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All our Sundays were exactly alike. They began on Saturday
night after Bong the Chinaboy had washed up and gone
away, after our toys, dolls and books, all but The Peep of
Day and Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress, had been stored away
in drawers and boxes till Monday, and every Bible and
prayerbook in the house was puffing itself out, looking more
important every minute.

Then the clothes-horse came galloping into the kitchen
and straddled round the stove inviting our clean clothes to
mount and be aired. The enormous wooden tub that looked
half coffin and half baby-bath was set in the middle of the
kitchen floor with a rag mat for dripping on laid close beside
it. The great iron soup pot, the copper wash-boiler and
several kettles covered the top of the stove, and big sister
Dede filled them by working the kitchen pump-handle
furiously. It was a sad old pump and always groaned several
times before it poured. Dede got the brown Windsor soap,
heated the towels and put on a thick white apron with a bib.
Mother unbuttoned us and by that time the pots and kettles
were steaming.

Dede scrubbed hard. If you wriggled, the flat of the long-
handled tin dipper came down spankety on your skin.

As soon as each child was bathed Dede took it pick-a-
back and rushed it upstairs through the cold house. We were
allowed to say our prayers kneeling in bed on Saturday
night, steamy, brown-windsory prayers—then we cuddled
down and tumbled very comfortably into Sunday.



At seven o’clock Father stood beside our bed and said,
“Rise up! Rise up! It’s Sunday, children.” He need not have
told us; we knew Father’s Sunday smell—Wright’s coal-tar
soap and camphor. Father had a splendid chest of camphor-
wood which had come from England round the Horn in a
sailing-ship with him. His clean clothes lived in it and on
Sunday he was very camphory. The chest was high and very
heavy. It had brass handles and wooden knobs. The top let
down as a writing desk with pigeon-holes; below there were
little drawers for handkerchiefs and collars and long drawers
for clothes. On top of the chest stood Father’s locked desk
for papers. The key of it was on his ring with lots of others.
This desk had a secret drawer and a brass plate with R. H.
CARR engraved on it.

On top of the top desk stood the little Dutchman, a china
figure with a head that took off and a stomach full of little
candies like coloured hailstones. If we had been very good
all week we got hailstones Sunday morning.

Family prayers were uppish with big words on Sunday—
reverend awe-ful words that only God and Father
understood.

No work was done in the Carr house on Sunday.
Everything had been polished frightfully on Saturday and all
Sunday’s food cooked too. On Sunday morning Bong milked
the cow and went away from breakfast until evening
milking-time. Beds were made, the dinner-table set, and
then we got into our very starchiest and most
uncomfortable clothes for church.



Our family had a big gap in the middle of it where
William, John and Thomas had all been born and died in
quick succession, which left a wide space between Dede
and Tallie and the four younger children.

Lizzie, Alice and I were always dressed exactly alike.
Father wanted my two big sisters to dress the same, but
they rebelled, and Mother stood behind them. Father
thought we looked like orphans if we were clothed
differently. The Orphans sat in front of us at church. No two
of them had anything alike. People gave them all the things
their own children had grown out of—some of them were
very strange in shape and colour.

When we were all dressed, we went to Mother’s room to
be looked over. Mother was very delicate and could not get
up early or walk the two miles to church, and neither could
Tallie or little Dick.

Father went to Dr. Reid’s Presbyterian Church at the
corner of Pandora and Blanshard streets. Father was not
particularly Presbyterian, but he was a little deaf and he
liked Dr. Reid because, if we sat at the top of the church, he
could hear his sermons. There was just the Orphans in front
of us, and the stove in front of them. The heat of the stove
sent them all to sleep. But Dr. Reid was a kind preacher—he
did not bang the Bible, nor shout to wake them up.
Sometimes I went to sleep too, but I tried not to because of
what happened at home after Sunday’s dinner.

If the road had not been so crooked it would have been a
straight line from the gate of our lily field to the church door.
We did not have to turn a single corner. Lizzie, Alice and I
walked in the middle of the road and took hands. Dede was



on one end of us and Father on the other. Dede carried a
parasol, and Father, a fat yellow stick, not a flourish stick
but one to walk with. If we met anything, we dangled in a
row behind Father like the tail of a kite.

We were always very early for church and could watch
the Orphans march in. The Matron arranged every bad
Orphan between two good ones, and put very little ones
beside big ones, then she set herself down behind them
where she could watch and poke any Orphan that needed it.
She was glad when the stove sent them all to sleep and did
not poke unless an Orphan had adenoids and snored.

The minute the church bell stopped a little door in front
of the Orphans opened, and Dr. Reid came out and
somebody behind him shut the door, which was rounded at
the top and had a reverend shut.

Dr. Reid had very shiny eyes and very red lips. He wore a
black gown with two little white tabs like the tail of a bird
sticking out from under his beard. He carried a roll in his
hand like Moses, and on it were all the things that he was
going to say to us. He walked slowly between the Orphans
and the stove and climbed into the pulpit and prayed. The
S’s sizzled in his mouth as if they were frying. He was a very
nice minister and the only parson that Father ever asked to
dinner.

The moment Dr. Reid amened, we rushed straight out of
the church off home. Father said it was very bad taste for
people to stand gabbing at church doors. We came down
Church Hill, past the Convent Garden, up Marvin’s Hill,
through the wild part of Beacon Hill Park into our own gate.
The only time we stopped was to gather some catnip to take



home to the cats, and the only turn we made was into our
own gate.

Our Sunday dinner was cold saddle of mutton. It was
roasted on Saturday in a big tin oven on legs, which was
pushed up to the open grate fire in the breakfast-room.
Father had this fire-place specially built just like the ones in
England. The oven fitted right up to it. He thought
everything English was much better than anything
Canadian. The oven came round the Horn with him, and the
big pewter hot-water dishes that he ate his chops and
steaks off, and the heavy mahogany furniture and lots of
other things that you could not buy in Canada then. The tin
oven had a jack which you wound up like a clock and it
turned the roast on a spit. It said ‘tick, tick, tick’ and turned
the meat one way, and then ‘tock, tock, tock’ and turned it
the other. The meat sizzled and sputtered. Someone was
always opening the little tin door in the back to baste it,
using a long iron spoon, with the dripping that was caught in
a pan beneath the meat. Father said no roast under twenty
pounds was worth eating because the juice had all run out
of it, so it was lucky he had a big family.

Red currant jelly was served with the cold mutton, and
potato salad and pickled cabbage, afterwards there was
deep apple pie with lots of Devonshire cream. In the centre
of the dinner-table, just below the cruet stand, stood an
enormous loaf of bread. Mr. Harding, the baker, cooked one
for Father every Saturday. It was four loaves baked in one so
that it did not get as stale as four small loaves would have.



It was made cottage-loaf-shape—two storeys high with a
dimple in the top.

When dinner was finished, Father folded his napkin very
straight, he even slipped his long fingers inside each fold
again after it was in the ring, for Father always wanted
everything straight and right. Then he looked up one side of
the table and down the other. We all tried not to squirm
because he always picked the squirmiest. When he had
decided who should start, he said, “Tell me what you
remember of the sermon.”

If Dede was asked first, she “here and there’d” all over
the sermon. If it was Lizzie, she plowed steadily through
from text to amen. Alice always remembered the text.
Sometimes I remembered one of Dr. Reid’s jokes, that is if I
was asked first—if not I usually said, “The others have told it
all, Father,” and was dreadfully uncomfortable when Father
said, “Very well; repeat it, then.”

When we had done everything we could with Dr. Reid’s
sermon, Father went into the sitting-room to take his Sunday
nap, Mother read, and Dede took hold of our religion.

She taught Sunday School in Bishop Cridge’s house, to a
huge family of Balls and an enormous family of Fawcetts, a
smarty boy called Eddy, a few other children who came and
went, and us. The Bishop’s invalid sister sat in the room all
the time. Her cheeks were hollow, she had sharp eyes with
red rims, sat by the fire, wore a cap and coughed, not
because she had to, but just to remind us that she was
watching and listening.

From dinner till it was time to go to the Bishop’s, we
learned collects, texts and hymns. Dede was shamed



because the Balls, the Fawcetts and all the others did better
than I who was her own sister.

You got a little text-card when you knew your lessons.
When you had six little cards you had earned a big text-
card. I hardly ever got a little card and always lost it on the
way home, so that I never earned a big one. I could sing
much better than Addie Ball who just talked the hymns out
very loud, but Dede only told me not to shout and let Addie
groan away without any tune at all.

When Dede marched us home, Father was ready, and
Mother had her hat on, to start for the Sunday walk around
our place. Dede stayed home to get the tea, but first she
played very loud hymns on the piano. They followed us all
round the fields. Tallie was not strong enough for the
walking so she lay on the horsehair sofa in the drawing-
room looking very pretty, resting up for her evening visitor.
Lizzie squeezed out of coming whenever she could because
she had rather creep into a corner and learn more texts. She
had millions of texts piled up inside her head just waiting for
things to happen, then she pushed the right text over onto
them. If you got mad any time after noon, the sun was
going to set on your wrath. You could feel the great globe
getting hotter and hotter and making your mad fiercer
because of the way the text stirred it up. If you did not see
things just in Lizzie’s way, you were dead in your sins.

So the rest of us started for the Sunday walk. We went
out the side door into the garden, through ever so many
gates and the cow-yard, on into a shrubbery which ran
round two sides of the cow pasture, but was railed off to



keep the cows from destroying the shrubs. A twisty little
path ran through the shrubbery. Father wanted his place to
look exactly like England. He planted cowslips and
primroses and hawthorn hedges and all the Englishy
flowers. He had stiles and meadows and took away all the
wild Canadian-ness and made it as meek and English as he
could.

We did not take the twisty path but a straight little one of
red earth, close up under the hedge. We went singly, Father
first, then Mother with little Dick by the hand. Because of
William, John and Thomas being dead, Mother’s only boy
was Dick. He had a lovely little face with blue eyes and
yellow curls. He wore a little pant suit with a pleated skirt
over the pants which came half-way down over his thin little
legs. These suits were very fashionable for small boys—Mr.
Wilson knew that they would sell, because of the jack-knife
on a knotted cord brought through the buttonhole and
dropping into a pocket on the chest. When boys saw these
knife suits they teased and teased till they got one. Alice
plodded along behind Dick, her arms hung loose and floppy.
Father thought all make-believes were wicked on Sunday,
even make-believe babies, so her darling dolls sat staring on
the shelf in our bedroom all day. I came last and wished that
our Sunday walk was not quite so much fenced. First there
was the thorny hedge and then the high pickets.

Mr. Green, my friend Edna’s father, took his family to the
beach every Sunday. They clattered and chattered past our
place having such jokes. I poked my head through the
hedge to whisper,



“Hello, Edna!”
“Hello! How dull you do look walking round your own

cow-field! Come to the beach with us.”
“I don’t think I can.”
“Ask your mother.”
I scraped between Alice and the hedge.
“Can I Mother?”
“Your Father likes you to walk with him on Sunday.”
I stuck my head through the thorns again, and shook it.

Once I actually asked Father myself if I could go with the
Greens, and he looked as hurt as if I’d hit him.

“Are my nine acres not enough, but you must want to
tear over the whole earth? Is the Sabbath a right day to go
pleasuring on the beach?” he said.

But one Sunday I did go with the Greens. Father had the
gout and did not know. We had fun and I got “show-off” from
being too happy. The boys dared me to walk a log over the
sea, and I fell in. When I came home dripping, Lizzie had a
text about my sin finding me out.

But I was telling about the family taggling along the path
under the hedge. Father’s stick was on the constant poke,
pushing a root down or a branch up, or a stone into place,
for he was very particular about everything being just right.

As we neared the top corner of our big field, that one wild
place where the trees and bushes were allowed to grow
thick and tangled, and where there was a deep ditch with
stinging-nettles about it, and a rank, muddy smell, Father
began to frown and to walk faster and faster till we were
crouched down in the path, running after one another like



frightened quail. If there were voices on the other side of
the hedge, we raced like mad.

This corner of Father’s property always made him very
sore. When he came from England he bought ten acres of
fine land adjoining Beacon Hill Park which was owned by the
City of Victoria. It took Father a lot of money to clear his
land. He left every fine tree he could, because he loved
trees, but he cleared away the scrub to make meadows for
the cows, and a beautiful garden. Then he built what was
considered in 1863 a big fine house. It was all made of
California redwood. The chimneys were of California brick
and the mantlepieces of black marble. Every material used
in the building of Father’s house was the very best, because
he never bought anything cheap or shoddy. He had to send
far away for most of it, and all the time his family was
getting bigger and more expensive, too; so, when a Mrs.
Lush came and asked if he would sell her the corner acre
next to the Park and farthest away from our house, and as
she offered a good price, he sold. But first he said, “Promise
me that you will never build a Public House on the land,”
and Mrs. Lush said, “No, Mr. Carr, I never will.” But as soon
as the land was hers, Mrs. Lush broke her word, and put up
one of the horridest saloons in Victoria right there. Father
felt dreadful, but he could not do anything about it, except
to put up a high fence and coax that part of the hawthorn
hedge to grow as tall and be as prickly as it could.

Mrs. Lush’s Public House was called the Park Hotel, but
afterwards the name was changed to the Colonist Hotel. It
was just a nice drive from Esquimalt, which was then a
Naval Station, and hacks filled with tipsy sailors and noisy



ladies drove past our house going to the Park Hotel in the
daytime and at night. It hurt Father right up till he was
seventy years old, when he died.

After we had passed the Park Hotel acre we went slow
again so that Father could enjoy his land. We came to the
“pickets”, a sort of gate without hinges; we lifted the pickets
out of notches in the fence and made a hole through which
we passed into the lily field.

Nothing, not even fairyland, could have been so lovely as
our lily field. The wild lilies blossomed in April or May but
they seemed to be always in the field, because, the very
first time you saw them, they did something to the back of
your eyes which kept themselves there, and something to
your nose, so that you smelled them whenever you thought
of them. The field was roofed by tall, thin pine trees. The
ground underneath was clear and grassed. The lilies were
thickly sprinkled everywhere. They were white, with gold in
their hearts and brown eyes that stared back into the earth
because their necks hooked down. But each lily had five
sharp white petals rolling back and pointing to the tree-tops,
like millions and millions of tiny quivering fingers. The smell
was fresh and earthy. In all your thinkings you could picture
nothing more beautiful than our lily field.

We turned back towards our house then, and climbed a
stile over a snake fence. On the other side of the fence was
a mass of rock, rich and soft with moss, and all round it were
mock-orange and spirea and oak trees.

Father and Mother sat down upon the rock. You could see
the thinking in their eyes. Father’s was proud thinking as he



looked across the beautiful place that he had made out of
wild Canadian land—he thought how splendidly English he
had made it look. Mother’s eyes followed our whispered
Sunday playing.

When Father got up, Mother got up too. We walked round
the lower hay field, going back into the garden by the black
gate, on the opposite side of the house from which we had
left. Then we admired the vegetables, fruit and flowers until
the front door flew open and Dede jangled the big brass
dinner bell for us to come in to tea.

When the meal was finished the most sober part of all
Sunday came, and that was the Bible reading. Church and
Sunday School had partly belonged to Dr. Reid and Dede.
The Bible reading was all God’s. We all came into the sitting-
room with our faces very straight and our Bibles in our
hands.

There was always a nice fire in the grate, because, even
in summer, Victoria nights are chilly. The curtains were
drawn across the windows and the table was in front of the
fire. It was a round table with a red cloth, and the brass
lamp sitting in the middle threw a fine light on all the Bibles
when we drew our chairs in close.

Father’s chair was big and stuffed, Mother’s low, with a
high back. They faced each other where the table began to
turn away from the fire. Between their chairs where it was
too hot for anyone to sit, the cats lay sprawling on the rug
before the fire. We circled between Father and Mother on
the other side of the table.



Father opened the big Family Bible at the place marked
by the cross-stitch text Lizzie had worked. In the middle of
the Bible, between the “old” and the “new”, were some
blank pages, and all of us were written there. Sometimes
Father let us look at ourselves and at William, John and
Thomas who were each written there twice, once for being
born, and once for dying. That was the only time that John,
Thomas and William seemed to be real and take part in the
family’s doings. We did little sums with their Bible dates, but
could never remember if they had lived for days or years. As
they were dead before we were born, and we had never
known them as Johnny- or Tommy- or Willie-babies, they felt
old and grown up to us.

Tallie was more interested in the marriage page. There
was only one entry on it, “Richard and Emily Carr”, who
were Father and Mother.

Tallie said, “Father, Mother was only eighteen when she
married you, wasn’t she?”

“Yes,” said Father, “and had more sense than some girls I
could name at twenty.” He was always very frowny when
the doorbell rang in the middle of Bible reading and Tallie
went out and did not come back.

We read right straight through the Bible, begat chapters
and all, though even Father stuck at some of the names.

On and on we read till the nine o’clock gun went off at
Esquimalt. Father, Mother, and Dede set their watches by
the gun and then we went on reading again until we came
to the end of the chapter. The three smallest of us had to
spell out most of the words and be told how to say them. We
got most dreadfully sleepy. No matter how hard you pressed



your finger down on the eighth verse from the last one you
had read, when the child next to you was finishing and
kicked your shin you jumped and the place was lost. Then
you got scolded and were furious with your finger. Mother
said, “Richard, the children are tired,” but Father said,
“Attention! Children” and went right on to the end of the
chapter. He thought it was rude to God to stop in a chapter’s
middle nor must we shut our Bibles up with a glad bang
when at last we were through.

No matter how sleepy we had been during Bible reading,
when Father got out the Sunday at Home we were wide
awake to hear the short chapter of the serial story. Father
did not believe in fairy stories for children. At the Back of
the North Wind was as fairy as anything, but, because it was
in the Sunday at Home, Father thought it was all right.

We kissed Mother good night. While the others were
kissing Father I ran behind him (I did so hate kissing beards)
and, if Father was leaning back, I could just reach his bald
spot and slap the kiss there.

Dede lighted the candle and we followed her, peeping
into the drawing-room to say good night to Tallie and her
beau. We did not like him much because he kissed us and
was preachy when we cheeked pretty Tallie, who did not rule
over us as Dede did; but he brought candy—chocolates for
Tallie and a bag of “broken mixed” for the children, big
hunky pieces that sucked you right into sleep.

Dede put Dick to bed. Lizzie had a room of her own. Alice
and I shared. We undid each other and brushed our hair to
long sweet suckings.



“I wish he’d come in the morning before church.”
“What for?”
“Sunday’d be lots nicer if you could have a chunk of

candy in your cheek all day.”
“Stupid! Could you go to church with candy poking out of

your cheek like another nose? Could you slobber candy over
your Sunday School Lesson and the Bible reading?”

Alice was two years older than I. She stopped brushing
her long red hair, jumped into bed, leaned over the chair
that the candle sat on.

Pouf! ... Out went Sunday and the candle.


