MY GIBSON COUSINS

Submitted by Shirley Tulloch

    
Cousin.  My understanding of that word was synonymous with Gibson in my early childhood.  When only two months past my second birthday, I had nine first cousins in one house but a half mile down the road!  - I should amend that to eleven because Uncle Roy's twin sons by his previous marriage were an integral part of the family as well - though teenagers by the time I came on the scene and becoming launched in life on their own.  My Gibson cousins were a part of my life for as long as I can remember.  

    
And as I grew up, my father had tales to tell of the "courting days" of his sister and her suitor before their marriage - such as when he and Uncle Sandy were sleeping in a tent that summer and saw their sister pull down the blinds in the front room of the house when her beau was visiting.  That was too much of a temptation to brothers who LOVED tormenting their big sister all their childhood years!  They sneaked around all the windows looking for a peek as to what was transpiring within giggling and whispering as they moved barefoot around the house.  Their mother heard these young men – who really were too old for these shenanigans - from her bed on the balcony where she slept on hot summer nights and next morning let them know their activities had not gone unnoticed!  Whether the "sparking couple" were aware of this clandestine activity, I do not know!  

     
Unfortunately due to her untimely early death, I did not get to know my aunt well at all.  My Uncle Roy I remember much better as he worked for my father when an extra hand was needed on the farm.  Dad had stories of these days as well.  One he told described of Uncle Roy on one occasion leading a cow down the road.  She, of ornery nature, decided to go her own route with him hanging on to the rope for dear life, his footsteps slapping on the ground in ever more rapid thuds until the cow won the battle dragging him through an adjoining field until he gave up the struggle!  Dad thought the picture of cow with man in tow was most amusing and he laughed and laughed as he told that story.  As the kids say, "you had to be there!”  

    
 As well, Uncle Roy shared his knowledge of barbering skills with my dad and they would exchange haircuts of an evening on the back veranda.  I well remember watching this activity!

    
 The Matchetts were very family oriented and ours was an extended family, before the word was coined, as my grandfather lived with us.  He was keenly interested in the Gibson children, his first grandchildren, and welcomed their visits to our house.         

 Grandpa had thick curly hair even into his early seventies and loved to have it combed and coifed.  This was something that he would sit patiently and let his granddaughters do.  Well I remember combing and wetting down his hair and Joyce confirmed they did it, too.  He loved interchange with his grandchildren, loved to tell anecdotes of his youth, and had a good sense of humor.  He must have had a liking for the farmyard swine.  I was fascinated by the pigs he drew for me (which I insisted had to have "bottles" drawn on them!)  I don't know if he did this for Joyce and Betty as well but according to my father, when the girls were small, but old enough to be teased, Grandpa dubbed two farm sows "Joyce" and "Betty".  One of them had an up-turned nose and he named her "Joyce".  As the story was told to me by my father, the girls were NOT enamoured of being likened to these oinkers and grandpa thought that reaction was hugely amusing!  (If you don't believe this story, just ask Joyce!)....

     
Joyce and Betty spent time on many Saturdays at my home doing errands for my mother and sometimes even staying to go to town Saturday night - the social highlight of the week in those days.  And my father would give them a pittance of spending money.  It might have even been a quarter!  In those days when Orange Crush or an ice cone cost 5 cents, spending that quarter made for some serious decision making!  

    
 Not only did my dad enjoy teasing his sister, his nieces came in for their share of being the focus of his fun.  He invented a "boogey man" that he assured them would "get them" if they didn't make tracks in a hurry if they visited of an evening and darkness was approaching.  They did make pretty fast tracks down the road, I am told.  My mother would chide him for scaring the girls and I must agree with her - but he gleefully did it again and again.  Men.......they were not alone.  I was sure the boogey man would get me, too, and was suspicious that he lived under my bed!  

    
At one time, when grown, Joyce worked for my mother full time as a hired girl so we became close.  She took her work seriously and on one occasion I remember her baking a cake for dessert, taking it out of the oven, tipping the pan to see if it was done, and the dratted thing flipped out on the floor.  It looked good before the flip but was in a sorry state once it reached its untimely destination!  Joyce felt so badly she burst into tears but my mother only laughed.  Can't remember what dessert was that day!!

It was one of the greatest thrills of my young life to have Joyce asked me to play the organ in Matchettville Church for her wedding.  It was my introduction to such social events and I learned many lessons about the minute details that go into staging such an event - from the planning of the wedding music to the bee in the kitchen making fancy sandwiches the day before for the event.  Along with three neighbor ladies, under my mother's tutelage, we made pinwheel sandwiches, three-decker brown and white bread creations, all kinds of fillings, no crusts allowed!  The old house was well spruced up for the occasion!  I would imagine special preparations were also made for her parent’s wedding so many years before.  

    
 Betty's wedding banquet was also celebrated around the old dining table in the front room.  It was a much smaller group that time, but I well remember my mother doing her best to make it special for the new bride and groom - best white linen tablecloth and her crystal stemware - used on very special occasions.  Do you remember, Betty, what was on the menu?  What else but Aberdeen Angus roast beef?!  

     My older male cousins, Bert and Vic, worked on numerous occasions on our farm when an extra pair of hands could be used and I should imagine provided them with some spending money.  My dad laughingly told a story of me at about the age of five giving Bert instructions in how to fill and properly tie a bag of grain!  Now, Bert - I am not saying I was smarter than you - I just had been there and watched the modus operandi, so to speak, and took seriously, 

I guess, the accomplishing of the farm tasks!!!  

    
 Of all the boys, Vic was the one who spent the most time under our roof. 

 He worked for quite some time for dad as a young man.  In those days, he was interested in learning to play the guitar.  Of a summer evening, he would sit on the back steps strumming away and I was entranced.  At that time, he was also deciding what to do with the rest of his life, and took a correspondence course in radios - this was before the days of TV - and left to get a job working in this area.  Those were the days Audrey came into the picture as well and Dad would, upon occasion, lend him the car to head to Rathwell for a night out with his girl.  We had one real scare with Vic during those days. 

 
While cutting a branch off a tree in the yard with an axe while perched up in the tree, with one stroke of the axe, he hit his knee.  A horrible gash.  My mother made a quick trip with Vic to the doctor that day.  Fortunately there was no permanent damage. Vic was like a big brother to me in those times and I sorely missed him when he left.             

     
Because of his health, Bill was not a "farm hand" for my dad so I had less interchange with him.  Sadly, I do remember the horror we all felt when he succumbed to polio.  I marveled at how he fought back against so many odds.

     
Walter, too, took on farm tasks at our place in the summer in his turn.  

I remember one summer when other company was visiting and Mum and I,

Walter and Glenn, all slept out on the balcony on the old house.  Three beds in a row.  Balcony sleeping was always a bit of an adventure as we heard all the nights sounds of animals and one never knew if it might rain or storm in the night and we might have to vacate our beds for indoors when the rain pelted in.     

     
One summer our Aunt Mary took on a gargantuan task of having nieces and nephews visit their farm at Basswood.  A visit to the Cameron farm was a magic time!  Not only a holiday away from home - but their farm had something we did not have - a river running through the yard, a great place for adventure!  One week Bill, Walter, Jean and I visited at the same time.  We played games, explored, adventured by the river, and had a great time.

One day Aunt Mary must have seriously doubted her sanity at having us all together when Bill went into insulin shock in the morning and in the afternoon, I fell on a rock in the river.  Blood.  Lots of blood and a mild concussion.... Fortunate we were that she was a nurse as the doctor was away on a maternity case.  We survived.  What a great lady!  

    
During my Matchettville school days, with my own brother five years younger, there were times when I really thought it was fun to stay and play at the Gibson house after school.  I can't remember what we did that was of such great fun for me but I remember it was FUN!  On one occasion I went AWOL and stayed till suppertime.  I guess the temptation was too great.  The blue 1939 Ford approached down the road - my mother.  My sit-upon was a bit sore that night....

     
Of the Gibson girls, Jean was the closest to my age but by the time I was old enough to really interchange well, the Gibson family had moved to town.  It was intriguing for me to visit the big old house on Boyne Street with its property that swept down the hill to the Boyne River in the back past lawn and garden.  I remember that on one occasion the boys with some other town lads were skinny-dipping in the river when I arrived.  Jean and Iran down from the house to see if we could catch them in the act!  I can't remember whose bright idea that was but I do remember the run down the hill.  I think the whole adventure fizzled, as all we could see was heads and shoulders!  We trudged back up the hill again!  I remember feeling somewhat silly.

     
On one other occasion, I recall Jean and I going to the Saturday night movie in the Treherne theatre.  We paid our 15 cents and took our seats. The flick that night was an African adventure film.  We watched as a leopard stalked villagers ready to pounce for the kill.  The picture, accompanied by music that heightened the suspense, scared us silly.  We couldn't handle the anticipated doom and bolted down the aisle and out!  I remember Jean thought we should return the ripped off half of our tickets to show our dissatisfaction and we pitched them at the lady in the ticket booth and headed downtown!  I wonder what she thought about these two daffy kids!  Anyway, we'd had all the movie we could handle that night.  I remember my mother's surprise as seeing us back so soon.  

    
Cecil and Cedric were the family members I had the least really to do with because of their young age when the family moved to town.  I'm not really sure if I remember their advent or if it was just told to me and I remember the telling.  My dad was commissioned by a very excited older sister that her mother needed to get to the doctor toute suite and my parents made the trip to town with her.  I viewed with great interest these twin boys as in my narrow world; twins were a real event!  As they grew, my inability to know who was who had me calling each "Cecil-Cedric" to overcome my problem!  I'm sure they had little interest in a girl cousin down the road!  Because they were gone from Matchettville so young, it was only in later years that I have appreciated knowing them.

   
 It has always been for me a privilege to have lived in an extended family with lots of relatives near by.  And getting to know them more and more through the years has been great fun!  From growing up in what were often very difficult depression days, you Gibson offspring have much to be proud of in the way you came through those tough times.  I think few families are so close in spirit, share so much of their lives, and support each other so well through life's ups and downs as yours have done.  And l thank you for inviting YOUR cousins to share in so many of the good times of family get-togethers!  

