The friends and relatives of Grace Reid lifted
their voices in song at her memorial service on
August 19, 1995, and for those packed into the
chapel at Hulse, Playfair & McGarry, the title
of the song epitomized the person. These
friends and relatives were there to celebrate
the life of Grace, and to mourn her death at the
age of 77.
Grace came into the lives of Ottawa and
Kirk’s Ferry residents in the war years. Born
in the tiny rail stop of Nicholson Siding, near
Chapleau, Ontario, she was a tiny wisp of a
thing at birth; just two and a half pounds
(before the days of incubators for tiny babies!),
a tiny body with big blue eyes, and a will to
live and to love.
After the early death of both parents in the
1930s, Grace Laliberté (Liberty) came to
Ottawa and worked for the federal
government. There she met and married Cecil
Norman Reid.
His career took them with the Army to
Falconbridge, Ontario; care for his ageing
parents (Ada and Charlie Reid) brought them
back to Kirk’s Ferry and the Ottawa area in the
1950s, when Grace worked at MurphyGamble’s, later Simpson’s, snack bar.
Grace worked all her life. One of her
husband’s friends nicknamed her “Tillie,” for

“Tillie the toiler,” prototype of the wartime
working woman. Her energy, dedication and
good humour were exemplary. She was my
adored aunt (my mother was Dorothy Reid,
sister of Cecil), my confidante and model. In
my grandmother’s kitchen she listened to me
and encouraged me, and wrote to me in the
winter when we were in the city. She gave me
my own first personal cook book for my
fifteenth birthday (the Purity Flour Cook
Book, with 875 tested recipes) . . . and I made
at least half of them.
Grace’s world has been filled with friends.
Her warmth and insight turned people from all
walks of life into special people, because that
is the way she saw us. In her 25 years at the
snack bar, she not only made the best
sandwiches, but she listened to and cared
about the host of people who ate those
sandwiches. She endeared herself to her family
by marriage, as her nieces and nephews
(myself included) can confirm. She had no
children of her own, but her love and interest
made us feel special and made her a favourite
aunt among our relatives. She remembered our
interests, and the stories we told her. She
celebrated with us, and shared our concerns.
She loved to travel, and enjoyed seeing new
places and learning about them. She kept
journals of her trips, filled with graphic detail
and observations about people and places,
picturing & remembering places, people and
events. Her view of life was integrated,
realistic and positive. She faced death with
courage and humour, dealing with “God’s
Plan” by visiting with friends and relatives and
sharing special memories with them. Her
terminal illness, ovarian cancer, was diagnosed
in June, and her final weeks were spent at the
Gatineau Memorial Hospital at Wakefield,
Quebec. In this supportive and dedicated
environment she lived out her final time, and
enjoyed her last moments with friends.
Grace Reid was truly a special person. And
all of those special persons whose lives she
touched will miss her amazing grace.

