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John and Sarah Susan Slimmon and their family 

In the historical book 'Portraits in Peel', Eleanor Slimmon Jones wrote that the family 

of John and Susan Slimmon was one 'where love, laughter and hospitality abounded'.  I 

definitely agree with Eleanor.  I hope the following stories, told to me by my mother and my 

Aunt Agnes, show their happy family life. 

When he was a lad of fifteen John Slimmon went to live with his Watson grandparents 

and his uncle, John Watson, to help work their farm.  For this work, he received his room and 

board and $100 a year.  In 1882 a new farm house was built and soon after a new hired girl, 

Susan Armstrong, came to work on the farm.  Soon love blossomed between John and Susan 

and they wished to be married.  However, the Watsons were not in favor of this marriage; a 

hired girl was not quite good enough for John.  As Susan had an uncle living in California, 

they thought they might go there to live.  In March of 1888 John took the train to California.  

Here he worked at various jobs.  About three months later he received a letter from his Uncle 

John Watson saying, "Come home and marry Susan.  Work the farm with me and when I am 

gone, the farm will be yours." It seems that Uncle John Watson missed his nephew, John 

Slimmon very much and thinking of him as a son, could not bear to have him living far away 

in California. 

In September 1888 John and Susan were married in Guelph.  The witnesses, we know, 

were John's brother David and Susan's sister Maggie.  John continued to work the farm with 

his uncle John and shared the profits.  John and Susan had a family of nine children, all born 

and raised on the family farm: Jean, 1889; John, 1890; James, 1892; Margaret, 1895; Frank, 

1897; Gladys, 1898; Mary, 1900, Agnes, 1902; and Ken, 1904.  Actually Margaret was born 

in the village of Hollen.  

John and Susan's first child was a girl called Jeannie; named by her Aunt Lizzie for her 

great grandmother Watson.  She was a sweet, quiet and happy little girl and grew up to be a 

second mother to her younger brothers and sisters.  When they were grown women both Gladys 

and Agnes told me they ran to Jean for comfort and help just as much as they did to their 

mother.  What a compliment!  One charming story about her is about her learning to walk.  She 

would make her way from one piece of furniture to another.  Her father warned her, "Be 

cautious Jeannie!", and the little one would continue her journey laughing and calling out - 

"Cocka … Deannie!”  After passing her entrance at age thirteen she stayed home to help raise 

her siblings.  Learning to sew, she made most of the family's clothing.  This talented young 

lady also took painting and piano lessons.  She often accompanied a violin or mouth organ for 

dancing at house parties.  In later years her nieces Margaret, Doris and Barbara enjoyed visiting 

their Aunt Jean and going home with a new dress or skirt.     
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When Jean was 13 months old, a little baby brother was born.  He was named John 

Watson Slimmon after Uncle John and as a young child was called Watson.  When he was a 

young boy he suffered from what was then called 'hip disease' (a precursor of polio?).  When 

he recovered, his left leg was shorter and he had to use crutches.  He must have been a very 

brave and determined little fellow for he learned to run and play with his siblings and could 

easily beat them in a race. 

During the next 10 years, five more children were born. The 'Little House on the Sixth 

of Peel', was almost full.  In a family photograph, Mary, born in 1900, is sitting on her mother's 

lap and appears to be about a year old.  By 1904 Agnes and Ken were born and the family was 

complete.  Gladys was four when Agnes was born and the baby soon became Gladys' baby.  

Every afternoon after the baby had her bath and was fed, Gladys would sit in her little rocker 

and sing and rock the baby to sleep.  

"What shall I sing, Jean?  Alas and did ??  You start me off, please.  Alas and did 

my Saviour bleed, And did my sovereign die!  Would He devote that sacred head, 

For such a worm as I?"  

Quite a lullaby! ..... but it must have made a lasting impression, for I have heard Aunt Agnes 

sing that song while she did the dusting!!  When it came time to name the new baby, quite a 

controversy arose ...... it seemed everyone wanted a different name.  Jean and Margaret liked 

'Irene'; Grandma (who never seemed to get to name the babies) thought Irene was suitable; 

"Auntie" (who had named most of the other children) wanted the baby named Agnes after one 

of her sisters; and Grandpa liked Agnes as well.  Such a problem!  Finally it was decided that 

4 year old Gladys would give the deciding vote.  Imagine the turmoil in the little one's mind!!  

At last she said, "I say what Papa says."  And so the baby became Agnes Amelia, (much to the 

disgust of the two older girls). 

Thankfully, when Agnes' baby brother was born, Grandma finally was able to name the 

new baby - Kenneth Armstrong Slimmon.  It turned out that as the little fellow was learning 

to talk, he found it difficult to get his tongue around the sounds of our English language.  When 

folks would ask his name, he would say, "I'm Kennet Ahmstong Immon".  One day young 

Kenneth went out to the fields with his dad and older brothers.  Soon he arrived back at the 

house saying, " Need some oich to oich de dicht to keep it from keekin'". When his message 

had been decoded, he arrived back in the field with the oil!  His teasing of his sisters began 

when he was quite young.  His sister Gladys loved to tell the story of once when they were 

having roast chicken for dinner, Kenneth, knowing how much Gladys enjoyed the crisp skin 

of roast chicken, offered her a piece.  After she had finished eating it, Kenneth asked her if it 

was tasty.  When she replied, "Yes, it was!", he chuckled and observed, "I licked it!". 
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The children were taught to love, respect and help each other.  For the most part they 

did, however at times things did go awry.  On a warm and sunny early summer afternoon, the 

three middle siblings, Margaret, Frank and Gladys were sent outdoors to play.  Grandma told 

them that they could play anywhere near the house or in the orchard, but not to go in the mud 

puddle near the barn where the pigs liked to wallow.  The three followed instructions and 

played tag, looked over the new vegetable garden and finally found themselves near that mud 

puddle.  Alas 'the delights of anticipation' were too much for Margaret and Frank!  The 

thoughts of wading in the cool water and feeling the soft mud squishing between their toes 

proved fatal.  Taking off their shoes and socks, Frank rolled up the legs of his pants, Margaret 

held up her skirts and they were soon wading about in the slippery mud.  Disaster!!  They 

discovered that they had splashed mud on their clothes.  After some discussion, they decided 

that if Gladys was splattered also, as she was so young, she was not likely to be punished.  

Again and again they tried to coax Gladys to join them but she stubbornly refused and from 

the depths of her sun bonnet came her little voice saying, "Mama said no!!" When the two 

culprits were discovered, their punishment was: to remove their mud-splattered trousers and 

dress, climb into a large wash-tub filled with soapy water and wash their feet and legs.  

Margaret was especially embarrassed because, "someone driving by in their buggy might see 

us!!" 

In those early years of the 20th century life was very different than it is today, especially 

in the country.  There was no electricity, no running water in the house or indoor plumbing, 

and telephones were rather scarce. The winter weather could be quite severe and they were 

often snowed in for days at a time.   There was no radio or television so the Slimmon children 

made their own fun and in doing so formed an invisible bond which lasted all their lives.  No 

matter how far apart the siblings lived, they would 'get together' as often as they could.  

Whenever a brother, sister, niece, nephew or cousin from out- of- province came to visit, a 

plan was immediately made for a get-together.  "Birthday" Sundays at the Scott's, summer 

afternoons at the Mighton's on the shores of Lake Belwood, visits 'back home' to the old 

Slimmon farm, and Thanksgiving feasts at the Cromar farm are all happy memories. 

One might think that those Slimmon children would sometimes have thought that 

growing up on the farm, in a three-generation household of 13 persons was a bit daunting; 

nevertheless, they grew up developing a strong and positive work ethic.  They learned 

cooperation by working together and found that to be a good asset.  Early in life they were 

given little chores.  Gladys could remember holding skeins of wool so Aunt Lizzie could wind 

the wool into balls.  Agnes remembered helping Aunt Lizzie dust the table and chair legs.  

Later Margaret and Gladys would wash the breakfast dishes while Agnes peeled the potatoes 

for dinner.  The boys learned to care for the animals, milk the cows and drive a team of horses.  

After school their first job was to fill the wood boxes behind the kitchen and dining room 
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stoves.  Grandma and Aunt Lizzie usually milked the cows in the evening; however, as soon 

as they were old enough, this job fell to Gladys and Mary.  In the summer Margaret and Gladys 

would go raspberry picking.  This meant walking 2 miles to the berry patch, carrying a 

container in each hand, plus a picking pail which would be tied around their waists with binder 

twine.  Their task was to pick until each receptacle was filled, then trudge home again, carefully 

carrying the results of their labours.  On one such excursion Gladys was feeling hot, dusty and 

tired!  In a weary voice she asked Margaret, "What would you do if the King of England 

walked by?" "OH," said Margaret, who was never at a loss for words," I would just say, "How-

do-you-do King George, have a berry?" 

Every fall after the apples had been picked, most of the family would gather around the 

kitchen table after supper and begin the evening's entertainment of peeling, coring and 

quartering the apples.  The family had only one apple peeler so everyone had to take a turn 

with the peeler.  The apple pieces were then placed in a wooden rack and hung over the stove 

to dry. They must be stirred around each day so they would dry thoroughly. When dry, they 

were taken to the store to trade for groceries.  As the group peeled they sang songs and rounds 

led by Grandpa who had a strong, tenor voice.  One favorite round was: 

"With the springtime comes the robin singing his cheerful refrain, sing away ye 

happy birdling, bring us the springtime again. Hark, Hark, Hark, Hark, hear his 

melodious strain." 

One year the apples were especially juicy and sweet; consequently one morning before 

leaving for school, Frank decided to slip into the orchard and pick some apples from his 

favorite tree to have for a tasty snack at recess.  Unfortunately, as in Robert Burns' poem, 

Frank's plan "gang aft agley".  As he was climbing down out of the tree, he lost his balance, 

came crashing to the ground and fractured his arm.  He was driven at once to the doctor's in 

Drayton.  His sister Agnes told me that when the other children arrived at school and shared 

the news, she really felt quite important to be the sister of the boy who had experienced such 

an early morning tragedy!! 

Snow and winter often came early in Peel township.  By the end of November there 

would be several snowfalls.  At school this meant building snow forts and organizing snowball 

fights between the "up liners" and the "down liners".  Other recess and noon hour activities 

included "Fox and Goose", and skating or sliding on the ice in a neighboring field.  Attendance 

in a one room school house was quite an experience.  There could be up to 30 children crowded 

into the one room.  Older boys often attended only in the winter months, as they had to help 

on the farms during seeding and harvest times.  Some teachers had difficulty with discipline.  

Once, when this was so, the teacher announced that the next person who talked would get the 

strap!  “HELP!!”  The girl who sat in front of Gladys turned and asked her a question.  Gladys 
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did not answer ..... The girl repeated the question ....... and unfortunately Gladys replied, "I 

don't know."  Perhaps she spoke too loudly for the teacher heard her, and Gladys got the strap 

on her hands!  Her siblings, however, never spoke of this at home, as their parents always sided 

with the teacher and Gladys would certainly have been scolded.  The Slimmon children always 

protected each other!! 

On a happier note, related to school time - Uncle John Watson was in the habit of walking 

to the hamlet of Winfield on pleasant afternoons, to pick up the mail which was left in the 

blacksmith shop. Other days the Slimmon children would pick it up after school.  On his way 

home, Uncle John would call at the school-house with the information that the children need 

not get the mail.  I suspect he loved a wee joke, for he would say to the teacher at the door (in 

his broadest Scots accent) - "Tell the we'ans they dinna need tae gang for the mail the nicht."  

The teacher, (a Miss Wilson) would look bewildered and beg his pardon.  Uncle John would 

repeat his message (with his grand-nieces or nephews smiling to themselves and casting sly 

glances at each other, for of course they could understand him perfectly).  This discussion at 

the door would end with Miss Wilson asking Uncle John to come in and speak to the children 

himself.  After delivering his message (again in a broad Scots accent) he would trot off home, 

happy with the success of his little escapade. 

With December would come Christmas; again very different than it is today.  There were 

no vacations to a warmer climate or mountains of presents underneath a Christmas tree, but 

rather a quiet, "homey" time of togetherness.   Each child would hang up a pair of stockings in 

anticipation of the next day.  Soon Grandpa would come in from the barn warning, "I think I 

hear Santa's sleigh bells. You'd better be off to bed!"  And off they would scurry.  In the 

morning Jim would be up first and light the fires to warm up the downstairs; then wake up the 

others and help the little ones dress, then down the children hurried to 'See what Santa brought' 

.... In the toe of one stocking would be an orange (a treat which only appeared at Christmas); 

in the toe of the other stocking would be some nuts - and candy wrapped in paper, raisins and 

figs. There would be new knitted mittens, scarves or caps.  Once Gladys, Mary and Agnes each 

received a doll.  They would likely be home-made dolls similar to a Raggety Ann doll.  There 

would be a delicious roast chicken or goose dinner with maybe a few visitors.  Perhaps the 

afternoon would be spent playing games - dominoes, checkers, crokinole and Trapeze, the 

home-made board game made for the children by their Uncle Tom Slimmon.  Gladys loved 

this game and kept it always.  She taught it to her daughter and grandchildren and enjoyed 

playing it well into her eighties and usually won, out-maneuvering her opponents neatly. 
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Possibly it was during the following winter that the little girls, Gladys, Mary and Agnes, 

began having their many "tea parties" with their new dolls.  Their brother Frank would ask to 

be included and the little scamps would only allow this if he would say 'the blessing'.  Now, as 

the head of the house, Uncle John Watson said the blessing at each meal.  It began - "Oh Lord, 

be pleased to look down upon us at this time."   Perhaps Frank could not remember the exact 

words, but he rose to the occasion beautifully and rattled off:  "Oh, Lord-ah-ba-pleastie ...... 

Oh, Lord-ah-ba-pleastie ..... Oh, Lord, ah-ba-pleastie.  Amen!!"  This seemed to satisfy the 

girls and the parties proceeded as planned. 

From all accounts, as the head of the Watson/Slimmon family, Uncle John Watson was 

like a benevolent grandfather. He was a kindly, gentle, Christian man who strongly adhered to 

the teachings of the Presbyterian Church (the Free Kirk).  Consequently, following the Ten 

Commandments was a way of life for the family, especially - "Remember the Sabbath Day to 

keep it holy."  Saturday was always a busy day preparing for Sunday.  Those wood boxes must 

be filled to the top to last until Monday.  The lamps and lanterns had to be cleaned and filled 

with oil; everyone's shoes must be cleaned and polished.  Meat, potatoes and other vegetables 

must be cooked for Sunday.  Grandma, who had already baked bread on Friday, spent Saturday 

baking pies (10 or 12- as visitors might come on Sunday!), biscuits, scones and oatmeal 

cookies. 

On Sunday morning the children walked (not ran) to attend the Methodist Sunday school 

at Goshen church down the road.  In the afternoon a team of horses would be hitched to the 

democrat (or sleigh in winter) and as many as could fit in the conveyance and drove the 6 miles 

to attend the Presbyterian church service in the village of Hollen.  In the winter everyone was 

wrapped in blankets or shawls to protect them from the cold winter air.  After church the family 

always called to visit Grandma Armstrong and Aunt Mary Jane who lived in Hollen. 

From time to time during the summers, there were visitors at the farm: often cousins-

children of Grandma's brothers from the big city of Toronto.  Each set of cousins had to attend 

Sunday School with the Slimmon children.  In the Methodist services, when the minister 

prayed, often fervent worshippers would exclaim, "Praise the Lord!", when they agreed with 

what the minister said.  One Sunday, a cousin, Gordon Armstrong, went off to Sunday School 

with Kenneth Slimmon.  During the prayers Gordon decided to praise the Lord himself.  At 

each possible opportunity during the prayer, Gordon called out, "Praise the Lord!", "Amen."  

It proved too much for young Kenneth.  He could not keep from laughing but tried desperately 

to keep from laughing too hard because one just did not laugh in church!!  As for the minister, 

he was never the wiser; indeed he was quite pleased for he exclaimed - "Hallelujah - another 

soul saved!" 
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Following those Presbyterian teachings, Uncle John always conducted Family Worship 

after the evening meal.  Everyone would gather around the table, read a chapter of the Bible - 

everyone taking a turn reading a verse, followed by a prayer by Uncle John.  Everyone who 

was there was expected to take part, guests as well as any labourers (thrashers) who were 

present.  One memorable night the Bible reading was from Daniel, Ch. 3.  In this chapter 

several musical instruments are listed not once but four different times, one being the 'sackbut'.  

It so happened that there was a young man at supper that evening who had been working all 

day at the farm.  Unfortunately he drew the verse listing the instruments.  Perhaps he was 

nervous or unused to reading out loud for he read, "Ye hear the sound of the cornet, flute, 

harp,... sap-bucket,.... psaltery , dulcimer and all kinds of music."  There were several 

suppressed giggles and sly looks at each other from the children (and probably some heel-

tapping from Grandpa).  Alas; the reading went around the table and it was the young man's 

turn again.  He read, "Ye hear the sound of the cornet, flute, harp,...... sap-bucket, psaltery, 

dulcimer and all kinds of music."  This was the undoing of a visiting cousin, Ella Mannell, and 

Auntie!  They broke into loud giggles and were promptly reprimanded by Uncle John for 

daring to laugh during Family Worship! 

As the years rolled on, the siblings began to choose their own path for the future. The 

first to leave home was John Watson. When he was sixteen he went to Manitoba to work for a 

former neighbour. One of Gladys' last clear memories of her oldest brother before he left was 

one early spring day. Watson was taking a load of grain to the mill to be chopped.  As he drove 

the team of horses (King and Jennie - Grandpa always named his horses) past the house and 

out the lane, young Kenneth stood on a chair by a window and watched.  He called out, "Up 

King, Dennie, up Wa, Wa!!"  After Watson went out west the nine Slimmon siblings were 

never all together again for over forty years. 

Margaret was the next of the family to leave the nest.  She was an avid reader and had a 

thirst for knowledge.  Gladys always said that Margaret was a true scholar.  At the age of 11 

she tried and passed the Entrance exams.  I suspect her parents thought she was too young to 

go off to high school at that age, for she attended SS No. 5 for another year before going to 

high school in Drayton.  She boarded with a family but took her own food from home.  Each 

week she would take a loaf of bread, a pat of butter, some cold cooked meat, five eggs, a jar 

of fruit and some potatoes, which her landlady would cook for her each evening.  She continued 

to be an excellent student, for she finished the four years of High school in three years.  By 

this time she was only 15 years of age and could not attend Normal school (teacher training) 

until she was 18.  She obtained a letter of Permit and taught in a one room school house in 

Yatton.  She then taught one year in the village of Hollen and one year in Creekbank.  At last 

she was ready for teacher training!!!  After a year at Stratford Normal School she taught for 

one year before she was married.  
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Jim, the third child, grew up to be tall and slim like his father. He helped run the farm 

after trying his Entrance.  Around 1910 he decided to follow his older brother and 'seek his 

fortune' in western Canada.  For some time he drove a delivery wagon for a firm in Saskatoon 

- Western Distributors- but farming was in his blood!  He homesteaded near Flaxcombe, 

Saskatchewan.  He would often come home for a period in the winter months to visit his family; 

and check up on his childhood sweetheart who lived up the road.  Agnes recalled that one such 

time Jim walked to the farm from the train station, arriving in the late evening.  The family 

dog was the first to sense a stranger approaching and sounded the alarm, running down the 

lane to see who was coming.  Jim called out, "Now, now, you wouldn't hurt a fellow, would 

you?" At once the dog's warning barks stopped, as he recognized the voice of an old friend!!  

Another time when Jim came home for a visit; there were lots of people in the house when he 

arrived (remember that great hospitality!) and he did not get a chance to greet everyone.  As 

he chatted with other members of the family, he noticed one tall girl and wondered who she 

was.  She looked vaguely familiar and certainly seemed to know her way about the house.  

"Who is that tall girl helping with the supper?" he asked. - - - "Why Jim, that's Gladys!" 

exclaimed someone.  And indeed it was young Gladys who had grown so much since his last 

visit home that Jim did not recognize his own sister!!!  In the winter of 1917, Jim returned to 

Ontario, this time to marry that childhood sweetheart, Elsie Hannah Jane Stickney.  They then 

returned to the homestead near Flaxcombe, and later moved to Manitoba.                                                                                                                                                

After completing grade eight, Frank helped his father run the farm.  He was a quiet fellow 

with a twinkle in his eyes.  He played the violin and when he was in a mischievous mood he 

could entertain the family by dancing with his violin or with a broomstick.  One winter he 

decided to paint the family buggy.  Perhaps he thought that with a shiny new buggy, he would 

have a good chance to take that girl who lived down the road (Bessie) for buggy rides.  

Somehow, after carefully covering the floor, he maneuvered the buggy into the parlour and set 

to work! It took most of the winter but was a great success.  In later years Frank enjoyed a 

good game of euchre.  On a trip taken by Frank, Bessie, Gladys and Bill Cromar, Murray 

Morrison and myself we played euchre all the way to the Pacific!!  If anyone dared to trump 

his ace with a nine, he would look you in the eye (with that twinkle in his) and declare with 

disgust, "Cheap! Cheap as old rags!! Oh! Uncle Frank! Frank bought the old farm from his 

father, married Bessie Stickney and together they carried on the tradition of hospitality in the 

community. 

Gladys was born in August, 1898. She was expected to arrive on a Thursday so Grandpa 

went to get his mother who was to be the midwife.  There were severe thunderstorms that 

evening and on the way home they counted 6 or 7 barns on fire.  The result of all the commotion 

was that Gladys did not arrive until Sunday!  Like all her siblings Gladys attended S.S. No. 5 

school.  As she was only a year younger than her brother Frank, and cousin Florence Slimmon, 
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she was put into the same class ...  sometimes this worked out and sometimes it did not.  Once, 

during ‘oral reading', Gladys mispronounced a word.  As she was corrected by the teacher, 

there was an audible giggle from Florence, causing Gladys to be quite embarrassed.   

Satisfaction came at the next 'oral reading class’ when Florence, reading a very dramatic 

section, pronounced a word incorrectly! (Although Gladys admitted to feeling quite 

vindicated, she never said if she giggled..............and I never asked.) 

In May 0f 1910 Halley's Comet, probably the most famous comet, made its appearance 

on its 75-76 year orbit.  It was highly publicized world-wide and folks from all walks of life 

longed to see it.  Our Slimmon family was no exception.  Every evening for about a week they 

would "go out behind the barn" to view it in the southern sky.  Gladys liked to describe it and 

hoped to be able to see it once more but this was not possible.  The next year Gladys passed 

her entrance and, like her sister Margaret, went off to High School in Drayton as she wished 

to become a teacher also.  She missed her family and home life, and would coax someone to 

come and get her on Fridays and take her to town early Monday morning.  One winter Jack 

went into town to bring Gladys home.  When they navigated a 'pitch-hole', (those dreaded 

spaces between drifts which the horses hated as they knew a sleigh could catch them on their 

heels as it slipped down into the hole) the horse, Fan, leaped over the hole and Jack was tossed 

off the sleigh on one side and Gladys on the other.  Luckily the Buffalo robe that kept them 

warm went with Gladys.  Jack hailed a passing cutter and went off to catch Fan who was 

slowed down by the sleigh. When he went back for Gladys he found her huddled under the 

robe.  They never shared their adventure at home as Jack wanted to have Fan to go and call on 

a girl that evening.  Even as adults they were always ready to protect each other.  Another time 

Jean and her friend Mary Morris went to Drayton on a Friday afternoon to do some shopping, 

pick up Gladys from school and Margaret, who was teaching in Creekbank.  As the three girls 

had almost reached Creekbank, something frightened the horse and he shied; then pranced off 

down the road, causing Jean to fall out of the buggy!  Mary immediately 'lost it' and began to 

cry.  Gladys, frightened but determined, somehow leaned out of the front of the buggy, grasped 

the fallen reins and coaxed the horse to stop.  As Mary and Gladys sat and tried to regain their 

composure, they heard faintly in the distance, Jean's voice calling, "Yoo, hoo, girls, I'm 

coming!!" 

Mary passed her Entrance about the time of her birthday in 1913.  Perhaps, even then, 

she dreamed of becoming a nurse; nevertheless, she stayed home to help her mother.  During 

her last months at S.S.No.5, one of her tasks was to learn the classic poem, 'The Buriel of 

Moses' by Cecil Frances Alexander of Ireland ;(who also wrote the words to - Once in Royal 

David's City, There is a Green Hill far Away,and All Things Bright and Beautiful as well as 

many more.)  The Moses poem has 10 verses of 8 lines each and the language is quite Biblical.  

Years later Agnes could still recite most of it. When questioned if she, too, had to learn it in 
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school, she replied, "No, but you could hardly help but learn it as Mary went around the house 

for weeks, reciting it out loud!!" 

Mary was an excellent and meticulous housekeeper. At 13 years of age, when Jean was 

visiting her Aunt Maggie's family in Minnesota, and Grandma was ill with rheumatic fever, 

Mary kept house.  She did so willingly and well.  Gladys recalled that the one thing that Mary 

complained about was that the nurse, who was there to care for Grandma, would wander into 

the kitchen and lift all the lids from the pots on the stove to see what was for supper!!   Mary 

would scrub the kitchen floor every day.  Each spring the floor was re-painted and her father 

told her that the paint never had a chance to dry properly before she had it scrubbed again!  

One day Mary, in charge of the laundry, sent Agnes out to hang the clothes on the line.  Agnes 

merrily hung them up as she took them out of the basket; a sheet, an apron, tea-towels, shirts, 

overalls, pillow-cases - whatever.  When Mary came out and saw this she was scandalized!   

"That's not how you hang up the clothes!", she exclaimed, and promptly took them  all down 

and hung them up properly:- sheets, pillow-cases, table cloths, tea towels, aprons, shirts, 

overalls, from white to dark!! 

Agnes, born in 1902, was a quiet, gentle little girl much like her older sister Jean.  She 

liked to be at home and didn't really like to go far away.  Perhaps this was because she somehow 

got the idea in her head that the world was flat and one end was in the village of Hollen and 

the other end was at the foot of the 6th line where it met the road which divided Peel township 

from Woolwich.  Once she had a nightmare, dreaming that her mother had fallen into the 

cistern which was under the kitchen floor.  When she woke up screaming in the middle of the 

night she could not be pacified until her sister Jean took her into the bedroom where she could 

see her mother sleeping.  Agnes' uncle, Robert C.  Slimmon, would often stay with the family 

for days or weeks at a time. He would carry hard candies in his pockets for "his girls".  Agnes 

could remember being offered some of these candies in a huge hand with a good deal of chaff 

mixed with them.  This looked quite unappetizing so she said, "Not this time, I'm not hungry."  

Later Grandma told her that she had hurt her uncle's feelings.  As the tender-hearted little one 

didn’t want to do that again, the next time she took the candies, chaff and all.  Agnes attended 

S.S.No.5 school as did her siblings.  She passed her Entrance in 1915, then stayed home a few 

years to help her mother and sister. 

For many years Grandpa kept bees. He was given a hive to begin by his Uncle Will 

Watson who lived on the adjoining farm.  At one time there were over 60 hives to care for.  

The honey was sold to stores and neighbours - a ten pound pail for $1.00.  Because of the 

severity of our Canadian winters the bees were kept in the cellar over the winter.  Usually this 

was no problem, however at times an adventurous bee, having awakened from sleep would 

find its way up to the main floor.  Agnes was not pleased when this happened and would retreat 

to another part of the house.  She never ventured down to the cellar when it was inhabited by 
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the bee hives!! 

The youngest child, Kenneth, was born in December, 1904.  He was a bright, happy little 

fellow and soon became the pet of all the others.  His ideas seemed to form in his mind before 

his tongue could get around the words which often caused hilarious results.  He would tell 

stories to his siblings which sometimes they understood and sometimes did not.  Gladys, 

however, memorized one story and years later recited it for me, verbatim, expression and all.  

This was told to a visiting honeymoon couple:   

(Grandma was hospitable to all!!) "Man, woman out boating.  Man put 

woman down water.  Woman come up, say,' i did, i did'.  Man put woman down 

'gain.  Woman came up, say. ' i did, i did,' Man put woman down 'gain.  Woman 

came up, nearly dead, couldn't talk!!"..................   

Another time when some cousins were visiting, one sister asked Ken how he could tell two of 

the visiting sister cousins apart as they were quite close in age.  "Dat easy," he said.  "Winnie 

- hee, hee:  Earla - ha, ha." (How many can decipher that?).                                                                                                                                                                                     

In October of 1913 Uncle John Watson died suddenly, leaving an emptiness in the 

family; however, true to his promise of long ago, he left the farm to his nephew John Slimmon.  

Even though she was left well provided for, Aunt Lizzie was not pleased with this, and with 

the encouragement of a distant relative made quite a fuss.  The outcome was that she left the 

only home she had known and went to live with another nephew.  The sadness caused by this 

upheaval was felt by some of the family for the rest of their lives.  Soon after Grandpa 

developed heart trouble, so Jack came home from the west to help run the farm.  He stayed for 

quite some time, then went to Saskatchewan to work for his uncle Dave Slimmon. 

With the outbreak of WW1 family life changed on the Slimmon farm as it did on many 

others at that time.  Not long after his eighteenth birthday Frank received a call to join the 

army.  He was away from home for several months at training camp, then like many other 

young farmers, he was needed at home to run the farm and produce food for the war effort, so 

became exempt from army life.  While he was away his younger sisters, brother and ailing 

father had to help keep the farm running.  When hay-making time arrived, that hay had to be 

cut, raked into coils and drawn, on the wagon, into the barn for winter feed.  One hot July day, 

Gladys, Mary, Agnes, Ken and Grandpa were out in the fields, dealing with the hay.  Grandpa 

and Agnes were tossing forkfuls of hay up on the wagon, Gladys and Mary were building the 

load and Ken was driving the team pulling the wagon.  Now, building a load of hay was not 

an easy task.  Each forkful had to be distributed evenly or the whole load would upset.  Tossing 

the hay onto the wagon was not easy either; and driving a team of large work horses, when 

you are not even eleven yet was a difficult task as well.  Things went fairly smoothly until the 
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hay began to slip to one side of the wagon.  The girls on the wagon began to panic and blame 

each other for making the load lop-sided, or Ken for not handling the team properly.  As the 

altercation began to escalate, Agnes looked at her father in distress, wondering what was going 

to happen.  "Well, well, we'd better stop this before it gets out of hand!" he exclaimed and 

proceeded to do so.  Agnes, who told me this story, never did tell what he said to get things 

back on track, but it must have been as effective as was the tapping of his heel on the floor. 

While the war was raging across the Atlantic in Europe, romance was 'in the air' at the 

Slimmon domicile.  Both Jean and Margaret had been keeping company with their special 

young man for some time, and each couple decided to be married in December, 1915.  Jean 

married Archie Scott on December 22nd, and Margaret married Albert Mighton on December 

29th.  (Grandma must have been a busy lady, supervising preparations for those special days 

plus Christmas and New Year's)  Grandma made Jean's wedding cake but sent it to the bakery 

in Elmira to be iced and decorated.  The day before the wedding Gladys and Frank were 

dispatched to pick up the cake, and Gladys was warned - "Hold the cake steady and DON'T let 

it drop!!"................ There was a great deal of snow, the roads were drifted in and there were 

numerous 'pitch-holes' between the drifts!  On the return journey Frank (remember that 

twinkle) made the horses speed up between each pitch-hole, making the sleigh jerk - down - 

and - up - with Gladys desperately trying to hold the cake steady!!  Who knows what she would 

have liked to say - or do- to Frank on that nightmare nine mile ride, but she did get the cake 

safely home - with only three ornaments fallen off!!! 

The next year Gladys went off to Hamilton for teacher-training, then began her career 

at the school in the tiny village of Goldstone about four miles from home.  Again she missed 

her family and came home every week-end possible.  One Friday after a particularly rainy 

week Ken went to bring Gladys home.  The roads were wet, muddy and sloppy so he chose a 

big two wheeled cart for a conveyance.  When Mary saw him about to start off she exclaimed 

that she wouldn't be caught dead riding in that contraption.  "Well," replied Ken, who knew 

his sister well, "Gladys would ride in a wheelbarrow, if it meant getting home!" 

In a year or so Agnes went to Stratford to attend business college.  With a new wardrobe 

and special new hat, made by Jean no doubt, she set off on the train.  As she descended onto 

the platform in Stratford, a sudden gust of wind blew that brand new hat away! ... Wondering 

what on earth she was going to do, Agnes watched in dismay as the hat took off, then made a 

complete circle and landed back at her feet!   After completing her course, she obtained a job 

in Toronto at the Rawlinson Moving Co.  Her next train adventure happened one week-end 

when she was travelling home.  She bought her ticket as usual, climbed aboard and settled 

down for the long ride to Goldstone where she would be met by Frank or Ken. When the 

conductor came along checking tickets, he looked at hers and announced; "You know ma’am 

this train is the Flyer and goes right to Palmerston - doesn't stop at Goldstone.  You've got on 
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the wrong train."  Appalled, Agnes answered, "But what will I do?  My brother will be in 

Goldstone to meet me!"  She looked so upset that the conductor took pity and said. “Just give 

me a few minutes.  I'll see what I can do.".................. When he came back, he outlined the plan 

to Agnes and said, "I’ll come and get you in plenty of time."  He returned, shepherded Agnes 

to the little platform between cars and as they approached Goldstone the train slowed down 

almost to a stop, the conductor jumped off onto the station platform, quickly helped Agnes 

down, then climbed onto the train steps again and the train speeded up once more on its way 

to Palmerston. 

Sadly, about this time, Grandpa developed skin cancer. The first spot appeared near his 

temple. In those days there was very little could be done to stop the cells from spreading.  There 

was, however, a Mennonite lady in the district who used her own remedies.  He obtained a 

salve which could be rubbed on each day and it sort of ‘pulled out’ the cells; nevertheless was 

extremely painful.  When a new spot appeared near his lower lip, he said he could not stand 

the pain again.  As the disease progressed Mary nursed him gently and lovingly.  Gladys and 

Agnes came home on week-ends when they could to help, yet in July, 1922, Grandpa passed 

away, finally free of pain.  As we know, losing a loved-one is a stressful experience, but time 

and life move on and our Slimmon family learned to cope.  Mary studied nursing in Stratford 

and graduated in 1925.  The next year Frank married Bessie Stickney and then Grandma, (as 

Grandpa had suggested in his will) bought a little house and moved to Elora where she was 

close to Jean and Margaret.  By 1930 Gladys, Mary and Agnes had found new paths to follow: 

on July 1, Mary married Gordon Myers, on August 14, Agnes married Bob Morrison and on 

September 10, Gladys married Bill Cromar.  (Several years later Margaret told an acquaintance 

the times of her and her sisters' weddings - {two in one month in 1915 and three in the summer 

of 1930}. She was slightly taken aback when the friend exclaimed," Does insanity run in your 

family???)  The last family wedding took place in March, 1934, when Ken and Gertrude Paton 

were married. 

Sarah Susan (Soonie - so called by her nieces and nephews who were unable to say 

Susan  when they were small) continued to live in her little house in Elora, welcoming children 

and grandchildren for family get-togethers, throughout the 30's until a series of strokes left her 

bed-ridden and sadly in October, 1944 she passed away peacefully.  She left the legacy of love, 

laughter and hospitality to her descendants, it's in the genes. 

So, dear reader, let me finish with a story from my generation which, I believe, proves 

that love, laughter and togetherness will remain within the Slimmon psyche for generations to 

come. 

One New Year's Day, perhaps 1948, six of the Slimmon siblings and their families 

gathered at the Mighton red brick farm house for a day of celebration.  After a delicious turkey 
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dinner one of those Ontario winter storms blew in.  The wind swirled the snow about and 

howled with a vengeance.  When any one suggested that it might be a good idea to start for 

home before dark, Uncle Ken would say, “Don't worry, I've got my truck and I can make a 

track to get us out!"  So the men went back to their euchre and Lost Heir games, the ladies to 

their visiting and the next generation to whatever they were doing.  After supper we began our 

homeward trek, first through the whirling snow to the parked cars.  Someone found young 

John Slimmon wandering off the path in the wrong direction and helped him back on the right 

course, Grant Scott, who had not worn a hat, tied his mother's apron around his head to protect 

his ears.  When we arrived at our various vehicles - disaster - that truck wouldn't start! What 

to do??  Like many farmers in those days my dad usually carried a set of chains in the trunk of 

his car during the winter.  When fitted around the rear tires of a car, they enabled the tires to 

grip the snow and help the vehicle through the drifts on country roads and could be removed 

to travel on bare pavement. (This was, of course, before the advent of snow tires.)  While dad 

installed the chains, Aunt Gertie and the children were tucked into other cars and Uncle Ken 

and Jean's high chair into ours and off we went.  As dad guided the car through the first drifts, 

Uncle Ken remarked in his teasing way, “I don't think much of the track you're making, 

Willy!!" - "Well", replied dad clutching the steering wheel and desperately trying to keep the 

car from sliding off the road into the ditch, “It’s the only one I can make at the moment!"  At 

each non-drifted spot, we stopped and the men went back to help push the other cars through 

the drifts.  Eventually our little caravan reached the main road and Fergus.  Although this little 

event happened nearly 70 years ago, I can still close my eyes and remember the feelings of 

fun, camaraderie and satisfaction of a job well-done, (in preventing a real misadventure), 

which filled the air around the Slimmon home as we re-organized folks and said our good-

byes that night. 

Finally, here we are at the end of my long and meandering tale.  I hope, dear cousins, 

in whatever generation you are, that you have enjoyed the reading as much as I have enjoyed 

the telling.  My wish is that those Slimmon traits of love, laughter and hospitality will 

continue through the years that are to come. 
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John Slimmon and Sarah Susan 

Armstrong Wedding photo, September 

1888 
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Going home from church in Hollen 

 

L-R: Auntie, Grandma, Mary, Uncle John, 

Margaret, Grandpa, Gladys 
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Someone was taking Uncle John’s photo, 

and as Gladys was running to climb on his 

knee they called “STOP.” Gladys did, but 

made it into the photo anyway! 
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Back L-R: Auntie, Jean, Uncle John, Jack, 

Grandpa, Jim 

Front L-R: Margaret, Frank, Gladys, 

Mary, Grandma (1901) 
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Back: Frank, Grandpa, Grandma, Jack 

Middle: Esme McGill (local teacher who 

boarded at Slimmon’s), Gladys, Agnes, 

Margaret 

Front: Mary, Ken, Jean 
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“Get-together” for Jack who was home for 

a visit in 1936 or 1937 

Jack, Jean, Agnes, Ken, Gladys,  

Grandma Slimmon, Margaret, Mary, 

Frank 
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“Guess who?” 
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1954 – Summer visit with Elaine Slimmon 

from Manitoba 

 

L-R: Neil Mighton, Elaine, Ken Morrison, 

Ron Scott, Barbara Houston, Lois Wilken, 

Gerald Slimmon, Barbara Cromar, Murray 

Johnson, Murray Morrison, Jack Scott 


