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Preface

The lines that follow were not originally intended for publi-
cation. What began two years ago as a scratch-pad activity for
relaxation, gradually grew like one brick upon another into this
30-unit piece. The period covered by these chapters is roughly
from 1935 to 1955, a mere twenty-year span of time. Only rarely
does the writer make a brief dash beyond the range of the mid
50s. There is no attempt here to tell a whole story, but rather to
give a glimpse of a larger picture. The events described are left
open ended and the chapters arranged haphazardly. They are
not the result of research but simply one person’s reflection of
an age and lifestyle already so different from that of the 90s.

In the twenty-year period covered here that lifestyle was
deeply rural and agricultural, the pace was slow, the boundaries
small. Almost without exception there was no electricity, no
central heating, no indoor plumbing, no paved roads and only a
handful of the older feeble telephones. Yet life went on quite well
as the people lived near to nature and generally close to God.
The residents almost without exception were of a kind, that is
of Irish background and Roman Catholic, the church steeple
being the centre or magnet around which the community lived
and moved.

The pages that follow reflect upon events as found almost
exclusively in the school district of Iona West wherein our
homestead lay. In a few instances a slightly wider territorial
range is included. These reflections are intended as a silent
tribute to our ancestors who first settled the Iona hills and to
the later generations who built on their foundations. I have done
only mild justice to their inborn goodness. When the picture is
put together all we wish to say is that “it happened in Iona”.

Art O’Shea
Charlottetown, P.E.I
December, 1990
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Haying

Although the haying season was hot, long and strenuous, it
was softened considerably in knowing that the school year was
now over and the full bloom of summer was upon us. In its own
way, haymaking signalled a great freedom of spirit. -

Our hay mower was of Frost and Wood manufacture of
which Dad was very proud. It was a good and faithful machine,
five-foot cut, rarely broke down and seemed ready to tackle any
kind of hay. The first round of the mower kept a safe distance,
five or six feet, from fences, bushes or awkward headlands.
When the field was finished, that final swath was then cut, but
only after a careful search for stones, wires or other debris that
might cause damage to the cutter.

Not any youngster got to drive the team in the mower. One
had to display a certain wisdom of age before taking over such
seats of power. After attaining the necessary wisdom and per-
mission to drive, I found the hay mower a fascinating machine
with its deep iron seat, metal tool box rattling at one’s feet,
sturdy, well-notched wheels and particularly the cutting bar
with the various ways of manipulating it by foot press or hand
lever. The noise and vibrations of the cutting process, as well as
the sweet odor of the new hay and clover, made the whole
procedure quite a delightful experience. If one took pride in
cutting, he would be careful not to leave any sprigs of standing
hay. To discover narrow ridges of uncut hay after the raking was
done would be clear evidence of sloppiness on the part of the
driver.






