Part of the Reminiepcences of
Byrne Sanders [(1902-19281)

Weary, diahevelled, grimy, I burrowsd Lhrougn Che csllar rooms;
broken furniture to B mended ons day; old lamps; Siscarded
china; children's helongings, left for safe-keeping when Lhey gob
married; cartone of odds and ends, all part of Che flotzam and
jetzam of any family's life, Bub 10 wae my perecnal filee and
boxes which excibed me, For hare were hundreds of professiocnal
paotographs, pregerving events and people I had forgotben aboul:
hundreds of newspaper clippings, too; wy first bibts and pisces,
published when [ was fiftesn; newspaper and magazine articles 1
had written during Lhe wvears I Was ol a newepaper, on Eaton's
adverbtigsing staff, and asz editor of The Business Woman, There
ware articles about me over the years; & huge scrap-bock af my
veare in Otkcawa faitchfully kepk by a secrebary ab Maclesn-Huntear)
reviewse of oo books; hundreds of letberse I had kept for one
reason or another, Finally a recent coe in a Sunday masa:sing:
"Whalewver happensd oo Byrne Hope Sandscs?™!

Here she was, trving Lo Tldy up, or diacard the records of
decados, T stopped to read and remember; and bocams excibed.
Thare @ad £ be & etory in sll this represented, and now, sarely,
T had time. [ remember Mazo de la Roche who, when she was given
a dinner on winning the Atlanbic Monthly Frize of 510,000, said
omething I'wve always remembersd. Tall, spare, and, I thought
polourliess, she asgked: "Do any of you koow what ib's like Eo
write a book? Like a mole burrowing ibs way through a mountsio.

"This mess ig like opening a Pandora's box on a human 1ife," T
thought. "Or like the abandoned snake's skin we gaw o ofCen in
South rfrica. Or an empty shell v the sea. I have emergsed from

it all; and surely I can put the Lengilons of lifes kack into ic.
It's like poetry, remembersd not in tranguillicy, put in Loil "
In Lhe pellar, and in the writing.

Earlieet memories are sob in Lhe Cape of Good Hope, Soath Africa,
wnere my mother and her four children were born. Fy father was
an Englishman, youngeat son in a well-to-do family living in
Cheshunt, Hertfordahire, not far from London. The bragic pattern
of hie life began when he wag eleven montha old, and nearly died
of policmyelicise. The docter came elowly down the stairs and
sald to Grandfather:

"I'm sorry To say, Sanders, bub we can do nothing. It's
hopelesz, The baby won't laet che night. !

But Grandmokthsr, at her son's bodside, did not hear him; nor did
oy grandfacher tell her. She nureed her baby back te 1ife, bub
at a price, The illnesa lef: him crippled down his lelfL =side.
Eig eve wan damaged, hie arm partly paralysed, and he walked with
a heavyr limp.

He was, like my mother, an integrated part of my life until he
was almopt eighty.and [ have often wondered whebher tfhe cutsr
evidence of the polic's damage told Lhe whole story, for he was
to me, an incredible character. We have a photograph of him,
taken aboub a wear after the atback. E=e haa been corefully



halanced on & cushicn, hig arm and leg arrangsed o aphoar noTna ]
gazing walmly at the life thatl awaited him. Silhoustted on &
white ground, it is a peignant thing to sse, knowing how full of
i1l-lurk that life was to he - pext of it happoenstance, and part
of ik, his own doing.

Hizg doting mother referred Lo him ofzen as "2oor, daar Hdaroy" a
phrase he loathed. He was copssted all through nis wyouth, until
he graduated, with firsl class Hongure from Dublin Universitcy.
it wag @ bLradition in the family, that Che youngesh 800 muast
alwaya join the navy, and one of his Lreasures waid the sword
carricd by a great uncle at the battle of Trafolgar. This life,
howewer was barred for him, and the gquestion wae “Whot nowd"

% suggesbion came [rom his sister's husband, Charles Higham, wno
had recently been ordained, asked Harry Eo mcoompany him on &
two-yeaRT scjourn in a parieh estahlished in Porn Elizabeth, as
a tutor to hig children. My father agreed, bub when Charlssz and
hie family returnsd to England, remainsd in South Rfrieca. Ha
berafe a achool teacher; liked che country and niz work. He had
sloe fallen 'n lowe with a teacher - Lucy Emma KMay Bing.

nE =c ofTen happens, Cheir temperanents were in strong contrasc,
He wag often melancholy, his rages were frightening, and hs
cpemed hostile to so wany types of people.  Mother was merry,
render, and humanitarian. He was tall, fair, and attracbive; she
was tall, out wikh a classic beauty, and long black kair which
she wore in a coil on bhe back of her hesd. Dad was aolidly
Englien, with =some German; mokher wWas golidly Irxish with an
Ttalimn mix. Her Roman noee she nold as was inherited from Aunl
Passandra; my mobther, my daughber and T hawve all inherited her
Soman noge: and onse of vy nieces Bears her name, Mother's Life
nad been an ideal one, Her English father was an lmporber,
specializing in Griental trade, and some Lreasuras in our homse,
are the Chinese figurines and East Indlan bits and pleces he
po. lected . Her l1r@ish mother - an G'Byrns from Scuthern Ireland -
wag a forceful bur cheery soul. Lugy grew up in a large, £apy-
going family, in the free and easy life of che Cape, riding her
norse along the wide beaches of the Ipdian ocean, salling oo the
fowie river, and rewslling in the flowera chat cmbowerad gardena
and counkryeide. Ehe played the piano well, had o charming
voice, and was always part of Lhe Gilbert and Bullivan Operetbas
staged by townsfolk, She nover nad =o learn Rousework, ag chers
wore alwaye plenty of Xalfira to look after it

Enowing all that was to come, T am haunbted by the picture of
tneir wedding - the bride surroundsd by her family and frisnds,
Lhe groom, so alons, and so far from his natural getbing. I know
that mother's wreath was wowven from Lilies of Che valley, picked
that morning. The flower and the fragrance have DeComs DY
fywnurites, far the bloom in May, the month ia which both cf us
celebrate our birthdavs - a day apari.

Shortly after, Dad recesived a emall legacy. He had alwave
harnkered after the law, and the couple decidsd to use it while
he went kto Capetown to Decoms a lawyor.

He could not be home for my birth and liked to bell the story of
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hiz firsl sighnt of me. Mother was at the station, the baby In
her arms, and rushed towards him, "0h Harry - do you like her?”

The four of us were born within £iwe years. 211 were chrigtensd
in the long, lacy gown whichk now liss in a bottom drawer.
Degpite the fact that we have two caildren, a&and  Eoven
grandrchildren, only Codie has worn 1t eince.

Within four yearg Dora, Jdack and Wilfrod, Iollowsd me. L1 was
lapslled Minnie, 9'Byrne, Hope Zanders, Che first two after wy
great-grandmother, the last after ths Cape cof Zood Hope, Wheo,
in my teens, I started to write, | decided to drop Lhe HMinnie.

TL has proved a distincoive nams, out with many variatilons, as
people find it hard to pronounce the Byrne, and write Lo me as
Byrn, Zern, or Byron, My favourite was Zryn Hop Sanders, I Try
o clorify iL by saying “1t'a what happens When ol put your
hand on 2 hob etove; you Duzp it."

In mid-life I had an important meeting with an ofticer in the
Salvation Army. She locked at me with envy, "¥ou have such a
wonderful name, " ahe said, and ropeated 1t glowly, in her wvibrant
woice, bringing her outstretched hande together, rthychmically,
"Aag: Boom! Dooml Juskb Like the aound of the big drum,”

L] L] W * *®

Although we zemained in South Africa less than ten years, Chey
wers engugh to make a life-long dmpact <n ug; in fact many
impressiong of them are more vivid than thozse of later times.
For one thing, they were in Such <onbragt bo what came aftex chal
we talked of them ofben, re-enforcing our recollections, Tn Chem
wa knew @ magic and beauty, sadly lacking later on. They gave
ug a romantic background, and made us feel that we were scmething
epecial, when we felt lonely, or faced unpopularicy in Canada.

For the wosb part we were ieolated in black comrunities, for my
father practieed law up in Rhodesia, and in the Tranaveal. [ can
remember no white children, as there were no echocls, and Mobher
taught ws ko read and wrice. Me moved as a unit., learning
friendship wich each cther, and bpecoring unusually sslf-contalined
as a family.

Memorise come like snapshobe on a home projector., Click: We are
in Willowdals, named, surelv oy a homesick seliler, for there was
never a willow in sight. ©Cut living reom ia an immense round
hut, with a high pointed roof Chatch, ite only entrance Lhe door,
1 can @ee CLhe Xaffir women, <leaning the carbhen fleoor, with
pails begide them from which they s¢oop handfule of a thick
mixture - mainly cow dung, which dries Lo 2 hard finish, on which

CIUY ghraw maks are spread. Begide it ie & narrocw mow of
bedrooms, made From corrugated iron; in front a Eence-encloged
temnis court, Rlong s2ide iz, is Dad's hubk in which he meete his

clisnte. A marrow path runs Lo b, and glong eide, =it & zow of
blanket-wropped Kalfirs, lege stretched in fromt. When we 9o Lo
ges Dad, we must clamber over theee legs. Chublky Will must btake
sach leg in turn, atopping midway to peer into ¢ach dark face and
ourmar "Willapecooee me?h

-

{

rd



grill further are the Kaffir guartere, and che outhbuildings. We
like to linger there ab day'e end, watching the group around thke
cocking fire, centred with ite high black iron pot, 8=t o1 4
tripod, Someons starts to hum, and goon our friends are in full
voloe, with haunting winors of native melodies, They are
parcicularly fond of the litele boyes - Joack whose ysllow curls
are dazzling againet the black skins, and roly-paly Wilf, so
likely to fall into the fire. We cannct stay long, for the dark
falles swiftly with litktls twilight,

We take our Xalfir world for granted. They are handecme psople,
tall, elender, with wery dark cking, and thick heads of hair.
They mowve with dignoikty, aloof but kindly. Most of chem wear
blankets, draped over shouldera, or folded about their walsts.
Although we are alwaya under the care of a native woman, [ hawe
no recollection of ©1' Black Mammy's, Southern style. 1 know I
wan fascinated and frightensed - at their stories of evil
apirita and dark dangers in the wooded clefts Lhat crosred che
waldt, The womsn geem o do most af their cheres, at home or in
the fields, with babies clamped on their back, or at their hips
with blankete; they carried irmense bundles on their heads as
well az a baby, striding ewiftly with ramrod @Lift backe. 1
remember our delight iz a staging of Snow White, with comolete
black cagt, and mother's annovance with Ehas miesionaries, who
insigted that conwverts wear sloppy locking Mother EREubbards,
instead of the Grecian nlanksts.

We walk in =2ingle file through Call graassee cof the weldt, S0
brown and dusty in the dry season, eo tranaformed with ingtant
beauty, in the raliny monthe. A emwall boy walks ahsad of us,
brandishing a stick with which he scares away Lhe snakea. There
are lobz of chem about, some poisonous, We become accustomsd to
gesing one of them, on the path ahead, etop, guiver, and shed iU8
skin, leaving it hellow, and undulating away in fresh brilliank
colours, T have often thought of them when life has pushsd me
into a new role, seeing my old o0e as an empty emaks skin.  In
fact, 1 thought of it on Lhe afterncon I walked through the
Chatelaine offices far the last time, to entesr a compllelely oow
world of statistcica.

Cn these walks, we Dy-pass the nmative HKrsala - a group of mud
huts with tEhe typical high-pointed zocfs, szek in a circle -
mainly bpecause we are afraid of the many lean and hungry dogs
which prowl akbout them.

Mick! We are frolicking in a fiseuvre of the sarcth ak che bhobbom
of our land, walled with lush greenery, and hiding a waterfall
in the atrsam below., We stand on the Flat rocks undsr the fslls
which £lash in Ironk of yug with iridescent reflectionz from che
sy and the foliage. Maiden-hair ferma ars massed on tho sides
af the declivity, and there are pals gregen orchids Cwistbing on
Lr=e bkranches.

How wo are playing The Slesping HBzauty. Ic is oy burn Lo porlray
her, and I am stretched on an iroen ook, while Che ather thrse
bring armeful cof the whiter-than-white Calla lilies GCo epread
ocver me. Many a time, T have etood entranced before s flower



chop on Fifth Avenue, on a Mew York trip, alemost bypnotissd oy
the aight of half & dozen alla lilies, enghrined in a great
far, their luscious petals and blood-red stamena, sending me back
to the days when we picked them like dandelicne.

Mow we are in Alice, living at cne end of a Monasnery. We are
friznds with the monks; hear them chanting; watch them pacing Lhe
long pachs in tEhes garden. They smile at ue, and allow us to
enler an enormous sviary built from wire-netting Lo sbare at the
rainbow coloured birds, flubtering in the small tresse. 0T we are
taking turms to ride in a emall goac-cart; or pulling sach other
down cthe long grasay slopes, sitting on a sack; or paddling in
the rivulets of water releaged from a dsm, ko irrigate the
Fielda.

Evary morning, the household mests at family prayers. We @ing
hyrns, =ach in our own tongue, T hawve @y oWn wers10n, and repsat
lustily, "Ce Powder and de Gory", as I am learning the Lord's
praver. One morning a priest, walking in the gardsn, saye to
Dad, "¥ou know, I never kosw what il wa8 To maks a jovous nolss
unte the Lord, until I heard the Sandera at morning prayerT™. Jur

ricual continued [or many  years, soielimes in acute
embarrassmenk . In Horwich, for instance, our dewvoticns often
coincided wikbh arrival of the milk boy, He waited, politely,

standing cn the side porch, his nose preased agolinst Lhe goraeen
docr, staring at the Sanders, up-ended in prayer, before our
chairs. A&z Dad came bto the final "And may ths blsaeing of Ged

the Father ..." the boy knocoked, and the cat leapt to its [eeo,
gave a loud, high-keyed "Pr-r-r-r?7, and raced, tall on high,
intc the kitchen., He knew there was a seventh bawl for him,

awaiting the breakfaet porridse.

Click! nnd we are spending the OChriscmas holidays under the
encircling branches cof an snormous Banyan Lrese, AT the eea'e
edge. The name of the place is pronounced with a nacive
diphthong, a click at che Back of the thrcat; I con say il, oDutb
cannot spall ik, We have ktravelled here in a Caps Tart, mmch
like the covered wagons of the Weat, drawn by oxen. We slesp in
the wason: our mealas are cooked in Lhe Chres-legged potb; wo
Fraliec in the warm surf and ligben To the EKaffirs singing rounc
cheir fire in the evening - all under the awmbient Arrican eun,
or ths blazing stara. [ recall two incidents which mar the
anliday - Lhe one whern a wild pig and her piglets, keep stealing
the bread dough; che other when T knock over the pot of mealies,
arnd get & nasty burn.

We use Lhal same Cape Jart when we move Lo another villags., IE
ig a journey of several days, and thie time has been fibted with
a conkle bed spring hall-way up ths interiox,.  Molhsar and Dad
cravel and sleep on the top ehelf, while we children stretch ouk
like zardines on the lower, or sikt wikh our lege danglineg osrer
the back, There are bwo carks, one for uwa, and one for cur
possessions and the Eafllirs; oure is drawn by thirly oxen, woked
two-by-two, wikh @ gmall boy, wearing a red shirt, walking at the
head. ©Our big rocking-horse, a gift from Englieh Grannie, hangs
o the Dack.  We have to ocross A shallow river, and stand o0 oa
high-gtrung suspension bridge, woven from rope, to walch bhe
praceseion pass by, Tar belaw.



We gambool through the days, lixe a clubch of puppies, knowing
lit=-1e of Lhe troubles Lhat beset our parsnts. But there is much
ralk of a gattls plagus, which decimztea not cnly the herds, bat
Dad's clients. We go to Capelown, for a few weeks durlng which,
ac T learn labter, Dad tries oo find a place for himeslf. Bub
findz nothing; and is upset by the animosity betwesn the Dukbch
getrlers - the Boers - and the Engliash.

Then, an a sudden, we are on & white ship, eailing away Zfrom Lhe
ailhouette of Table Mountain, headsd for England. The four af
ue are in a timy, four-herthed cabln in the sheerage. Mother and
Oad have closed Lhe door on ug, and their own, nexl-door. We
hear a strange and terrible sound; mobher is crying with gasping
soba; Dad s woice is droning on and oo, MWe are frightenocd, and
etare ab each other with mounting fear. We dare not go Lo them,
or leave the cabin.

Thie is the momens when I first become aware of maturiby and ita
regpongibilities. Something has Lo be dons, and, az the oldest,
it's up o me. T remember a bag of colouraed ewsets, givan us on
the dock.

wiatls divide sur frult drops evenly between ug. We'll pick in
twrn. "

I dumrp cthe bag on cho burnk; it bakes a leng time, a8 both colour
and casks we to be carefully gonaidered. Wnen the pxeriiege is
pver, 1 tear the kag into four pisces, in1 which we wrap our loot.
and we sit, sucking pleasantly. Our fears have dwindled, and zo
has the sound of subiing.

We are going Lo England to gee 1f Dad can Zind work Lhere, and
are toc stay with Uncle Charlie apd his family, until he does,
Lt was oot until middle-age that T learmed chat the first news
the Higham's had of our arzival was giwen in A cable Dad sent
when we were nalf-way across rthe seas.

* * & ¥ T

gmall wonder ey mether cried so hard,  When we were older zhe
told us that she kosw she would newer gee her homeland again; she
nad sald goodbye te the family forever, and to Lhe way of lire
she had enjoyed so mach. At twenty-nins she was sailing inpto Lhe
Tnknown, on Lhe other side of the world, with an put-of-wark
bkueband, four children and little monsy. Down in Lhe hold was
a packing case, carrying a few precicus pOESCEESIioNE. A3 & matLer
nf fack, she wag to return, just once. In 1335 & letter from her
aigter Rhoda arrived. She had just recelved a emall irheritance
- aome poney and personal effects ele.  That Telbo® ghe wrote,
meant that there was encugh to pay mother's Lravel sXpenses.
Mokbher —ook passage on a freighter, and returned in six months -
desply digturbad at che changes in Spulh Aftrica - changss which
ware the Fore-rumner of the current struggles wikh Apartheid.

We arrived in Liverpocl a fow dava after the cable. IE it had
meen a shock, Thole Charlie and Runt Brily gave no =ign of it In
Eheir cheery welcome of poor, dear Harry, hia wife and their
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matchsd seb. of children. Lij

They lived in kbhe ivy-voversed, red-brick Parsonage, o0 grounds
nf Lhe Seaman's Orphanage, whers our Uncle was Ehe vicar. TL was
s tull house already, for the family included English Srannlie,
five childrsn, w<lder than we wars, Logether with Annic the cook,
and Izakel the heuasmaid, Strachan, the oldeat was ab Cambridae,
whers Frances poon joined niw, one of the firsl women Lo be
amitted. Winifred was studying Art; Maude and Tony still at
school . ' '

Sopehaw we were all bedded down, and absorped intoe their family
11fe for over a year. They shared everything Lhey had with ue.
It was nat uacil micdle 1ife that T learned something of the
gacrilices cur presence meant to them, in terms of acricter
eponcmizs, cancellsd holidays, fewsr clothas and less pleasuras,
1ot alone the hub-bub we cauged in their well ordered lives.

The rlreoumerance did nol ssem to bother Dad wery much, but
although Methsr trisd hard to accept thom, ehe was distressed,
ap she Felt that we wers living on charity, however lovingly it
waE given; but we children settlsd in Witk high gpirits. We xnew
nothing of dad'e frustrations in hia aesarch £ar work, and his
degpair in fiamding Lhat there was no place for a lawyer from
seth Bfrica with a family to support, He tried other avenues
of work, bar with o luck, He was greeced pollbely butl advised
"I I were you 1'd go Lo Auscralla or Canoda. Thers are lote of
apportunities there." After soms wesks of this, it waa agreed
chat ne and mother would go to Canada ko mske a home for us.

fur short interlude in England wag the last of my care-fres
shildhood.  We wers wvery happy, fot only with the Jighams, bul
with the new pleasures we found. While the grime and dinginsse
nf Tilverpocol was startling to me, in contrash o the heauby we
mad known, we wers lornunake in our sabting. Acsross the road
from the crphanage wae Mewsham Park, wilh ita _owvely tress and
Flemwers. we bowled cur hoops on the curving paths and undexr Lhe
flowering nawbhorne. Our gardsn was largs, and we beilt cur toy
willages along herbaceous borders, GT learnssd Lo ploy Croaqust.

Besk of all wags the nursery, Ali Baba's cave could net have besn
mors mensalbional to us. Up to now, wWe had known practical Ly no
toys, exceph for the stuffed dolle and arimale mother made us.
But nnw, all of a suddsn, we were shown Lhe Dreasures helonging
Fo our consins, Th was a large room, wilh sager tendrile ol avy

trying to creep across Lhe casement windows. Hundreda oi booke
lined one wall: on shelvea morogs the rosm, were grasn=ed &
fanktagy of toys such as wo had never Seen, nor imagined. TL

conbained an coormous dell's house, completsly furnlshed and witn
a family of tiny dolls in residence. Before Lns fireplace wWae
a big table where we read, ployod, and had our svening meal.
Beat of all, perhaps were the hlgh-piled boxes of Ein saldiera,
regimente of overy kind, all in Ehnelr ooloar and JGLory. T
magic doocrs of this Lreasury werz open oo us and we [lung
ourselves into its enjoymsnts.

There was, however, ons strict rule. Bwerytbhing had Lo e tidied
up and puk away in its proper place by five o'clock, when Isabe!



arrived with our Lea things. I was & magic hour, £or Lhe lam
lighters were trudging down the curved road, 1ifLing Chedir wanda
Lo seb & glow atop =ach post. Jfkten Mauwde cams, too, oo bring
aame 0f the dolla te the table's end, and make them perform with
go mach fun that, as mobher gaid, "The house is filled Witk
loushter when it's Sea-bime in the nursery"”

tundaya, of course, were very gpecial.  For one thing we could
not play with our nurgery tova, because, eaild Grannic:

For thie, it ies the Sabbath day,
and we muet nether work nor play,
Becguse i 1 the 2abhatch day.

What then were we to do? Grannis had & soluticn, and brought
aoms Bacrosanct toys from the Lop of her wardrcbe.

In the morning, we paraded into the Orphanagse chapel, Lo 8it in
the front row, while hundreds of orphans tiled in to fill che
other eeate. Uncle Chaxrlie looked like an apoetle with his
clearJ gentle oyves, hig dark curly hair and his Full beard, T
fell in love with the third cheir hny orn the lel:, although 1 was
in lowe with Tenw, tooc. Moet of che bime durdng the ssrmon [ was
piously  etudying my  praver ook, reading ths Tables of
Conganguinity in front, whilch ligted the people one <ould, or
could not marry. Was Tony'a cousinship a bar Lo Qur marriage?
Bome time in the future, Dora and Tony weare Lo ke engaged; but

that 1z another etory.

on warm Sunday eveninga we had tea at the top of Lhe garden on
a little patie, with a busy railway line on Lhe other aids of the
hedgs, Isooel accompanissd us io her white astarched cap and
aprcn, and her hlJL"LprEﬂ drese, bringing speciol sandwichas,
and a cake annie had made just for us. When we had gobbled
pverything in sight, laocbel led us in hymn-ginging, juet at the
time the chapel bells wers Sounding for Evensong. We ate, ond
gang, and listened with the soot from pasaing engines driftLing

over us, Dora and T had our flrst sngFgI1HU_uf furma e¢ucrr1rn.
ard went te a church echool in the aepihs of the cic all I
remarber is the dazk hall in which we marched Endleselyr Eo &
tinkly meloedy on & plano which I can still hum; che sheoong sme.l
of diginfestant; and the gkill with which a teacher showed ue now
Lo clean cur naile, by scraping Lhe grubbinsss cut of one hand,
with the thumb-nail of the obher. Oone ochsr memcry Temalis -
the explosion at home when we came home with lice in our halr.

Twa incldente were to have an eoduring impact ol my attitudes.
one ooocurred con the island of Bnglessa, where the Eighams sharod
their holidays wilh us, We had many picnics on the beach, but
wood was Scaros, My gophisticated couszing, realizing an early
Flaw in my character, lolled abouk bhe Cfire, and said to me:
"Minnie, you are so good at getbing firewood, will you get us
aome? We can't find it nearly as well aa you do.” inspired oy
their flackery T climhed the cliffs, scoured the gands and the
shrubbery to bring back armsful for gy grioning cocusina. 1 hawve
fallan wistim to such blandishments all my Life; "You ars so good
at it" eends me charging off bo do 8ll manner of things; only
recently have T recognisgsd what a ploy 1t 1s.




The obher wag not amusing but dynamic, One afternoon, Aunt Enily
called me, snd =aid:

"l want you Lo go inte che drawing room and meet a friend of

Srannig’'s. Hhe ie wvery cld, and nol very atrong 20 jusak stay 4
momEnt .

The roon was brilliant with chintz, ond bowls of ewset peas or
roges, Th a high wing-chair before bthe fire eat my Grannie,
plump, pink-chesked, smiling. Lorpre from her in ancbhar
colourful chair was a Liny, earunken crestura, older Chan anycne
1 had ewer seen, She wae all in olack and looked to me like a
broken sparrow. AB L stoocd pefore her, she reached forward and
glasping ooy hands, peered up at me, "Ch child," she furmirsd,
"Eow young you are, .. ang your life iz all before you. Den't
waate it. Mipe ig nearly gone. .. I'we wasted 1L, ... wagted it."
She gestyred me to go. That krief moment set alight my lowe of
lite; and helpsd me try to Iive it to the full, toking nothing
for granted, holding every day as a gift. HNobody had to teach
me the adage of liwving every day ag if it wers one'e last; she
did it, with what was, literally, a cry of pain.

* +* x * *

Cme day Lherse was a two-word cable from Canada - TCome noms" .

{ucktl? friend was Tlready Sailling and it wae “arrangod or ua

to Erawel under her care. AL ths last woment she fell 111, but
puggested Lhal a couple ahe knew was also on Che boat, and would
keep an eye on us.  They were in Che firac-classe, &and we Saw
little of chem; but ewvery ovening they came to cur second-clags
cabin, to count us, angd leawe four chocclates on the wash baain.

At nine, T war weighted down wilh warninga and inecruccions,
"ol are euch a litels mother" said my anxious aunt, "thal T kaow
wou will take the greatest care of each coe af Chem, at all
times." T &ig my best, herding them intg Lhe ¢ining room for cur
sittings; tying bibe; watching thak the tood crdsred was correchk;
climbing endlees stairs in gearch of Wilf, who, I Ecared, might
ao eazily fall ofFf Lhe boat. Some yeara after, I mel the couple
again., The wife =said, "¥You always had such a worried look."

Dad wasa &t the dock in Monkreal bo mest us, and mokbher al The
etaticn in Torontd.




