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New Year's Day 1919 
By Ramonde Motil 
 
This story was told to me by my mother Majella Saumur, born in 1909 and raised in Villemarie, Quebec 
on the shores of Lake Temiskaming where her family owned a hotel and a stagecoach business. 
 
Happy Birthday to me and Happy New Year everybody! I am 10 years old today!  
 
Our family is going to pepere* and memere's* farm for  New Year Day.  Mon Pere* says that we are 
going in our best stagecoach, the one with a heater, and we are taking our biggest strongest horses 
because the trip is four long miles and the snow is very deep and it is very cold outside. 
 
 My five little brothers are ready to go all dressed in their best Sunday clothes.  They are running around 
the dining room table chasing one another.  M'ma* tells them that they have to sit quietly on the sofa 
until it is time to leave.  They stop running and sit because she is using her big voice.  My baby sister 
Georgette is only one and half year old.  She is sitting in a big chair playing with a rag doll.  M'ma is 
brushing my older sister Lucia's hair.  Her hair is blond and curly, not straight and brown like mine.  
 
We hear the jingle bells on the horses as Mon Pere drives them up to the house.  We all squeeze in close 
together in the stagecoach.  Thick bearskins cover our legs.  As we settle in M'ma asks us all to be good 
boys and girls today because she does not feel very well. 
 
At the farm, Memere and Pepere, the aunts, the uncles and my cousins are waiting for us and very 
happy  to see us arrive.  We are the biggest family of all with eight children already!  First we all kneel 
together in front of our Pepere and my eldest cousin asks for the New Year Day blessing for all of us.  
 
All day everyone remembers that it is my birthday!  I love having a New Year birthday.  Memere and 
Pepere's home is big and warm and smells of roasting turkey and tourtieres.*  We know that after the 
meal we get our New Year day gift.  We can hardly wait.  Memere gives each one of us a pair of thick 
wool socks.  She knitted them all herself!  In the toes of the socks we find an orange and a piece of 
chocolate candy.  
 
M'ma has to lie down after the meal.  Memere looks very worried.  Later in the day Pepere gathers us 
around him and tells us that a little baby was born in the bedroom today but God called it back to 
heaven right away.  He says that we now have an angel in our family.  He is holding a large shoe box in 
his hands.  He leads the whole family in a prayer for the little baby who was born and died today. 
 
He says that he has to go down in the basement for a while but that he will return with a surprise for all 
of us.  Up goes the trap door in the kitchen floor and down goes Pepere with the shoebox.  We go back 
to our games but we can hear sounds of a shovel hitting hard dirt in the basement and the loud wind 
outside the farmhouse.  After a long time Pepere comes up carrying a basket full of shiny red apples.  
What a treat!  Pepere grows the best apples in the county and he always has enough in his cold cellar to 
last all winter. 
 



We will be staying overnight because M'ma does not feel very well and mon pere says that the blizzard 
makes it hard to see the road.  I spend the rest of the day playing games with the cousins.  We take 
turns reciting poems or singing favorite songs.  One of my uncles tells us stories.  What fun it is to be 
with my cousins! 
 
At bedtime we go in to see M'ma.  My beautiful M'ma is sitting up in bed and looks very tired.  She leads 
us in our night prayers and kisses us good night.  She tell us that tomorrow we will go home and start 
our new year. 
 
Today has been a great day for me: it was my birthday, I saw my cousins, I got new socks, an orange, an 
apple and a piece of chocolate and our family now has a new angel.  What a birthday! 
 
* Pepere and memere : words used for Grandfather and 
  Grandmother by many French-Canadians 
* mon pere : the word used by my mother's family for "dad"  
* m'man : the word used by my mother's family for "mom" 
* tourtiere: traditional French-Canadian meat pie 


