A"' C H S NEWSLETTER Estal;lished 1980

Special Issue 16 May 2010

My Childhood Years

By Muriel Davis Hatfield as told to Freda Hatfield Tong

Dedication: This is dedicated to my wonderful children, Judi, Jan, Mark and Melanie, to my
grandchildren, my great-granddaughter, and to any others to come: this is the story of my early
life. I wrote it so that you would know what it was like to grow up as I did. I also hope that my
story will inspire you to love the Lord and to live for Him.

The three Davis women of this memoir: Muriel ca 1957, Beatrice ca 1947 and Lydia

Prologue: Throughout my childhood, I lived in Maine with my Grammie Davis. My mother
lived in Massachusetts where she worked and sent money back to support me. This decision
was made by the grown ups when I was very young. I really had no say in it. Usually I loved
my young life and didn't let the situation bother me, but I remember one time when I found it
difficult to bear.

During the winter of the year I was six years old. I received a letter from Mama. It was a
simple note tucked in with a letter to Greece, but it was especially for me. I was always excited
when her letters came, but of course I was too young to read so Grammie read it to me. At first
Mama wrote of everyday things, little stories about her work, and how she hoped I was doing
well in school and that I was being good for Grammie. How did I like the new jacket she had
sent me? She hoped I was well and happy. At the end of her letter, there were the usual X's and
O's that signified hugs and kisses, just to assure me once again that in spite of our separation,
she loved me dearly.




Then she added one extra paragraph. “I think I had better finish this and go to bed,” she wrote.
This room is like an ice box. I'm sitting here with a blanket around my shoulders and gloves on
my hands. Without the gloves, my fingers would be too cold to write anything.” I could picture
her folding the page, and shivering as she tucked it inside the envelope with her letter to
Grammie.

My lower lip trembled at the thought and my heart cried, “Oh, Mama, you're so far away! Why
can't you be here with me? Grammie's house is warm!" The thought of her being cold really
upset me. Even after I went to bed that night, I couldn't settle down to sleep. I tossed and
turned on my plumped up pillows and cried. I let the tears flow freely, and in this way
expressed all the pent up loneliness I often felt. I wasn't quiet about it either.

My bedroom door opened and Uncle Carleton came in. He was in his late teens, almost grown
up. I often thought that if I had a daddy, I would like him to be something like my Uncle
Carleton. What is it, Muriel?" he asked.

“Mama's cold!" I answered unable to quench my sobs. I don't want her to be cold. Oh, Uncle
Carleton, why can't she be here with us? Why does she always have to go away?" He had no
answer for this. When the decision was made he was still too young to be a part of it. Now he
sat on the edge of my bed, his voice comforting. “Don't worry, Muriel. She'll be alright." he
said gently. He stayed there as I heaved my final anxious sobs. He was there long enough to
hear my sigh as | turned and nestled my head in the pillow and prepared to sleep.

Someone cared. For the moment, at least that was enough for me.

I grew up in Crawford, Maine, but I was born in Milltown New Brunswick. My grandmother
Lydia Jane Davis brought me up. She was the one to really give me an account of my earliest
years. Adults didn't tell children everything when I was small. By the time Grammie shared
details with me, I was grown, married and had children of my own.

In her later years, Grammie Davis spent several days in a Waterville Hospital to have cataract
surgery. This hospital was considered the best place to have that kind of surgery. It was a long
way from Crawford, where she lived. It was somewhat closer to Greenville, Maine, where I
then lived with my family, so I went to spend a day with her.

She was told by the doctors to lie quietly so as not to affect the results of the surgery. Now as
she lay on her bed, eyes bloodshot and only half open, she managed to turn her head slightly
and peek out at me. Her usual long gray hair had been cropped short by the hospital staff. Now
it curled about her head like a halo. This quiet Grammie was not like the one I remembered, the
one I had grown up knowing. That Grammie was a widow with several rambunctious children
and a granddaughter to care for. She had to be quick and active, this in spite of an earlier bout
with polio, which left her with legs that were lame and often painful. Still, this slowed her
down only a little. Grammie cleaned, cooked, and canned with the energy of a much younger
person. She had to oversee the running of her busy household. There were wood lots to be seen
to, and in summer there was the blueberry harvest.
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I was already somewhat aware of her story. As a young woman of nineteen, Lydia Jane
Matheson made her way across the nearby Canadian border. She was somewhat used to the
States, having spent some time in New Hampshire as a child. She would teach for awhile, she
thought, save a bit of money and then go on to California. A cousin who lived there
encouraged her to come as soon as she could.

After a year of teaching in Calais, she transferred to the town of Crawford. There she accepted
the position of teacher in a little one room schoolhouse and boarded with a family by the name
of Cushing. She was young, attractive, and a good teacher. She was a recent graduate of a
normal school, and as such, she was the most educated woman in town. She soon became a
well-respected member of the community.

Then she noticed that one particular school board member was paying her special attention.
Edmund “Eddy” Elisha Davis was a good looking, gentleman. Lydia Matheson was nine years
younger than he, but apparently the attraction was not one sided. He won her heart and she
gave up her plans for moving to California. Within a year and a half, they married.

Lydia quit teaching and became a housewife. It was before her first child was born that she was
touched by the dreaded polio. This was often a crippling disease, but after its initial assault on
her body, she began to recover. For the rest of her life, however, she would be lame. An aunt
came by, from time to time, to massage Lydia's legs. She regained somewhat limited use of
them around the time her oldest, my Aunt Althea, was born. Her children arrived one after the
other, six of them in all. After Althea came Lloyd, then Beatrice, Velma, Carleton, and Vinal.

Then disaster struck. Her dear Edmund took sick. Nothing could be done for stomach cancer in
those days. This disease was a death sentence. Lydia's husband, the father of her children,
passed away in 1924 at the age of 44.

In the hospital, watching Grammie intently, I pulled my chair close to her hospital bed. Nurses
came and went and Grammie nodded off now and then, but whenever she became aware of my
presence, we chatted on. We spoke of her health, my husband and four children and finally of
days past. She had been, and continued to be, an important figure in my life. Now my heart
overflowed with a gratitude that must be spoken. I took her hand and spoke softly, “Grammie,
thank you for bringing me up. It must have been very hard for you to take on yet another child.
After all, you were a widow with children of your own. Besides that, it was during the
depression. It must have been awful for you, Grammie!"

She nodded slightly, remembering. “Yes, Muriel, it was hard.” Grammie said. “I| remember
when I first knew you were to be born. We lived in New Brunswick then, just across the
Canadian border from Calais, Maine. One cold and windy Sunday morning I walked across the
bridge to the American side. About a mile from the bridge, at a place called Knight's corner,
was a Baptist Church. My legs hurt something awful that day, but I was determined to make it
over there. 1 especially needed to be in Church that morning. I was in desperate need of
spiritual guidance.”







