would pass, as it had Ô44 on her.
Albert: I got laid off at the Base for a few years. So myself and my brother George
went fishing. We fished all that summer and well up into the fall. I never went back
1 Wood cut while clearing for road construction used as supports in mines across the Island
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fishing. That was the year I started building this house. That winter I went in the
Colinet lumbering woods for Alex Foster of Colinet, Paddy Tremblett was foreman.
And I went on the log drive on the Colinet River in the spring of the year. I stayed at
this for the next couple of years. Next I went back to work on the Base in Argentia at
various jobs. I started off in the cookhouse, then went truck driver and ended up in the
fire hall. We mostly fought fires in Argentia, but occasionally weÕd be sent to Placentia
and those areas.
Minnie: We got married on September 10, 1944 in Mt. Carmel Church. Helen Davis
(cousin of MinnieÕs) and Bride Murphy (AlbertÕs sister) as well as Phil Davis (brother of
MinnieÕs) and George McDonald (AlbertÕs brother) stood up for us. Ray Davis (cousin
of MinnieÕs) drove us. After Mass we went to Mr. & Mrs. McDonaldÕs house for the
breakfast reception, a real old time tradition. We had the firing of guns as we passed
through MitchellÕs Brook. It was lovely. Later that day we all went to the dinner reception at motherÕs and fatherÕs house in Colinet. When it was over we all went up to the
old school house on the hill and had the dance. We danced all night. Dickie Meaney
played the accordion. What a time we all had. There were lamps all around the hall,
no electricity in them days.
We had no honeymoon. We lived with my parents for the first two years. We built our
own house in 1946-47. We had four children, one daughter (the oldest) and three
sons. The middle son, Gerard, died at only ten months from an obstruction of the
bowel. The little darling. We had the best doctor and the best hospital at the time. He
was operated on and was getting better and was coming home. Friends of ours visited
little Gerard that day and when they got home they came and told us how well he was
doing. Not half an hour after they left, Father Slattery notified us of his death. We
have five grandsons and one granddaughter as well as three great-grandchildren.
Albert: I bought my first brand new pickup in 1954. She was a GMC, deluxe cab with
colored glass and everything. I paid $1800.00 on the road for her. After I got laid off
at the Base for good, I bought a school bus and started taking children out of North
Harbour to Mt. Carmel. I did this for six years. I lost the tender (I bid too high). Then I
worked for SAEN (Salmon Association of Eastern Newfoundland) for the next couple of
years until I turned 65. They gave me a retirement party and a pocket knife and a pair
of binoculars.
Minnie: I kept school teachers for years after we got our own house and family. I
charged them $30.00 a month. After years of this I put it up to $35.00 a month.
We will celebrate our 57th wedding anniversary this September. We are in pretty good
health and live alone in the same house we built all those years ago. We are enjoying
our golden years.
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Mrs. Ann or JohnÕs Ann was born in
St. ShottÕs, St. MaryÕs Bay. She has lived
in St. JosephÕs since she got married in 1952.
She is very proud of her four sons, who are all
lawyers, and she plans to take swimming
and painting lessons.

Ann (Finley) Daley
Age: 77

LONG DISTANCE RELATIONSHIPS
I was born in St. ShottÕs, a small community in St. MaryÕs Bay. My mother died when I
was six years old, leaving four small children ages two to eight years. I was the oldest
girl and had to take over many duties and responsibilities. With some outside help I
managed to look after my two younger sisters, my brother and my father until I was
thirteen years old. I attended school until grade eight. I was forced to leave because I
could no longer cope with so many demands.
At fourteen years of age, I left home to work at Littledale in St. JohnÕs. The highlight of
my stay here was being in the presence of royalty when King George and Queen
Elizabeth visited the city. They passed by the Littledale entrance as I stood on the
sidewalk. I can see them yet as they drove by in an open vehicle waving and smiling.
After one year of very hard work, my father took me home. When I was sixteen I left
home again to do a nurseÕs aide course at the General Hospital in St. JohnÕs. It was
during my eight years working there that I met my future husband, John Daley. I knew
in my heart and soul the first time I saw him that he was the man for me.
However, I had a yearning to travel. I had an unfulfilled urge to experience new places
and meet new people. John, on the other hand, was involved in travel of a different
kind. He was employed at Sagalek Airforce station in Labrador. Our courtship soon
developed into a long distance relationship that grew and blossomed through few personal encounters but many, many letters and cards. As I travelled and worked from St.
JohnÕs to Toronto to Montreal and on to Vancouver, John was spending ten months of
each year away in the North.
Finally, after a long distance courtship that lasted eight years, I received a letter that
contained a proposal of marriage. I was working in St. PaulÕs Hospital in Vancouver at
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the time. I accepted by letter, and about
a month later I received my engagement
ring by registered mail. We were married
September 27th, 1952, about one month
after I returned from Vancouver. We settled in St. JosephÕs. However, circumstances forced John to return to work in
the North once again. Our married life
became a long distance relationship like
our courtship had been. It continued this
way until John retired after over twenty
years of service. During this time we had
Ann Finley (standing) at St. PaulÕs
five children. Our first born daughter,
Hospital, Vancouver 1952.
Lorraine passed to the angels at birth.
We then had four boys. The twins, Bruce and Brian, and then came Noel on
Christmas Day and then Sean.

Sept. 1952

After John retired in 1972, we managed to spend two years
together as a family before he passed away suddenly on April 4,
1974. I have since continued my life surrounded by my wonderful sons and their families. They take care of me as I took care
of them for so many years. While they all live and work outside
Newfoundland, we keep in touch by phone and visits. It seems
my life has been shaped by long distance relationships and will probably
continue that way. I guess love
knows no boundaries and families
connect regardless of distance, time
and place.

L-R: Bruce, Brian, Noel,
Sean

The homestead in St. JosephÕs
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At 96, Mary Nickerson is a wonderful
lady - her memory clear and accurate as she
recounts the details of a very long and
interesting life enjoyed in both Newfoundland
and Boston.

Mary (Bishop) Nickerson
Age: 96

Mrs. Nickerson died in February, 2002. We were fortunate to have her contribution to
this book.

NEWFOUNDLAND TO BOSTON AND HOME AGAIN
I was born in St. JosephÕs in 1905. I went to the two-room school there. Two of my
teachers were Michael Gough and Mrs. May Ryan. It was good when we were growing up. It wasnÕt bad. My mother could sew and she always made dresses for me. IÕll
never forget the time I wanted a dress made. My mother used to give away my
clothes to a needy family. One day this lady asked my mother for some material
because she wanted to make a dress. Mom said, ÒI have material you can have.Ó I
said, ÒI want one too.Ó My mother got upset and said, Òyou got one and youÕll not get
another for six months.Ó Well, I yelled and screamed, but, by God, I didnÕt get the
dress for six months. I was selfish you see. My mother made suits for men - pants,
coat, vest and all. She charged $5.00.
When I finished going to school, I started teaching school, first in Harricott and then
Colinet. I remember the school being very cold. The men would bring the wood in the
morning to light the fire. I didnÕt get home often because of poor roads. I had to travel by
horse and carriage or sleigh in the wintertime. WeÕd have a big party in Colinet the week
after Lady Day. In St. JosephÕs, the priest would only let you have the hall for a ÔtimeÕ on
Sunday night, not Saturday night, in case you couldnÕt get up for Mass in the morning. I
remember a lot of fishing boats in St. JosephÕs when I was growing up. They would go
out Monday morning to fish on the banks and come in either Friday or Saturday evening.
Mostly people worked fishing or cutting logs. My brother Dan built the boat , The Little
Sisters. I remember World War I a small bit. I was only young at the time. I remember
the post office and the telegraph office at McCormackÕs. Elsie used to get all the war
news and then she would post it in the office. There was a waiting room outside where
you went to pick up your mail. When you saw the mailman go down the road, youÕd wait
for it to be sorted and then youÕd go over. I was too young to be affected much.
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When I was 23, I moved to Boston to better myself. I did not want to spend my life
making hay, digging potatoes or spreading fish. I sailed from St. JohnÕs on the boat,
Nova Scotia. I had three uncles living there at the time. My first job was as a Nanny.
They were a well-to-do family and it wasnÕt hard work. There were four children and it
was my job to accompany them when they went to school or music lessons or for a
walk. They had a chauffeur that drove us. Oh yes, they had plenty of money, a beautiful home. I stayed in the house. Well, one time I got a terrible fright. Somehow or
other a rat got into the house. I had a box of chocolates on my bed. I went out and
when I came back, I found all the chocolate wrappers on each step of the stairs. I
almost went through the ceiling because here was a rat in the house. I slept downstairs that night. Michael, the janitor, set a trap and he got the devil.
Being a Nanny was wonderful, but after fifteen years I wanted to do something different. I went to work at Honeywell, an electrical company. I worked in the office for thirty years. I met my husband at a party. I was going with another fellow at the time. He
was a nice fellow, but IÕd never marry him. Anyway, I looked over and saw this fellow
across the room. I said, ÒWho is he?Ó He said, ÒEdward Nickerson.Ó I said, ÒThatÕs
the fellow IÕm going to marry.Ó I met him that night and we dated for four years. When
we got married, fifteen couples got married the same day in the same Church. There
was supposed to be an air raid because it was during World War II in 1943. I said to
the priest, Òwhat will we do.Ó He said, Òrun like hell for the cellar.Ó World War II did not
affect us too much in Boston. We were rationed on some things. We did pretty well.
We knew quite a crowd and didnÕt want for anything.
Oh my God, the parties! They were good parties. There were about twelve in our
group and we went to different places to cocktail parties and to house parties. We
used to go to the Hibernia Hall to the dances. It was a Canadian place where
Newfoundlanders and Irish used to dance. There were also Newfoundland parties in
Chelsea (Boston suburb). The whole hall would be full of Newfoundlanders. Everyone
went, even the children. Whole families did things together. It was a good life. And
the New YearÕs Eve parties! Oh, Blessed God, we never got home. We had good
times.
We travelled around a lot. We drove to Florida in 1953 - the year my mother died. I
had just gotten home when I received a telegram saying she was sick. So I left right
away and flew home. My husband, Eddy and I had 33 wonderful years together. He
worked in the city of Newton - a civil servant job. We had a comfortable life. I came
home every two years and I always sent stuff home. We never had any children, but I
had my little dog, Mister. He went everywhere with me and he understood every word
you said. He had his own little bed. He had a diamond collar and seven coats. He
had a mink coat, a raincoat, hat and boots. I was very sad when he got sick and had
to be put to sleep. He was a dear little dog. My other dog, Skippy, was a devil. One
day he got into my blood pressure pills. I had to take him to the vet to get his stomach
pumped. He was always into mischief.
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My husband Eddy was never sick or in hospital in his life. When he went to the Newton
Wesley Hospital for some tests, the doctor called me in and said he had some bad
news. I almost died. I had no idea he was going to die. The doctor said he had cancer and gave him three weeks to live. He lived two and a half weeks. There was no
warning. We were packed to go home. I stayed in the hospital the whole time. He
said to me, ÒWhen I die, I donÕt want you crying or I donÕt want you to wear black.Ó
The hardest thing I ever had to do was to walk down the aisle all alone behind the casket. My legs were shaking. I thought IÕd never make it. That was terrible. I visited the
cemetery every day until I moved home in 1985. IÕm going back to Boston after I die.
I will be buried with him.
I got my driverÕs license when I was 71 years old. After Eddy died I was left with a
brand new Chevy Impala. I decided since I had a brand new car that , do or die, I was
going to get my license. I had to go to my lawyer for something and when he saw my
car at the door he said, ÒIs that your car and are you going to sell it?Ó I said, Òno IÕm
going to learn to drive.Ó He said, ÒAre you sure you can learn to drive?Ó I said, ÒDo I
look that stupid to you?Ó He said, ÒWell, I wouldnÕt, at your age.Ó He just wanted my
car, you see. ÒWell,Ó I said, Òyou and I are two different people and I do what I want
and no one tells me what to do.Ó So I went ahead to get my license. The first fellow
that came to teach me was married three times and divorced. He was just looking for
somebody with money. So I told him to get. I called the Community School and said,
Òif you canÕt send one any better than that you can forget it.Ó He said, ÒNo! No!, IÕll
send you a good driver.Ó, and he did. He taught me everything. When I went to get
my license the examiner said, ÒMake a three point turn and keep your wheels on the
ground.Ó No problem! I drove until 1985 when I moved back to Newfoundland. Myself
and my friend Ida would go to New Hampshire shopping. Every Sunday weÕd go to
Mass and then off to New Hampshire. IÕd take my dog Mister. He went every place
that I went. WeÕd stop for lunch on the way, do our shopping and then come home.
Then Ida would say, ÒLetÕs go for a run somewhere.Ó WeÕd go for a ride and stop for
ice cream or coffee or something. We always loved to eat at Marlioffs. The same
waitress served us for 25 years. It was a good life.
Now I live alone in my own apartment. My neighbours keep an eye on me and my
niece, Carmel is so good to me. But I still like to party even though IÕm 96. Oh my
God, me and Mabel and Mary (friends in apartment building) go downtown all the time.
Well, on St. PatrickÕs night past, there was a bunch of us went downtown to George
Street. We got in line to go into a pub. There were 52 people ahead of us. The manager was going in and out so I said, ÒListen, IÕm an old lady coming down here wanting
to have a good time and thereÕs 52 people ahead of me.Ó He said, ÒOh, IÕll get you in.Ó
I said to myself, ÒThatÕs a likely cock and bull story. Devil if heÕll ever think of us
again.Ó Well, my God, about 10 minutes after, he came and got us and had four chairs
and a table ready for us. We were there until four oÕclock in the morning. About three
months ago, I went to Bridie MolloyÕs to listen to the music and to see the sights. I
donÕt mind the noise, nothing bothers me like that. I usually get home late in the morning. I still love to shop and play cards.
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Michael Drohan was born in St. MaryÕs,
St. MaryÕs Bay. At 93, he has a keen mind
and a clear memory of Harricott, the way
it used to be. He enjoys watching T.V.
and gardening.

Mike Drohan
Age: 92

HARRICOTT HILL
The settlement of Harricott started in 1935, during the Depression years. There were
24 families here. The majority of the settlers came from Trinity and the others from the
other side of Conception Bay. Most of the settlers were non-Catholic and had no
Church or Pastor. It was hard on families to bring up their children. There was a minister who came from Whitbourne to have service at the school. After three or four
years, there were nine families left in the settlement.
In the meantime, the government had a store here, a staff house, seven teachersÕ residences and a school. There was a small mill and workshop built on the beach of the
store. So what is now Harricott Flats was all large red spruce trees. The government
gave the settlers a tractor so they could cut all the trees and saw them in the mill and
build a large barn. They sold some of the framing to the parish of Salmonier for the
new school in old Harricott.
When they had all the trees cut and their barns built, the government gave the community four horses so that they could use them to clear their land. They also put four or
five saws in the barn for the settlersÕ use. The government appointed one man to be in
charge of them. He would milk the cows and deliver the milk to the stores so people
could get it. In order to feed the horses and cows, the government would buy hay from
the people in old Harricott or wherever they could get it, until the people could grow
their own hay.
In the winter people would all go in the woods up the river and cut logs and haul them
to the mill with the tractor and horses. In the spring they would saw them until they
had enough to build barns and other buildings. When the settlers had enough hay for
themselves, the government sold some of the cows and horses in the community barn.
The hay that grew on the flats was shared among the settlers. Then they gave all the
settlers a horse, a cow and three or four sheep. They also sold young pigs to anyone
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who could afford one. If you couldnÕt afford it, you could pay for it by doing community
work on community land. The government surveyed all the land and gave all the settlers a determined number of acres around their houses.
HEALTH
There were no doctors or nurses in Harricott. The doctor was in St. MaryÕs - Dr.
McGrath. In order to contact him, you had to go to DidhamÕs Hotel in Colinet. In the
spring when the snow and ice melted, the roads were nothing but mud. There were no
ploughs on the road. If you had to get the doctor to come in the winter, it took four
horses to get him to Harricott: Danny Mahoney from St. MaryÕs to Riverhead, Don
Boland to Dr. McGrathÕs cabin to the Backriver on Riverhead road, John McCormack
from Backriver to Little Harbour and John Francis McDonald would drive him to
Harricott and wait for him to drive back to the other waiting horses.
After a few years, Dr. McGrath had a nurse stationed at St. JosephÕs. If you needed
her youÕd have to go and get her. In summer you had to go to Harricott Point and
cross in a dory for her and bring her back. In winter you would get a loan of a horse
and dommie bus, as they were called. This was some kind of a two-wheeled rig with a
seat on it. There werenÕt many carriages then.
One winter, Pad WallÕs mother was sick. They sent for the nurse but she couldnÕt get
here because the mouth of the arm was full of slab ice. The arm wasnÕt fit to put a
horse on, so Pad had to borrow a dog and sled and go get the pills. A short while after
that the government put a nurse in the settlement. She was Barney Whelan from
Torbay. She was here for a year or so before she went to St. MaryÕs and later became
Barney Gibbons.
STORES
The government had a store for the settlement. Everything they sold was very cheap
at that time because the government sold at cost price. They couldnÕt sell to outsiders
because there were stores in Colinet and Salmonier. Eventually, the government
turned it over to the settlers and they started a co-op and sold to the general public.
By that time most of the settlers had quite a few hens producing eggs, so the co-op
started a co-op marketing board and sold to other co-op stores in St. JohnÕs.
When Argentia started most of the settlers got work, so when they became self-supporting some left and returned to their old settlements. Four families settled in
Whitbourne. By that time there were only two families left in the settlement. There are
only three of the original names on Harricott Hill; one from Salmonier, one from St.
JohnÕs and one from St. MaryÕs. The government then sold off the store, the buildings,
staff house and the teachersÕ residences and school. The settlers that were still there
sold their houses and land. So that ended the Settlement HillÉ
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So fare thee well for I must leave thee
Do not let the parting grieve for the
Time has come for you and I to say
Good-bye, adieu, adieu kind friends adieu
I can no longer stay with you
So IÕll hang my heart on a weeping willow tree
Fare thee well, fare thee well.

THE QUIGLEYS
As far as it is known, the Quigleys came from St. JosephÕs to Harricott. This is according to the tombstones in the cemetery in St. JosephÕs, although you canÕt clearly read
the dates. As history has it, the Quigleys were the first people to lie in Harricott. There
were two brothers, Ned and Dennis. Ned stayed in Harricott on what was known as
QuigleyÕs Island. His family consisted of four daughters and two sons. One of his
daughters was married in AdmiralÕs Beach, two in MitchellÕs Brook and one in Harricott.
Dennis married a girl from Colinet Island named Catherine Dobbin. She was Pad
DobbinÕs daughter. He moved to Colinet and later moved to Branch on the Cape
Shore with his family. There are some of his relations still there today. QuigleyÕs Pond
on the Nine Mile Road is called after him.
OLD HARRICOTT or HARRYÕS COVE
In 1937 there were seven of the original families in Harricott. Two families of ByrneÕs,
two families of Evoys and one family of Walls. The Byrne family came from Holyrood,
the Walls came from Vardy Crossing and the Evoys from Ireland. There were two families on the Tickle Shore by the names of Fitzgerald and Doyle. They both moved to
Salmonier. There were two families of Gregorys on GregoryÕs Island.
In 1928 or 1929 there was only a horse and cart road to Colinet. The government of
the day put a road there. They had men, horses and carts from all around the bay
hired to build the road. The men stayed everywhere and anywhere they could, even in
cellars belonging to the Evoys and Joe Wall. There were men and horses from as far
away as St. MaryÕs and Gaskiers. There was a blacksmith from St. MaryÕs by the
name of Bonia. He had two paper shacks that he used for forges so he could shoe
horses and sharpen picks. The road was built by pick and shovel.
At that time there was no road going up the side of the Pond by Byrnes. The old road
went up by the side of Jim ByrneÕs house and came out on Colinet Road. It is still
there to be seen. There was no bridge in Harricott because they lost the wooden
bridge with a tidal wave. Then the children from Harricott couldnÕt get to school
because the school was on the other side of the pond. The men had to put a small
wooden bridge to the head of the river and cut a path up the side for the children to get
to school and also to get back to Salmonier. One of the teachers who taught school
there in 1919 is still alive today.
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The school here was a small building and was also used for a Church. In 1938 or
1939, a larger school was built. It was later sold and taken down after the children
started being bussed to school.
MUNNÕS MILL
One time there was a sawmill on the beach in Harricott Pond. It was owned by a man
named John Munn from Harbour Grace. He ran the mill by steam. The old boiler that
is on the beach here even now was the one he used. The big flywheel that he used it
also there.
The boiler actually came from the first train that ran from St. JohnÕs to Harbour Grace.
This was proven by J.R. Smallwood when he was known as the Barrel Man in the
early 40s. At that time if you wrote him a letter and asked him a question that he could
not answer, you would get a pound of Pheasant Tea from him and the company
Esterbrooks. There were two sisters who wrote and asked him where the boiler came
from, so he had it investigated and found out. They got their pound of tea anyway.
Men cut logs up Harricott River and in order to drive them down the river in the spring,
they had to make a dam at WarrenÕs Waters. Harricott Flats at that time was all large
red spruce trees. When the river would break up in the spring, the ice would pile up
among the trees and back up the water so it was impossible to get up the flats. In
those times, it would take an extra long time for the ice to melt. So one of the foremen
who was named Batten, had some men cut a path up the side of the river to the Nine
Mile Road so they could put the logs in the river and drive them. The path was called
BattenÕs Path and still is.
In order to keep the logs from scattering all over the pond, they had to put a boom
over the mouth of the river. They also had to build balusters in the pond in order to
hold the booms. The remains of the ballisters are still there to be seen.
PENNEY
There was a merchant in Salmonier some years after Munn left Harricott by the name
of Penney. He had a contract to cut a lot of pulpwood. There were a lot of men from
around the bay to cut the pulpwood up Harricott River and across the pond. There are
many paths by the pond named for the men who found them.
Penney also had wood cut in North Harbour. When it was all ready, he had a man
named Kelley from Badger come to drive the wood in the river. In the meantime, they
repaired the dam on WarrenÕs Waters. When the dam was full of water, the men
opened the gates and when all the water struck the pulp it all piled in a big jam in
every sharp turn in the river. They couldnÕt get enough water to break the jam, so
Penney called it off and Kelley went home.
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Some time after Penney got some men to drive the wood off the river. Some of them
were Joe Wall and Ben Fowler. They were foremen. He then had a steamer coming
for the wood. They closed the dam on WarrenÕs Waters and started to pick up the
wood. The reason for this was because they had a very small amount of water. Every
evening they would close the dam and open it in the morning. That was the way they
got the pulp down the river. They cleared each jam as they were going up the river.
They put across the boom where Munn used it.
When the steamer came, they would take small boom loads and tow it to the steamer
until all the wood was on board. The steamer then went to North Harbour where she
finished loading. Some of the men went to North Harbour with her.
PRISON CAMP - DEPRESSION TIMES
In 1929 and earlier in St. JohnÕs the Penitentiary was full of lawbreakers. So the government had nowhere to put them all. They had a steamer called the S.S. Meagel.
They used her for a prison. She was tied up to the old railway dock in St. JohnÕs.
That is where the song came fromÉÓIÕm sentenced to the Meagel for 21 yearsÓ.
So in the early to mid 30s a prison camp was built on the Nine Mile Road. They
fenced the boglands on the road and had the prisoners ditch it all in order to drain it
off. In the wintertime they would cut logs. There was a mill on the side of MurrayÕs
Pond. Cliff Linehan and a man from St. JosephÕs sawed the logs. They cut a lot of
logs on Harricott and put them in the river, but never drove them off it.
In the meantime, the government built a new prison camp at Gull Pond on the
Salmonier Line. The prisoners were shifted there before they could drive the logs off
Harricott River. A man named Gosse from SpaniardÕs Bay bought the logs from the
government and had men from around drive them off the Harricott River. They had to
wait for heavy rain to drive the logs because they had no dam.
Mr. Jack Corrigan was cook at the prison camp on the Nine Mile Road and transferred
to the Salmonier Line when the new prison was built.
EARLY VESSELS
In the late 1800s and early 1900s, St. MaryÕs Bay was full of herring in the spring and
falcons in the fall. The vessels from Burin and out west would come to the bay for
bait. Also, a lot of large vessels from Lunenberg would come here from the Grand
Banks. Mostly they would come for bait and ice because at that time there were not a
lot of ice houses around.
Men would cut ice from the pond and store it in the houses. The storage sheds were
large - about 50 or 60 feet long and about 20 feet wide. They were usually about 10 to
12 feet high. The ice would be covered with sawdust or bog to keep it from melting.
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The ice would be about two feet long and about 1Þ feet wide or whatever it was on the
pond.
There were a lot of young men that came here to the bay, that married a lot of the
Ôyoung, wee, wee lassiesÕ as the Scotsmen would say. So that is why there are many
different names at the head of the bay.
PADÕS YOUNGER DAYS
In Mr. Pad QuigleyÕs younger days, they had a small schooner that would go around
pedalling. There would be molasses, flour, pork, kerosene oil, material (flannelette,
calico) and lots of other stuff. There were all kinds of medicines like DodÕs Kidney
Pills, SloanÕs Liniment and Redway Cough Syrup. In those times there was a lot of
molasses used. Every house had a molasses keg that held anywhere from five to ten
gallons.
One Sunday morning, Mr. Pad was in St. MaryÕs. In them times there were pubs
around. Debra Nolan had a pub and Pad went up to get a drink and she wouldnÕt sell
him one. She said she had lost the key. Pad got vexed and said to her, ÒDebra Nolan,
you are always growling when Ôere I come this way. You locked the door on a Sunday
morning and told poor Quigley you lost the key. Debra ÔKnowlingÕ you are always
growling. YouÕre the ugliest creature both in face and feature. You are the ugliest
creature so they say you locked the door on Sunday morning and told poor Quigley
you lost they key.Ó
JOE WRIGHT
One winter there was a man who stayed at QuigleyÕs on QuigleyÕs Island (now
GregoryÕs property). At that time there were a lot of people wandering around. They
were called ÒstragglersÓ. The man stayed there for two or three days and then went on
his way. At that time everywhere was woods on the Island. Mr. Pad Quigley had a
shed up the pond, which he called a cowhouse. He had a footpath up the side of the
pond to get there.
That spring when he was going up the path to the cowhouse, he tripped and fell. The
first words he said were, ÒGod damn you Joe Wright.Ó To his surprise, when he got up
and looked it was actually Joe WrightÕs legs. Pad had tripped in the spot where
WrightÕs legs were sticking out from under the snow where he had died.
PADÕS RABBIT TRAP
Mr. Pad Quigley was a comical man. He was afraid of the ÒdarbiesÓ, who, at that time
would be around for the twelve days of Christmas. In those days there were lots of
rabbits around. Mr. Pad had a barrel sunk down in the ground. The barrel was cut
smaller on one side and a nail in both sides of the barrel through the cover so it could
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tip. He then put birch around the barrel and perhaps a few cabbage leaves. When the
rabbits stepped on the cover, it would tip and the rabbit would fall into the barrel.
One time, after Christmas, Pad went to visit his friends, and one of them asked him did
the darbies get him. When he said they didnÕt, his friend asked, Òwhere did you go to
get away from them?Ó Pad said he went up in his own hole - which, of course, was the
barrel he had for catching rabbits.
POORS OR POWERS
In years gone by, there was a crippled man by the name of ÒPoorsÓ or ÒPowersÓ as
they are called today. They originated from Mobile on the Southern Shore. Power
was on his way to Placentia to work on a fishing boat. He stayed at TremblettÕs in
Harricott. They lived on what is now PaddyÕs Meadow. He told that he was a relation
to the MeaneyÕs in Colinet. This was in the wintertime, so there was only a sleigh path
to Colinet. After he had left, it started to snow and he lost his way.
There was no way of knowing if he had reached Colinet, and after he was gone for
four or five days, it was found that he never had got to Colinet. They searched for him,
but never found him until the spring. A man went looking for his cows and found him in
by the Hay Pond River in a tuck of black spruce.
The people brought out his body and buried him in Mt. Carmel. There was a cross put
in the place where they found him. The cross is still looked after by the Walls. The bill
for his burial is at GibbonÕs Funeral Home in St. MaryÕs. IÕm not sure, but I think it was
around $14.00. The cross is today called ÔDickieÕs CrossÕ.

Staff house, Harricott. 1938.
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Harricott
The Early Years
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Harricott, circa 1950s.

Jackboats in Harricott Harbour
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