School


And now I was five years old and was to go to school.  That first day is especially clear in my memory.  I wore a red Merino dress with small black spots in it, a gift from my Aunt Martha.  Over this a little white “pinny” (pinafore) trimmed with lace, a pair of white cotton stockings and a pair of prunella high shoes with toes and lacing strips of patent leather.  I had my little checked sun 

bonnet and I wore some little hoops, or I should say a little hooped skirt.  I know I looked pretty nice, and evidently Will and Ed were impressed, too, for they carried me over all the mud puddles.  I hung up my sun bonnet on arriving and took refuge beside my cousin Sarah Howe and our neighbour Maggie Douglass.  After school was called to order, and my small self had come self had come to the attention of the teacher (Master, as he was always called) I was called to the desk.  

“What is your name?” 

“Sissy.”  

“Sissy!  Haven’t you another name?”  

“Yes sir!  Gilmore.”  

“Yes, Gilmore is your last name.  Haven’t you another first name?”  

“No sir, just sissy.”  

He said I must have another name and for me to ask my father and mother when I went home.  I know I hadn’t any other name, but I said I would ask them.  

Recess came during the morning, and I received much attention.  Of course I belonged in a way to Sarah and Maggie Douglass, but they let the older girls admire my clothes and Annie Sansom even asked me if I was going to wear my hoops every day.  I said, “Yes!” all unknowing.  At noon many of the children went home for dinner, but we with many more had brought our lunch.  Will and Ed saw that I had my share, which I ate still in company of Sarah and Maggie.  

In the afternoon I grew very weary and having noticed several of the children go out after getting permission, I asked if I could go home.  The master not understanding said, “Yes.”  I went to get my sun bonnet, but was told I could not go home.  He thought I had asked to go out.  I returned to my seat and being screened by the class in front of me who were reciting, I had a quiet little weep to myself, while Sarah and Maggie comforted me and wiped away my tears. 


The next day, much to my chagrin, I did not wear my little hoops, not my red dress, not even my patent-toed shoes, but just ordinary everyday clothes.  At recess Annie Sansom called me to account.  I said I was going to wear my hoops everyday and I didn’t have them on.  I had told a lie and she said she was going to tell the master.  I was quite worried, but her older sister, Mary, overhearing told me not to mind Annie, she was just teasing me.  I was greatly relieved.  Also the next day I had to tell the master that I did have another name, the other names, and they were Martha Vinetta, and so at school I was Martha, but at home, still Sissy.  I can see myself now- after Mother told me, yes I had two more names, my first was Martha, my middle name Vinetta.  I went off for a chance to think and realize that my name was Martha, not Sissy.  I walked up to the barn and back several times past a field of wheat, repeating Martha, Martha, reaching for the small pink flowers that bloomed here and there in the wheat.  I never bothered about my second name.  One was overwhelming.  Whenever I hear the song:

“She’d a rose in her bonnet,

And oh she looked sweet,

Like the little pink flower

That grows in the wheat.”

(From Twickenham Ferry)

I see myself strolling up and down, trying to get used to the idea of my new name.


As time was spent for the greater part at school I will try to tell you what the school house was like, and also tell you of the master, the only teacher I ever had.  I will draw a map- a picture of the school house and a floor plan.
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When we needed to write or cipher in to the desk, and when just studying we turned out.  The small children who were not yet using pencil or pen sat on the benches, where there were no desks.  


This is not much like the school houses of today but hundreds of children got all the education they ever had in the old Stanley school house at the cross roads.

