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took place in 1911, using the Nicholson Family Letters as a template.

The chronology followed is that of the letters, and not of the historical

events woven into the letters for theurpose of this story. Where real

historical personages are described there is a very real attempt to have

them speak their own words as recorded in historical documents and

newspaper accounts.

THIS IS A DRAHaSt updated Decembdr8, 2011

This story is based on real life letters, availabielightly edited
and annotated format www.tighsolas.cpage12.pdf.pdf



http://www.tighsolas.ca/

Table of Contents

=

SelfFulfilling Prophesy
Feathers and Wings andorrying
Things

What a Horrible Poem!

The Value o& GoodEducation
ADinner Conversation

How Things Have Changed
Money at Last

Women at Work

. A New Life

10.Pure Water, Pure Homes, Pure Women

N

© O NDU AW



Chapter 1

Self-fulfilling Prophesy

Give us a healthy home full of intellectual activity where the homely
virtues prevail. Where complete honesty and frankness have free

expression. Where the lungs expand with pureaaid the brain quivers
with wholesome aspiration and sincere inquiry. Where souls bask in

contentment and the sunshine of purity and peasem Food and Cookery
Magazine, July 1911

April 2

Wi KNB a 1218 Rer thinjliid own hair still tiel back in

a ponytail sits curled up in a weatited reed rocker on the

verandaof her family homeand reads a poem out loud. Or at
leastshetries to read it.

Ou vont taus ces enfants ddrpas un seul ne rit
Ces doux tes pensifs que la fievre m&@RIT?

You see, the poem is a French one and thengowoman is an Anglo
Quebecker.



The vines haw yet to fill in on the verandaas it is early @ing, so the
girl's long, paldut not entirely unpleasamtiooking faces being sweetly
caressed by finéngers ofApril sunlight.

Indeed, the same waning afternoon sunshine flickers playfully over the
entire Westernface of her comfortable Queen Anne ReVstyle house,

a brickencased 2 and 1/&torey minicastle, with the trademark corner
tower and irregular roofand, unlile mary of the surrounding Queen
Annes, only a modest amount of gingerbreatbulding TIGHSOLAS.

Unlike thelate afternoonsun, he thresholdgirl's look of concentration
is intensifyingas she pores over the page in front of her

Cesfilesdeht G | ya | dafideyseue®?A G OKS

Checg Mi- Ner?

Lta aQSy @2yiG GNIY@FAtEtSNIIljdAyl S KSdzZNBa a2 dz
Meules?

The hels of the young female's sensible sholesed knoclabout boots

in pebble calf, are dug into the edge of the seat cushion. Her boney
knees, blanketed by the blue wool serge cloth of her school jumper, are
but two inches from the tip of her nose. She camas$t smell the page

as shebalances the French textbook on s&itbbby kneesand stares at

the mostmystifying stanzathroughgoldwire-rimmed reading glasses.
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French/English dictionary from school.

The 18 year old slams shut her textboolithwa whack and makes a
very unladylike sound with her mouth, something like Pooaffffssttt.

wSy2dzFQa t NPINBiaAg®S CNBYOK wSlI RSNI MM t 222

She eyes saitltle set n a dark and unadornedans serif typefee on
the unsulliedcover of the textbook True enough, muses the young
woman, she has indeed progressedo the point where she hardly
understands a word of her assigned French text.

This crazy old poem by Victor Hugo.

Everd y OS { S LJi Be¥rod&adingitKiseQ day. At the start of
the school year6 long months ago,she opened the samelean light
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green texbook (bought second hand off her cousin, May) and quickly
flipped to the back of ito see what was in store for hgelike a fortune
teller lookng to read her own future And what Be saw written
between thelines on those back pagdsack thenin the Fallwassome
serious hard work aheafdr her. Even FAILURE.

They call itselffulfilling prophesy. fiis sameyoung woman this same
high school studentfailed the Freoh and Composion exam for both
Model 111 and Academy | an¢having to make it up in theummer
school) and now she feeldestined, no doomed, to faiFrench in
Academy lI

Only itsimply cannohappen. Thisi§ KS ¥ Schamch y@a&® &t school,
her find year, andshe simply cannotail, not any subject, not French,
not Latin, not Algebra, not@any. Not English composition or Canadian
history.

Summer school isut of the question this year,at if she wantsto be
admitted to Macdonald College and keep alive anpédof getting a
good paying job as a teacher on the City Board, liée dider sister
Marion, who ianaking600 a year. Six hundreafbllars year. Imagine!

If she failsany subjed =  &dv&St@thifk of something elge do with
KSNJ f A TS do fipdkaSdihericareléry f@r3he moment, anyway,
until she marries. If she caewver find a husband. Butvhat else? The
idea simply sendser head reeling.

So, she directler attention back to the matter at hand: the Hugo poem
so aptly titled Melancholia.

She timidlyre-opensthe textbook to the appropriate page. Ever so
slowly. As if hopingthe print on the page hasnagicallytransformed
itself into something more simple, more grade school.

Ousont les enfants dont pas un seul rit?
Ces doux tges pensifs ge la fieve maigrit.
Rit? Maigrit?
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ob 2 Ihé girllwoman mumblego herselfand then shebitesdown on
her lower lip.All she hago do ismemorize the poem. Butdw canshe
memorize a poem without understanding §?K S Q asillypariot. |

Ah, if only one of her sisters was on hand to help her. Either one would
do. Both Edith ad Marion havea better command of the French
fly3adza 3S G KI ysuch K@fieultzhiag, &itkralk & y Q

ls@2y Gz RS f Qléndlemerdz 42 ANE Tl ANS
Dans la méme prison le m& movement
In the same prison the same movement.

Well, thatparticular Ine iseasy.

But both older sisters armiles away 70 miles awat their jobs in the
big cityof Montreal Marion at Royal Arthur School, in latBBurgundy,
teaching her ragag group of 50mostly very poorchildren, and Edith,
around the cornerfrom Marion but a world away, reallyin elegant
Westmount,at French MethodisMissionarySchoo| helping wayward
Catholics mosty French Canadiafind the Protestant pth.

And thegirl's mother, Margaret, who iguick with an opinion 0 most

any modern topic, especially woman suffragedwho especially likes
Canadian W a4 2 N& Home\eithgr@alioffer sympaty, if not support,

as she spealgtle French. Margaret isnext door,attending a tea given
by Mrs. Montgomery.

No doubt, e isgetting the week's gossip from altié¢ other matronly
drop-ins. No doubt thereare many of them, posbly 10 or even 15
women. It isMrs. Moni 32 YSNE QA RI& ldomm&E2YS | yR A



knowledge tlat no one dissect&he local news' with more asty than
their own neighbourlady.

No doubt all thenosyold ladies areasking after the girl, and her plans
F2N) GKS ySEG yak&¥l NHKBaahlyednBairthy azdhey
leanover the trays of deviéd eggs and lettuce sandwiches.

The thought makeker entire body wince.

[ QF dzo0 S® masbcdrde frénK llatin. How cashe pass Latin, a
useless language no one speaksymore and fail French, the mother
tongue ofmore thanhalf the peoplewho livein her province?

Her teacher saymost French word came from Latin, and she caee
it, A BIT, but that only confuséer all themore.

Oh, why hashe been so stupid not to borrow a translation dictionary
FTNRY &aOK22ft they@re tereifd® Joumgfathi a Miwella
her teacher, intonedarcastically when she admitted to not owning one
herself.

TK gl a ft1ai ongeSsed> up lyet @rdiNgr BréaéhQ R
assignment.And when she supplied a lamexcuse that her sisters
werent at home to hep, the funnylooking little manwith curly red

hair, had glarediown at herand sputtered, "Then, Miss Nicholson, you
must try to be more resourceful

Today, upon returning home from school at raiffernoon she found

some freshlybaked baking powder biscuf, called scones,on the

kitchen table and a note from her mother, explaining that her father,
Norman, had taken the morning train to €pec City on IMPORTANT
0dzaAySaaz ¢A0K privtedincapiaRettérd Y L2 NI | y (¢

So, Floragorntinued her mother inthe note (for that was her name,
Flora SophiaNicholsonPlease pick up the afternoon mail. But only

l C¢Ow &2dz KIF @S ¥ kpécating K IBtRer franii HeRErtA y 3 © Yy §

L Q
Herbert isCtf 2 NI Qa 2yf & o0 NRUcKIBiNFhefdniyS aSO2y R 2t RS
who isfar away inthat newprovince calledsaskatchewan, working.
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Flora's mother, it seems, @ways expecting &etter from her beloved
Herb, her one and only spwholeft in a hurry for tle West over a year
ago. But hidletters cane few and far between.

In one year Flora herself haseceived justone postcard from her
brother, whodescribed thedizzying mix of races out We€d Country
Scots, Germans, Swedes, IHabs, Poles and Ruthenians in their
brightly coloured costumesand claimedthat no one out West could
understand how he was from Quebemd spokeonly EnglishSq to the
locals he said, he wsasstrange as all the rest.

Should she go to the mail now; study some more, Flora wonders
And then an idea fliesmto her head.

Maybe she carfind someonedowntown who can help her with the
strange, difficult poem. Now that would Heeing resourceful. But who
does she know in town who speaksncha.ocal shop&epers, mostly.

Mr. Belanger, the clerk at Hudon's dry goods store, for one.

But Monsieur Belanger grone to poke fun at her, oevenpepper her
with silly questions abut her father Last month heasked Floraf 'her
T I KS NWansieuNRauBigfhad given her father his job back with
the railway.

Monsieur Laurier! As if her father knew the Prime Minister personally!

And there isMiss Goyette, the mill§ NJ 2 NJ WY2RAaGSQ
herself in flowery pink lettering on her shop window.
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Miss Goyette, who iaboutsister9 R A i K Zb2r 217 jdtslIZand pretty,
and she works long houis her shop. She & very clever saleswoman,
too. She often trick$-lora into purchasing more trim for her hat tha
she intended to. Well, ez and every time she managesdo this.

¢ KI G Qa MisSGoyettes Sisarmingly friendly, and speaks perfect
English, and she likés chat while working so you chat back and before
long you arebuying 2 feet of twesided sitin ribbon instead of 6 inches
of onesided, on credit, and then at the end of the month yieaveto
come up with the money, somehow.

INKSNJ RSTFSyOS: aAiaa D2e SipleSyofshpatedzy Sa Cf 2 NI Q&
cash to lay oubn flowers and wings and all thather pretty things for

their hats.She assumethis because the Nicholsonisd in the toniest

part of Richmond, near College Street

Miss Goyetteassumeseven,that the Nicholsons owma motorcar, like

most of their neighbours. "If you are going to takédes in a fancy

Fdzi2Y20Af SZT¢ &K Sis she/BeSsedia glam redi opp f 2 NI =

YIRS 2F FSt0 xgieaz wINtOUr @yfbdd?2 SISNJRNBA&aSR

Then Miss Goyette went on to tell about the fields full of red poppies
she had seen on her cent trip to France, where she also learned about
the very latest trends in millinery.

Flora bought the felt poppy back then and put it in a drawer to give as a
Christmas gift to her cousin Mayf Miss Goyette only knew étruth.
That the Nicholsons wva& no motorcar and little chance of ever getting
one. A motor cogtas much as a hous2,000 dollars, almosis much as
Tighsolas, which isn especially fine house.Flora's family at the
moment, has not enough cash coming in to pay the intsteon the
mortgage of Tighsolas, 90 dollars a year.

12



So, lately, Flora findferself visiting the milliner's when th@ew

apprentice, a Mis Gouin, about her own age, bighind the counter.

Miss Gouin ishy and she speaksnly halting English. She $eFlora

poke around in the baskets without bothering h&o, mt € 6 S A G A&y Qi
such a good idea, after all, to seek out help from a shopkeeper.

FloraNicholsonpicturesin her mind's eye the oral French exam the next
day.This year,|st five bgs and 3 girlin Academy lare sitting for final
exams.

There arefive students in her French class. This Victor Hugo poem had
20 or so lines,soli K i Y S Hikéli be &l @foh to recite 4 or
more lines. But which ones?

She findghe prospect of falteringn front of her classmates, once again,
hair-raising

2 Sttty ameInRB2yVQIF22t 2F GKAA @YSd {KS
visit Miss Goyette Even if it costher 25 centsfor a chrysanthemum

sprayfor her spring bonnet. Hats arebigger than ever this sason, so

the more trim the better.

3195 3218

She pus her bookdown on the ground and pushégrself up and out of
the rockerwith her skinny chicken arms.

Her spring capdangsopen around her. She fastens a few chéstel
buttons, bends down and picks up the text and tuitksnder her left
arm and skipped, clieity clack, down the 3 veranddairs.

But then she wheelaround on the heels of her 'schoolgirl specialxia
sprintsback up the verandatairs and openshe front door, pokesher
head into thetiny vestibule and graba straw hat from the rack, Ist

13



&SI NDa o 2y ¥apegarlanded Witk 135 few all too faded
yellow silk buttercups.

And she set out once again, this time with Floss, theize Dalmation
dogpaddingalong at her heels. The dog knothe drill. Two 10 minute
trips a day downtown to the mail, morning and afternoon. Right at
College, left at Bedard, right at Main Streétowards the riverAlways
towards the river.
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Chapter 2

Feathers and Wings and Worrying Things

[ THE DELINEATOR |
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lora, hat and textbook in handind Floss, happily unrestrained

trip down Dufferin, then pass few elegant hilltop homes on

College Street, then turned onto Bedasdth its empty lotsfor a
few hundred feet, then ontaViain street, where they strolpast J.C.
Sutherland's Drug Store, where the maellsnerve tonics and cough
syrups and cherry phosphatsodas; past A J Hudon's, "thire of
satisfaction" where he iadvertising 200 new boys suits in stock; past

aOa2NRAYySQas g KBINEOAMNIKISNSBY AMSy Qa KFfF Kz2alSx

McRae Brothers, Pure Food Products, Tabbeuries and Groceries, who
are promoting a brand new baking product called Crisco.

Flora noticeghat Mr. Wales's establishment (he was the town tycoon
and a good friend of the family's) hasome new material in,
Copenhagen mulles, motor suiting for coats and skirts in helio amg na
stripe.

62Stfx a GUKS bAOK2fazya R2yQi KI @S
that. She always borrows a duster coat when she goesout in a
motorcar)
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Then Flora find$erself in front of Miss Goyette's, directly across the
Street from the Post OfficBuilding.

What should she do first? She stefrem the sidewalk to head toward
the Post Office, built high off the street to protect from spring flooding
(which thankfully had yet to materialize). Andotarthorse hauling
firewood isplodding up the streetowards her,so, for a moment she
just stands thereundecided. She turnaround to face the millinery
shop.

She cannosee the shop through the window gisy, which showcases
a giant purple felt shape overflowing with ghit yellow fluff balls that
are supposed to be newdpatched chicks. Imagine wearing a chicken
brooder on your head, Flora thinks. She walipsto the window for a
closer look, and leanup against the pane, shading her eyes with her
hand.

She cansee he apprentice, Miss Gouin, whike Flora isvery short,
behind the counter, reaching up with some difficulty for something
shadowy on a high storage shelf. Unlike Flora, Miss Gouimaha
fashionable fulfigure with tiny waist, wicth this stretching exercise is
showing off to fine effectand unaware that she ibeing watched, the
shop girl re-adjustsher corset through her apron and blouse, that is,
after knocking loose the elusiyize, which i simple wire hat frame.

Miss Goin must be alone, Flora realize80, should she even both&®
go in?

Bu a sign in the window beckons

"Come in to see our Expite Easter Millinery. Thetist 1911 Paris
Styles.

Some of the most beautiful pattern hats and bonnets ever to be
displayed in Richmond."

Such an invitation would be hard to resion any occasion. But here
Florastands sad old crumpled hat in hand.

The softtinkle of the doorbell signalker entrance, and Miss Gouin
glanceaup from her wire fame and smileand nodsbut subtly.
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To Flor& & ,§h& $oling Frerfit woman isa metaphorfor Spring in a

poetry bk, surrounded by baskts brimming with their sumptuous

offerings to the Goddess of Headdresstiewers, ribbons, and sprigs

and spraysof all shapes, textures and siz&sA 1 K G KS 1 ad 2F (K
sun streaming in and setting ablaze a large beige wire panier fili¢al

burnt orangeplumageand yellow and aquamaringings.

w
puji

It is a small hat shopput it presentsyoung girls like herself with so
many dazzling possibilities for personal enhancement, dtsibiver
often overcomes thenas theyenter.

Ly Cf 2 NI QA& th&dight8fall thisiady semeko® &omforting,
because she isartistic, and at school she excelt Art and Botany,
where she get$o draw all king of plants and flowers. She magt a

pretty girl herself, but she dodsave an eye for beauty.

"Hello, Miss Gouin," she saylsL &l ¢ @&2dzNJ aA3dy 2dziR22NA | YR
resist coming in."

"Allo, Miss Flora. What can | do for you today? ¢ K SpeakshiiNg
practiced halting English.

And as she speakshe contiwes winding a piece of dark green cord
around the hat frame with deft little ringless fingers.

Makingahatis¢ oAU f A1 S Yi, FldayhdsesAhad,llike 8> A Ay Qi

cake needs form, but after that the sky ithe limit when it came to the

decoratingpart. The trimming on a hat ig lot like the icing, only you

RARY QG SIFdG | KFEGZ SEOSLII YIeoS sAGK @&2dzNJ Sé

Flora survey the eye-popping exhibitof ribbons, lined in multi-sized

spookon the shelves and the oviowing baskets ofiuffy feathers and

wings, forthis is high hat season, and triesry hardto appear as if she
isin a buying mood.
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"My hat needs some help," stfenally saysto Miss Gouin. "As you can
see for yourself.'She shakei and two artifical petalsfall off andfloat
peacefullyto the floor.

She pases and fingers eeal feather of some sort, a dull brown one
with emeraldand goldflecks

"Actually | amwondering, ah, well, if you have any 3 inch taffeta in
scarlet.... and if you might bebke to help me a little with my French , a

LI2SY® 12Y862N] ® LGQAa | aK2NI LRSYs yzi

Miss Gouin takes moment to absorb theinusualrequest and then

remarksy a2 KAt S @2dz t221 |G 2dzNJ NAo6o2yas

don't have anybright red left.lls sonttoujoursala mode."

She @aminesCf 2N} Qa Kl o . dzi 6S KI @S ¢
turguoise over thereaandsome rem..nants in thatowl.

Cleary Miss Gouin had picked up some savvy sales techniques from her
employer.Her Emglish too, seemed to have gotten better in just a few
weeks

Fbra inspectsa largetortoiseshell bowl, filled halfway with eainbow
selectionof silkyremainders

Flora, like most girls, adores millinery, and would lavevork in such a
pretty shop. But her sisters and especially her parentswould be
appalled at the thought.

All the money that had been spent on her higher education at St.
Francis CollegeAll the sacrifices made. But that is unfair, she thinks.
Working in a shop is respectable jobFor most girls. If not for the
Nicholsons.

Flora openghe textbook to the pge with the Hugo Poem and hanitls
to Miss Gouin. The apprentice takes the book and tuitharound
toward her.
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