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			To all who allow themselves to have a dream 

			and then work hard to make it come true, 

			and to fiddlers everywhere, 

			thank you for the music.

			And of course, to Bruce, Geoff, and Catharine . . . love you lots!

		

	
		
			“Yes, I realized that Naomi and Dawn were home alone in Saint John. I was just as lonesome for them as they were for me, but I just couldn’t bring myself to give up the violin; it had become part of me.”

			—  Don Messer, 1936

			From Canada’s Don Messer, by Lester Sellick, 1969
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			PROLOGUE

			Mourners file into Calvin Presbyterian Church in downtown Halifax. They respect the exclusivity of the front rows roped off for family, but they edge as far forward as they are able, wanting a good seat for this last public appearance of Don Messer, whose performances in community halls and arenas and then on radio and television have been a part of their lives for more than fifty years. 

			The men and women scoot sideways on the bare wood pews, cramming against strangers, soon becoming overheated in such close confines. Wedged tightly together, there is not even room to manoeuvre an arm out of a coat sleeve, so they settle for removing their scarves and letting their coats hang open. Funeral home attendants bring chairs from the basement, lengthening each row and providing seats for those standing near the door. Still more people come into the church, and they tuck themselves into corners and alcoves or remain standing against the wall at the back. Calvin Presbyterian is overflowing, but there is no lessening of the crowd trying to get in. 

			People are respectful, but they can’t resist murmuring in excitement as they recognize some of the attendees and question the absence of others. They point out Walter Fitzgerald, the Mayor of Halifax, and Tommy Hunter, known as the Gentleman of Country Music. CBC announcer Don Tremaine is there, present because of his personal affection for the man with whom he has worked for so many years. 

			There are the members of his band, his family on the road, each of them an accomplished musician, each of them playing a significant part in the success of the group. A few of them have been with Don Messer for more than thirty years; none have been with him for less than twenty-one years: bassist Duke Nielsen, clarinettist Rae Simmons, pianist Waldo Munro, fiddler Cecil McEachern, drummer Warren MacCrae, and the perennial sweetheart of the audiences, Marg Osburne. Their grief is palpable, and they make no effort to hide it. 

			Two of them have travelled long distances to be here today. Gunter Buchta, director of the dance group that has entranced show audiences since 1959, has flown in from Grenada to be present with his dancers at this difficult time, and kilted Johnny Forrest, an accordion player and singer on the show for the last seven years, has arrived from Vancouver to say farewell to his old friend and mentor whom he always called “Wee Donald.” Nobody else in this circle, with the exception of Marg, ever called Don anything but Mr. Messer.

			Then, of course, there are the Chamberlains, the widow and children of that bigger-than-life personality that was Charlie Chamberlain. The family has come to pay their respects. Their presence emphasizes the absence of the golden-voiced balladeer who started with Don in 1934 and remained with him for thirty-eight years, through difficult times and good times, until his death. They have come out of love for Don, apparently not slighted that none of the cast were there for Charlie’s funeral the previous year. That absence had been as noticeable as if blood sisters and brothers had stayed away. Equally stark today is the absence of Bill Langstroth and Ken Reynolds, the CBC producer and Don Messer’s Jubilee tour promoter respectively, arguably the two people whose careers benefitted the most from their association with Don Messer.

			Though many in the church have been fans of Don Messer for years, others never had an opportunity to meet this icon of Canadian music. They are here as fans of old-time fiddle music, to show their respect for the man who worked so hard to keep the traditional Irish and Scottish tunes alive, to say thank you and goodbye to the man they spent time with each week when they sat down and watched his show on television.

			Don Messer was only sixty-three years old, and his death two days earlier, on March 26, 1973, came as a shock. The news rippled across the nation as different time zones broadcast the story over the breakfast hour, and it spread from cities to villages to houses to kitchens. Messer had been performing since the age of seven, for so long in fact that many had been aware of his music their whole lives. His work ethic was the stuff of legend. As Don Messer and His Islanders and then Don Messer’s Jubilee, he and his musicians toured Canada twenty-three times, bringing his brand of old-time fiddle music to large towns and small, to hockey rinks and dance halls, barn dances and racetracks. 

			He was an innovator: the first Maritime fiddler to perform live on radio in 1929, the first Maritime fiddler to record music onto vinyl in 1934, the first to travel to gigs by chartered aircraft, the first whose band performed live on television in 1956, and, very significantly, the first Canadian to sell a million records. He was one of the first artists to be a recording star, a star of radio and TV, and a live-concert star, all at once. Don Messer’s Jubilee, his weekly TV show, ran for thirteen years; for ten years, it was ranked in the top eleven, and for two of those years it was number one, above both Hockey Night in Canada and The Ed Sullivan Show. 

			The congregation at Don’s funeral knew about these public achievements. Unknown to anyone in the crowd was an important private achievement: the amassing of one of the finest collections of rural, folk, Celtic, and old country music scores in Canada. 

			The mourners queuing outside are no longer able to enter the church; the crowd at the door spills out into the churchyard. They don’t seem to mind. The March day is clear and sunny, though snow still lingers at the edges of the lawn, and they are content to gather in clusters, talking quietly amongst themselves, sharing favourite memories. Everybody has a story: the fiddler who once played as a guest on the stage; the fan who received a response to a letter he had written; the family who had a photo taken with Don Messer when his tour bus came to town. 

			A frisson goes through the churchyard. Despite the din of traffic, they have heard a rustle of clothing and the creak of old wood. Those inside have stood to acknowledge the entrance of the grieving family. Though they cannot see them, they feel that they know them well, can list who is walking in. Those fortunate enough to be inside expect to recognize the individuals, and some of the faces do seem familiar, similar to those seen in the photographs accompanying articles in Maclean’s and Chatelaine during the last few years. They are changed now in grief, gracious smiles nowhere in evidence. 

			Naomi comes first, dark rings under her eyes, shaken by the change in her status from wife to widow. She will say later that she has no memory of anyone who was present that day. She is followed by her three surviving daughters, Dawn, Lorna, and Janis, and her adopted son Gray. None of the grandchildren are present; Naomi does not want them exposed to the media crush. She wants them to remember their grandfather as they last saw him. 

			There are sisters and brothers who have travelled from Don’s hometown of Tweedside, New Brunswick, extraordinarily proud of their youngest sibling and somewhat amazed at his accomplishments. They are accustomed to well-attended funerals; people in rural communities naturally support each other in times of need. The TV cameras and sound trucks have disconcerted them, as have the print journalists eager to speak with them about their famous brother. They are proud that Don is so well respected, but this intrusion into their grief makes them uncomfortable. 

			The Reverend Dr. Allison MacLean moves to the pulpit. He glances at the coffin, against which leans a violin made of flowers, a tribute from Don’s musicians. This service will not be easy for him. His acquaintance with Don’s family began when he was their pastor and friend at Knox Presbyterian Church in Harvey Station, New Brunswick. Now the minister at Calvin Presbyterian, he has continued to be Don’s spiritual leader; indeed, he has baptized two of the children. He speaks eloquently of Don, his love of music and church and community. He uses words like decency and generosity, common enough in a eulogy, but there is substance behind his words. He knows that there is much more to this man than was apparent in the figure people saw on television. 

			He pronounces the benediction and people rise from their seats, glad for the chance to move, to stretch and shift in the straight-backed pews. They feel they have been present at a historic event and are eager to share the experience with friends and family. Suddenly, without introduction, a voice rises from their midst. A man begins to sing alone, his voice so powerful and rich that it reaches every nook and cranny of the church and reverberates off the walls. The mourners hesitate, unsure now whether the service is indeed over. They seat themselves, confused and a little embarrassed that they may have appeared overeager to leave. Jammed together again, they try to crane their heads around to see who is singing.

			The commanding tenor voice comes from a man three-quarters of the way back. He is the only one standing now in this crowd of several hundred, but it is difficult to see his features, dressed as he is in a long black trench coat with his hat pulled low over his brow. He sings “How Great Thou Art” in a voice so strong that mourner Bill Guest says, “It could probably have been heard a mile away.” Don Tremaine looks at Bill and asks him who the man is, a question that is circulating throughout the church. No one seems to know. That is odd for they are sure they recognize the voice.

			The man sings all the verses, his voice rich and pure and beautiful, the voice of a young Charlie Chamberlain before cigarettes and lung disease had taken their toll. The effect on the congregation is like a jolt of electricity. As soon as she is able, with the aid of her family, Mrs. Chamberlain hurries to the back of the church in the hope of speaking with the man, of finding out who he is.

			“But the person never came out,” says Ann-Marie Chamberlain Doyle, Charlie’s eldest daughter. No one remembered him coming in, no one remembered seeing him in the crowd before he began to sing, and no one could find him after the service. Few that knew the group really well had any doubt: it was the spirit of Charlie Chamberlain, come to bid farewell to his friend, to present the final song in the final Quiet Time of Don Messer’s final Jubilee. 

		

	
		
			“You Don’t Get Something for Nothing” 

			The small child creeps up the steep stairs, clinging to the banister, keeping as close as he can to the outer edge of the steps where the boards don’t creak. In his wool stockings, he treads carefully on his tiptoes. He is not generally a sneaky child, but today he is on a mission, and he must not be caught.

			He reaches the top stair and gazes across the large attic His eyes are blue and trusting, usually full of excitement and just a hint of mischief. Today excitement predominates. He glances at the two doors on the far wall that lead to his sisters’ bedrooms. He knows that they are empty, for he can hear Emma, Alice, and Doris in the kitchen with his mother. His brothers are busy milking. 

			The attic is sparsely furnished, with two beds tucked under the slope of the ceiling — one on the west wall, the other on the east. There is a row of hooks for overalls and wool shirts, farm clothing that never makes its way into the chest of drawers reserved for Sunday best and school clothes. Braided rugs soften the wide pine plank floor, and behind him, what little light there is filters through the window in the peak above the stairs. He can see the yard from here, buried deep in snow, and he checks to make sure that no one is coming from the barn. 

			Reassured, he scampers across the room to Andrew’s bed against the west wall. He ducks down and slithers under the cot. Stretching out his fingers, he touches only air. Momentarily, he fears that Andrew has outsmarted him, has hidden it somewhere else. He wriggles further under the bed, his wool shirt catching on the uneven boards, his fingers probing deep into the dark recesses. He touches something that isn’t floor or wall. He has found it, and he lies there, his forehead flat on the boards, as relief and joy flood through him.

			Donald Charles Frederick Messer has found his brother Andrew’s violin. He knows he is not to touch it, has heard Andrew ask their mother to keep him away from it. That doesn’t matter now. He drags the wooden box towards him, backs out from under the bed, and then kneels over the container. It is locked, but he is prepared for that. 

			Taking the penknife out of his pants pocket, he sets to work removing the screws that hold the hinges in place. In his eagerness, he scratches the shiny brass. He continues unfazed, carefully placing each screw in the candle saucer on the dresser. He knows that, to keep up the deception, he will have to replace them before Andrew returns home. Finally he raises the lid and lifts the violin from its bed of newspapers and old rags. Holding it against his chest as he has seen Andrew do, he takes the bow and drags it across the strings, heedless of the noise that carries down the stairs and into the kitchen.

			“The first time he played, I guess he made an awful squawking,” said Muriel Martin, his niece.
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			Donald was five years old when he broke into his brother’s violin case in 1914, not even old enough for school. Doing the forbidden thing is not unusual for a five-year-old, and being told not to touch the instrument might have induced him to do just that. Yet Donald’s interest was not in the defiance, it was in the violin itself: he wanted to make it sing for him as it did for Andrew. He had been trying to get at it for weeks, ever since Andrew left it behind when he went to work in the woods for the winter. 

			“It wasn’t his first attempt,” said Hayes Messer, the son of Donald’s brother George. “He was always in where Andrew kept his violin, and his mother would tell him to come out of there.”

			[image: C1P1page3.tif]

			Margaret and John Messer, Don’s parents. Date unknown.

			Courtesy: Lorraine Hickey/Messer Family.

			Margaret Messer, his pretty and sweet-tempered mother, sympathized with Donald’s love of the fiddle. She had a cheerful nature and a lovely voice, and she sang Scottish and Irish tunes as she worked at the endless tasks that consumed her time on an active farm that, in all, had housed eleven children. Though two of her daughters had married young and two of her sons worked away, there were still seven at home, still meals to make and rugs to braid, pickles to prepare and meat to can. 

			Usually, there would be a quilt in the frame in the parlour. Margaret and eighteen-year-old Alice worked away at it in the afternoons when the sun shone through the window, and they could see to make the tiny stitches. They would hear Donald upstairs in the attic directly above them, running Andrew’s bow across the strings, tentatively at first, discouraged perhaps by his lack of skill. Alice went up once to ask him to bring the fiddle into the parlour where it was warm, but he refused, saying he was fine where he was. It seemed he wanted to make the fiddle work the way it did for Andrew, but he wanted to do it privately. 

			“He’d put the fiddle away,” said Hayes Messer. “But he went back to it three or four times, and one day, my gosh, he was hitting a tune, and Margaret could tell that he was kind of touching on some of those old Scottish and Irish tunes she loved so well.” They grew very close, Donald and his mother, sharing their fondness for “Haste to the Wedding,” “Gloria Moore,” “Bonnie Dundee,” “Top of Cork Hill,” and other traditional melodies.
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			The Messer family had been in Canada for more than seventy years when Donald was born in 1909. William and Alice (Alyson) Messer, his great-grandparents, had embarked from Berwick-upon-Tweed, England. Sailing on the maiden voyage of the Cornelius of Sunderland, they arrived at Saint John, New Brunswick, on July 12, 1837. They brought with them four children: nine-year-old Elizabeth, five-year-old Walter, three-year-old William, who eventually became Donald’s grandfather, and nine-month-old Thomas. Three more children were born in Canada. 

			The Cornelius Settlers, as they and their fellow travellers came to be called, started off as part of a larger group seduced by the promises and extravagant inducements put forth by the New Brunswick Land Company. The NBLC had purchased large tracts of land in the Stanley area, but it was in no position to fulfill its commitment to the settlers it had attracted — a year earlier, many settlers of the Skye Party had actually perished. So terrible was that disaster and so outrageous was the disparity between what was promised and what was provided that the Government of New Brunswick put a stop to the NBLC’s operation until a new commissioner could be appointed. The Cornelius Settlers wanted no future dealings with the company, and instead they petitioned Governor Sir John Harvey directly, seeking to “be allowed to clear a tract of land . . . to be sold to them at as reasonable a rate as practicable, to be paid for by instalments within a given period.” They were not seeking grants; they sought land at a fair price, to be purchased through labour. 

			The scheme worked out well for all concerned. The governor allocated them land along the new highway he was building from Fredericton to St. Andrews and supplied them with a man to teach them to fell trees. They in turn built the road and used their wages to pay for the land. They named their village Harvey Settlement, after the governor; the name changed to Harvey Station when the railway arrived. 

			The three generations separating William and Alice Messer and their great-grandson Donald did not dampen the family’s love for the music of the border country. Living as they did among the descendants of the Cornelius Settlers only solidified their Anglo-Scottish heritage. Fiddling was a central and important part of that tradition.
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			The immediate problem for Donald, with Andrew due home from the woods any day, was getting the fiddle and its wooden container back to rights. He polished the instrument to remove any fingerprints and placed it back in the case. Then he carefully replaced all the screws in the hinges. He knew he had scratched the brass, but he hoped rather wistfully that Andrew might think the marks had been there already. He waited and worried, a little frightened of Andrew’s reaction. 

			On his first evening home, Andrew pulled the violin case out from under his bed. He’d missed the instrument and was eager to play. The lock looked sound, but he noticed immediately that the hinges were scratched. He tramped down the stairs to ask his mother, “Has Donald been at my fiddle?” Margaret admitted that indeed he had and that Andrew would be doing him a kindness if he would leave the case unlocked in the future. 

			Andrew reacted far better than anticipated. “He didn’t want to see it broken,” said Hayes Messer. The fact that Donald was the youngest in the family probably helped. His brothers and sisters doted on him, warmly teasing him as the “runt of the litter,” not just because he was the baby but also because he was tousle-haired, small, pink-complexioned, and the furthest thing from rowdy. Donald (who was never called Don until he became a bandleader and remained Donald to his family his entire life) knew to be careful. Andrew was a very good fiddler, and he treasured that instrument. 

			Donald also knew that if Andrew went out west that summer as planned, he would likely take the fiddle with him. A lot of the local boys boarded the train in Harvey Station, just sixteen kilometres away, and rode more than four thousand kilometres to Regina to work the wheat harvest. Andrew would be gone from August into the fall, returning in time to head to the woods for the winter. Donald recognized that soon the fiddle would be gone for good. He needed his own. 

			“But there wasn’t much money in those days,” said ninety-nine-year-old Emma Treadwell when she was interviewed in 1995 about her brother Donald. “We had a good home, but my father took every cent he could earn to feed his cows and his horses and his pigs. We weren’t paupers, but we had no great amount of money. He [Donald] thought he’d buy his own fiddle, so he sent away and got a bunch of chewing gum, and he was going to go around and sell it,” she recalled, “to earn enough to buy a fiddle from Eaton’s. A dollar ninety-eight it cost. He had pretty good luck selling gum, and he got his fiddle and he learned how to play. He was clear full of music.” 

			That is one version of the story. The other is that Donald’s older brothers and sisters got together and bought him that first instrument. Either way, $1.98 didn’t buy a good-quality violin, and Donald looked for a better one. He heard of a competition sponsored by a seed company that offered the choice of a violin or a box camera as a prize for selling quantities of seeds. With characteristic determination, he trudged the roads, selling packets of seeds to neighbours and relatives. When he had sold the requisite amount, he sent for his prize. The violin that arrived had been shipped in a cardboard box; it was in splinters, utterly unusable. Donald cried when he opened the package, and then he went back to his Eaton’s special. 

			The Messers may not have had much money, but they were industrious. John Messer, Donald’s father, was well respected as a builder. If a barn needed building, John was the man everyone wanted. Almost single-handedly he would trim the logs, lay out the framing, and do the mortise and tenon work to make the posts fit together. When he was ready to erect the frame, all the men in the community would gather to help. 

			“Same thing with a barn roof that needed shingling, that same group of men would all hit the roof and tear the old shingles off and put the new ones on in a day,” said Hayes Messer. 
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			John Messer, Don’s father, date unknown. 

			Courtesy: Dallas Davis/Messer Family.   

			These were the frolics, the times when the whole community assembled to do in one day what it would take fewer men a week to accomplish. They worked hard from dawn till the work was done, the barn ready to house the livestock. Afterwards, the meal would begin, a feast with pancakes and pork and pies. Where there was food, there was music. Music in this community meant fiddling and piano playing that got people’s toes tapping and heads bobbing, old-time dance music that lifted the heart and brought a smile to everybody’s face. 

			Donald first performed before a crowd at a frolic in 1916. That afternoon, he had ridden with his father in the buggy the ten kilometres to his brother’s farm to attend a barn dance. He brought his fiddle with him, and once they settled the horse in the pasture, his father picked him and his fiddle up and carried them through the crowd to the front of the dance floor. There he settled Donald on a box on top of a trestle table so he could be seen and heard. The seven-year-old knew only one song well enough to perform in public, and he played “The Harvey Quadrille” over and over again until the early hours of the morning, when the women served a meal of baked beans, pork, biscuits, and fried potatoes. 
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			Donald Messer as a twelve-year-old at Tweedside, New Brunswick.

			Courtesy: Messer Family.

			Donald enjoyed performing and people loved the novelty of the child fiddler. With time, he would learn other tunes from his Uncle Jim Messer, his cousins Jimmy, Sandy, and Edison Messer, and his brother-in-law, Margaret’s husband, Charlie Bell. When they were still very young he and his sister Emma, an accomplished pianist, were in demand to play at weddings. While the wedding itself was usually held at the church, the party and supper would be at the family home, where a platform for dancing would be specially built next to the house. Sometimes this platform had a roof in case of rain and boards around the base to keep people from falling off. A piano would be rolled onto it, and there Emma and Donald would play. Many years later, Donald recalled that he spent much of his youth looking as if he had the measles as he couldn’t swat mosquitoes and play the fiddle at the same time. 

			“I wish I had five cents for every dance,” said Emma Treadwell. “Donald was a good little fiddler. He and I were kept on the hop. We played for dances and took up a collection, a lot of five-cent pieces” that would be put in a felt hat set on the sill.

			As small as the take was, Donald was making money from his fiddling. He knew the value of work, was surrounded by people who knew and taught him that you don’t get something for nothing; you have to work for what you want. He may have recognized at this time that his fiddling, not farming or sales, might be the means by which he would buy a better fiddle. Borrowing money was out of the question, a principle so ingrained in the family that even as adults they avoided debt. 

			John Messer instilled other values in his family. While the house might be lightened with the sound of Margaret’s singing in the daytime and Emma’s and Donald’s duets in the evening, the Sabbath was a day of quiet reflection and churchgoing. First they attended the morning service five kilometres away at Knox Presbyterian Church in Manners Sutton, a one-hour trip each way by horse and buggy when the roads were bad. The Messers always sat in the last pew, uncomfortable, though not ashamed that they seldom had a coin to put in the collection plate. After lunch at home, the children would head to Sunday school at the local church, right next to the schoolhouse in Tweedside, and later the entire family would attend evening service there. 

			Sometimes they might be allowed to swim in the evening, or sing and play instruments, but only sacred music was allowed. “John Messer did not even permit whistling on the Sabbath,” said Muriel Martin, his granddaughter. His daughter Emma told how she and Donald broke the rule. 

			I always remember one Sunday. I forgot it was Sunday. Usually after we’d had our dinner, Donald would say, ‘Let’s go and have a tune.’ He wanted me to play the piano or the organ, and he was going to play the fiddle. It happened to be a Sunday, but I never thought of it being one. I said ‘Okay.’ So the two of us went into the parlour to the organ, a great big square Dominion. It was like a piano-cased organ, but it was an organ — you had to pump it. The organ was kept in the parlour, the best room in the house. 

			We went in and we shut the door, pretty nearly shut it, but didn’t close it right up. Of course, when Donald picked the fiddle up, the first thing he would play would be a jig or a reel. Boy, did he ever go for the old jigs! Well, I was right with him, and all of a sudden, the biggest bang came on the door, and that door came right open. 

			Dad was there, and he says, ‘You don’t play that kind of music on the Sabbath! Don’t you realize this is the Sabbath Day?’ No music like that was played on Sundays, no fiddling dancing tunes, gracious no. He put us off that pretty quick. He was a great old dad, but he was pretty strict.

			John Messer also laid down the law about liquor. Emma Treadwell recalled, “I used to hear him telling the boys, I used to hear him giving them a lecture once in a while. He said, ‘I’m going to tell you right now, if you ever come home and have any of those drunks with you, throw them into the woodshed, just not into the house. I don’t want them in my house. Nobody that boozes, I don’t associate with them.’ So, I guess they paid attention. He didn’t care much for liquor, and I never saw the boys coming home full. I never saw them under the influence.” 

			There was certainly liquor around, even though after May 1, 1917, it was illegal to sell liquor except for “scientific, medicinal, sacramental, and mechanical purposes.” Prohibition had no effect on the flow of homebrew from the stills in the community. Donald himself was too young at the time to drink, but later he remembered how the performers at dances would take a good swig at the bottle after every dance. “It seemed to keep them going, gave them a bit of an uplift,” he said. Hayes laughed when he recalled seeing a horse and wagon trotting past, the man still playing his fiddle as the animal took him home. 

			Tobacco was another matter. Donald started smoking as a ten-year-old and continued throughout his life, it seems with the tacit approval or at least the acquiescence of his father and mother. 

			The Messers escaped the Spanish Flu epidemic of 1918, but around that time, Margaret Messer began spending more and more time resting in bed. A once robust and pretty woman, she had delivered eleven children in twenty years. Their birthdates ran like clockwork, starting at nine months after her wedding day and continuing every twenty to twenty-six months: Jannie Maud (April 1889), Margaret “Belle” (June 1891), Norman Allwood (August 1893), Mary “Alice” Victoria (June 1895), John Andrew Moffat (February 1897), Roy “William” (February 1899), George Connell (October 1900), Harry “Leonard” (November 1902), Emma Elizabeth Ellen (January 1905), Doris Mildred Christina (August 1907), and Donald Charles Frederick (May 1909). Margaret was still having babies when Jannie, her eldest daughter, was having hers, and Donald had nieces and nephews his own age. Margaret’s illness was thought to be “of the feminine organs,” either cancer or some condition resulting from an injury suffered during Donald’s birth. 

			[image: C1P4page10.tif]

			The Messer family in about 1911. Back row: Donald in the arms of Margaret Messer, Emma, Harry “Leonard”; middle row: George, Doris, Jannie Messer Clifford, Alice; front row: John Willis Clifford, Millard Clifford on Jannie’s lap. Courtesy: Dallas Davis.

			“Margaret got poorer and more poorly,” said Lorraine Hickey, her granddaughter. “Donald used to go into her bedroom when she lay
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