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HERITAGE DECISION APPEALED -

On July 20, 1983, a public hear-
ing was held on the A.T.C. Prop-
erties Ltd., proposal for two high
rise towers diagonally opposite
Citadel Hi11 on the former Myers
Motors lot. Along with numerous
groups and individuals, Heritage
Trust appeared in opposition to the
project.

In addressing City Council,
Heritage Trust President,Fred
Matthews said "development of this
site will have a far-reaching effect
on the central historic features
of Halifax - the Citadel, the view
of the Harbour, and the neighbouring
historic buildings. The crucial
position of this site in relation
to these features necessitates the
utmost care and consideration." He
also stated that the proposal would
"adversely affect these historic
features" and would "seriously
damage the prominence of the
Citadel."

With regard to the view of the
Harbour, the President said: "The
proposal would block out a larger
amount of the panoramic view than
any existing building. From Point
"C" on the roadway around the Cit-
adel, the two towers would block
17 degrees of view. This is about
five times as much as the Maritime
Centre, which blocks about three
degrees of view. The building
would be in such close proximity to
the viewer that not only would the
wide sweep of view be Tost but the
sense of space and the distant pan-
orama of water and landscape would
be cut off."

In conclusion, Dr. Matthews said
that the proposal contravened "both
the letter and the intent of the
Municipal Development Plan."

On September 15, 1983, Halifax
City Council rejected the A.T.C.
proposal. In making the motion to
dismiss the proposal, Alderman Nick
Meagher cited a number of policies
in the Municipal Development Plan
which the proposal contravened.

For example, the project was not
complementary to the adjacent
historic building (Policy 7.2.1,
Section III) and was not in keep-

ing with significant views from
Citadel Hil1l (Policy 7.8, Section II).
Voting to reject the proposal were
Aldermen Meagher, Cromwell, Grant,
Nolan and Hamshaw. Those in favour
of the project were Aldermen 0‘Malley,
Downey and Jeffrey.

Unfortunately, City Council's
decision to reject the project has
been appealed by the developer, A.T.C.
Properties Ltd., to the Nova Scotia
Municipal Board. It is hoped that
the Municipal Board will uphold
City Council's public-spirited
decision.
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MAITLAND TOUR -

AUGUST 6.

We had perfect weather for our
visit to Maitland, Selma and Noel
Shore on Saturday, August 6. The
houses we visited were all very
different, but as all were built by
shipbuilders, they were meant to
last. Each had its distinctive
features and points of special
interest.

An unscheduled stop at South
Maitland provided an opportunity to
look over the shell of a Targe,
dilapidated old building recently
bought by Mr. McConnell for restor-
ation and use as Bed and Breakfast
accommodation - a role for which it
should be admirably suited as it
had been a hotel until the 1920's.
As a person of limited "restoration
instinct", I for one would certainly
like to see the end result.

At the W.D. Lawrence Museum,
welcomed Hilary's special 'brew'
and crackers, after which the group
split into three parties to prevent
an overload at any one building.

The Lawrence Museum is well-known
and its story in pamphlet form is
readily available, but we were
treated by the Museum guides to many
tidbits and anecdotes about the home
of the builder of the "Great Ship".

My group then walked to "“Spring-
hurst", the old Putnam House- along
a road edged with beautiful, gently
nodding Queen Anne's Lace. Putnam
and Lawrence,though good friends,
were also keen rivals and to outdo
his friend, Putnam built his home
to the same design but 2" wider and
2" longer than Lawrence's!

we

The present owners, Roy and Joan
Rhyno, have filled their country
home with beautiful treasures, each
with a history. They produced a
little pamphlet on "Springhurst"
especially for us - Jean doing the
artwork, Roy the write-up. It was
a pleasure to be able to visit and
compare the homes of both Putnam
and Lawrence.

In the Field's house, with its
magnificent hand-hewn beams visible
on the ground floor, we heard about
the house ghosts and enjoyed the
superb view over the mouth of the
Shubenacadie River. An album of
"before" snapshots showed a dis-
couraging wreck of a house which
Roger and Lorraine have transformed
into a home to be proud of. They
took on the mammoth task of replacing
windows, doors, sills, etc., but with
the worthwhile results that are
obvious today.

Since 1832, when the house was
built for Mr. Widden, the shipbuilder,
the house has changed hands several
times; for a period it was owned by
Archibald MacCullum - a "hard man" -
and Tater by Lockhart Lawrence, brother
to William D. Lawrence and also a
master shipbuilder. Among the inter-
esting features are the curve of the
banister, carved from a solid block
of wood skillfully reproduced by
a local carpenter; the original up-
stairs floor boards which cross the
house and continue under the walls
of the bedrooms; and the plaster
fantasy of fruit and flowers in one
of the bedrooms, lovingly restored
by Lorraine. At the rear of the
house there is a somewhat intricate
system of nursery, nursemaid's room
and a short back stair leading to
what was once a servant's attic bed-
room.

There was "Open House" at the home
of member Barbara Whitby. This house,
next door to the Lawrence Museum is
one of the oldest in the village and
full of old-worid charm. At one time
this was the home of Lucy Widden, and
the name "Lucy" has been scratched on
many of the window panes.

The 14-room home now owned by
Roger and Maisie Crowther is very
much in a state of restoration. Built
in 1830 the house has had several
owners and served many functions
including that of a hotel and during
World War II, as a billet for airmen



training in the area for the legend-
ary "Operation Dambuster".

Roger went into fascinating
detail of what still remains to
be done. He showed us the recently
installed reproduction Romford fire-,
place, the surrounding brickwork of
which still has to be finished. By
dint of much stripping and scraping
Maisie has uncovered the beautiful
panelling of the top floor.at the
front of the house. The upstairs
rear contains a huge open room under
the roof, with "mezzanine" sleeping
quarters (where the warm air is!).
In 1870 the rear of the house had
been raised from 1% to 2% storeys
and Crowthers found the original
roof underneath the second one.
Many members expressed a wish to
make a return visit to see the fin-
ished product.

Along Ferry Lane is the sturdy
100-year ol1d home built by Captain
Caleb MacKenzie who operated a
ferry from his property across
the River in the days when Maitland
was a bustling community. Mr. and
Mrs. Conrad Harroun now own the
house and had very kindly invited
Mrs. Cornelius, a long time resident
of the area,(whose family had also
operated the ferry service for many
years) to be on hand to talk about
the past. A very long day for an
old lady, but she really brought
the past alive with her stories of
the hustle and bustle of 70 years
ago. Before we left Mrs. Harroun
showed us a family album which
contains pictures of the property's
resident Bald Eagles.

On the way back to Halifax via
Noel Shore, we stopped at the East
Hants Museum, housed in what was
originally a neat little United
Church dating back to 1865.

A delightful young man with flaming
red hair, whose grandfather, Mr.
Rex McKeil, had initiated the
museum project in 1980, gave us a
talk on the history of the Selma
area.

Finally we paid a quick call on
Mrs. Mabel Scott at the Dapple Grey
Motel, Noel Shore, who showed us
several of her beautiful award-win-
winning quilts. A magnificent example
of her handiwork is treasured at
Springhurst" it pictures a scale
model of "The Great Ship" against a
blue background with quilt-stitched
nautical motifs. C

Well worth a few moments scrutiny
is the bridal tableau adorning the
front Tawn of the motel. The model
bride and groom in antique dress,
riding in a genuine carriage, drawn
by a model dapple grey mare is
quite an eye-catcher!

Somewhere along the way we found
time to stop for a box lunch in the
Selma picnic park overlooking the
Cobequid Bay, and a rather indifferent
afternoon tea at the "Great Ship Inn.
Attractive surroundings but a dis-
appointing meal to Heritage Trusters
spoiled by the community catering
which the Trust is usually able to
arrange for us. Betty Smeltzer of
Maitland who plans to write a history
of the Maitland area read from her
copious notes after our tea.

AT1 told - it was a grand day.
Doris Butters.




THANKSGIVING

WEEKEND TOUR OF CAPE BRETON

OCTOBER 8, 9,

10, 1983.

About 60 of us toured Cape Breton
by coach and car on Thanksgiving
Weekend. After a cool, damp, early
start, a hot soup-and-cracker break
at a roadside park was most welcome.
Just beyond the Causeway we picked
up our guide, Norma MacKay, who en-
Tivened the drive with details on
the points of interest which we
passed. After a brown bag Tunch at
Wycocomagh in a pleasant picnic
park surrounded by wooded hills,we
resumed our drive to Baddeck, where
we made our first stop at the Angli-
can Church of St.Peter and St.John.

The church dates back to 1883 and is,

I understand, two churches put to-

gether.

We were welcomed by Dr. C.N.
(Tabby) Bethune who filled us in on
the history of the area and pointed
out the many interesting features
of this delightful 1ittle church -
such as the old Saxon stone font.
The building is never closed said
Dr. Bethune and often on summer
nights cyclists will sleep there,
usually leaving nice Tittle "thank
you" notes next morning. But on
one occasion some kids went in and
threw the prayer books around -
then signed the Guest Book!

Our next stop was just around
the corner at the Bell Museum - a
light, airy, attractive home for
the
By now the sun was shining and we
could really appreciate the sweep
of hills and lake viewed from the
vantage point of the Museum roof
garden. Individual maples had turn-
ed, but the overall picture was of
bronze rather than flame - except
for the brilliant scarlet Euonymus
hedge offsetting the more sombre
tones of the buildings.

We were then driven to St.Ann's
Gaelic College and its Hall of the
Clans, and nicely arranged pictorial
story of the plaid, the development
of Highland dress, tartans, armour

and heraldry. I did hear one com-
plaint - the Scottish castles should
have had their names appended. Show
cases with Tife-size manikins dis-
played various tartans and how they
are used in different styles of
dress. I was particularly intrigued
to Tearn that the original rough,
home-spun plaid doubled as a sleep-
ing blanket. To wear it a man laid
his blanket, loosely pleated, onto
@he ground over his belt; then 1ly-
ing on the blanket with the pleats
at knee level, he pulled the belt
around his waist and fastened it.

Standing up he wrapped the rest of the

the blanket around his shoulders and
arms Tike a shawl (looked easy
enough in the picture, anyway!).

A miserable dinner at the Tartan
Village Restaurant followed, but
quite frankly I would rather have
spent the time in the Hall of the
Clans.

After the meal we went back to

widely diverse Bell memorabilia.

St. Ann's for an impromptu ceilidh
put on by members of the Tocal histor-
ical society and "M.C.'d" by the very

1ively Rev. MacDonald. Gaelic sing-
ing, dancing, piping and storytelling
was followed by a milling frolic, in
4hich quite a number of Trusters
joinaed. A11 it lacked was a little
fiddle music. The ladies of the

society had even prepared tea and
home-baked goodies to round off a

delightful evening.

We stayed overnight at the Tele-
graph House, with its lovely homey
fire-1it sitting room, and on Sun-
day morning took to the road again
and headed for Louisbourg. Although
it was out ¢f season the staff at
the Fortress put on a really good
show for us, many in costume going
about their daily tasks. We were
treated to a rousing demonstration
outside the Guardhouse by three
drummer boys, while two of their
colleagqaes chopped wood- In one
0f the kitchens we weve given tins
on cooking over an open fire, how
the heat circulates and how to use
a spit.
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After dividing into two groups
we were taken around the Fortress
with the emphasis on the townsite
of which only one quarter has been
rebuilt. Our guide was lucid and
fluent and told us not only the
history of the area but how Louis-
bourg was restored, where the
materials came from and how they
compared with the originals. We
learned how unemployed miners were
trained in old techniques of furn-
iture making, plastering, masonry,
metalwork, etc., and how they blended
modern materials with old techniques
to produce their authentic looking
reproductions.

By assuming the character of
persons who actually lived in the
Fortress 140 years ago, the members
of Louisbourg have managed to bring
history alive. Their research into
character disclosed the distinctions
of class at that time, vices and
virtues, attitudes towards children
and their education for a fixed
station in 1ife; how rogues and
offenders were treated, and so on.
Picot, one of their best adminis-
trators was so crooked he was
eventually exiled to Switzerland..
A drunk who got into the garrison
Church and started re-arranging the
books etc., got a 1ife sentence and
was forced to walk through the
frozen streets wearing a sign read-
ing "“"Defiler of Religious Places" !

Before a hearty Soldier's Lunch
in one of the taverns, we viewed the
two companion paintings by Parker -
one a panoramic view of the town
from one of the fleet of ships in
the harbour, the other a view of
the town and harbour from the hill
behind the Fortress.

After lunch we again divided into
two groups for workshops and slide
talks on (a) Architecture and Rest-
oration of Fortress Louisbourg;

(b) Military Life of Fortress Louis-
bourg; (c) Fishing and Merchant
Trades, Inns and Cabarets:; and

(4) People of the Town. Time
permitted us to take in only two

topics per group before heading back
to town. A few of us, however, did
manage a jaunt across the marsh to
the shore, to take a breather and
look at the memorials. Being a rare,
bright sunny day we had a clear view
of the town and harbour mouth.

Qur special thanks to Hope Dunton,
Director of Visitors' Service, and
our own Pam¢ Collins, who worked
together co-ordinating the program.
Hope also helped with providing the
Soldier's Lunch.

Qur second night was spent at
the Fleur de Lis Motel, where we
enjoyed an excellent Thanksgiving
Dinner in the company of the Mayor
of Louisbourg, Mr. Harvey Lewis,
his wife, and members of the Staff
of Fortress Louisbourg. Speaking
to us after dinner Mayor Lewis re-
minded us of the beginning of the
restoration as a work provider, and
spoke of his hopes and plans for
the future economy of the area.
certainly hope they come to an
early fruition.

We

Some of us stayed a little longer
to chat and listen to Archie (the
motel owner) sing and play his guitar
but by this time we were beginning
to feel sleepy after another Tlong
day of touring.

On Monday morning - after a
quick trip to the Louisbourg Centre
Gift Shop, opened specially for our
members, we left for Sydney.

We were greeted at the old Lyceum
by Ken Donovon who told us some-
thing of the history of the town and
of the historical society's efforts
to restore as much as possible of
01d Sydney, The Lyceum, a vaude-
ville theatre until 1951 is being
renovated to provide a permanent
museum on the first floor; a C.B.
School of Crafts on the second, and a
home for performing arts, lectures,
etc., on the third floor.



It was a nice day but with such
a cold wind that we scuttled pretty
quickly to our next stop - the 200
year old St.George's Anglican Church,
built by military engineers as the
Garrison Chapel. St. George's
carries the Royal Charter, presented
by George III and as the Rev. Mel.
Findlay informed us "...the Rector
is the only person allowed to hunt,
fish, etc. anywhere on Charter
lands."

The church bell is made out of a
cannon from the Crimea, but their
greatest treasure is a Chippendale
chair given by the officers of
Lord Nelson's flagship "Victory",
for use as the Bishop's Chair.
Except for its 'mates' on the "Vic-
tory" now in Portsmouth Harbour,
this is the only one of its kind
in existence. St. George's also
contains some very attractive
stained glass windows, now grad-
ually being restored at great
expense and as funds permit, with
the addition of protective screens
to guard against damage by snow
ploughs, vandals etc. Rev.Findlay
pointed out how the faces in the
windows had disappeared as a
result of the fumes from the steel
plant.

We had time before lunch to visit
St. Patrick's Church now in use as a
Museum, the Cossit House,and to take
a short walking tour to look at
buildings on Charlotte Street which
date back to 1790-1798.

Lunch at the Petit Jean Restaurant
was a very good traditional boiled
beef dinner, well served, in the
gracious surroundings of another old

home. But by now we were having to
‘push on' as we still had to visit
Iona.

This time we drove along the
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eastern shore of Lake Bras d'Or, again

with impressive vistas at every turn.
We noted that in three days the

colours had changed and were now
more glowing. Across the ferry and
on to Iona (Tovely name) where we
were greeted by a piper on the hill

and Brian MacCormack who had co-
ordinated this part of our tour and
opened up the Village especially
for us, although past the tourist
season.

I wish we could have had more
time, not only in the Village itself,
but just to stand and stare at the
breathtaking vista Perched on
the side of a hill overlooking the
water, the Village depicts the
changes in the way of life of Scot-
tish settlers - from the settlements
of rural people in the Scottish
Highlands before emigration, to
the first shelters and dwellings
they built in the new and often
harsh environment of Nova Scotia,
and the permanent homes, public
buildings, shops and farms they con-
structed as they learned to cope and
flourish. The Taigh Dubh or "Black
House" of Scotland was so primitive

I wonder how anyone survived at all!
And then a final meal - salt cod
and sour cream, turnips, 'spuds’'

cooked in their jackers, home-baked
bread andginger cookies, washed down
with tea or coffee. A meal put on
by the local women, but this time
open to 'the neighbours', who come
in  from miles around, old and
young; all of us pressed together

in cheerful friendliness. Pity

we had to rush, but it was time to
start for home.

We had much to reminisce over -
the places, the scenery, and the
kindness of 211 those who gave up
their holiday so that we could en-
joy ours. And, as always, it also
brought back a few memories to
several of our members.

And one last point - I should
mention the good, careful and
interested bus driver who did his
share in making it such a nice
weekend.

Doris Butters.
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ON A CAPE BRETON LEGEND -

It seems appropriate to tell the
tale of a Cape Breton character to
coincide with the Trust tour to the
IsTand. Who is the most incredible
person from the area? The Cape
Breton Giant? (I don't mean Mr.
MacEachen). Perhaps it is
Henriette Le Jeune who outlived
her second husband by 102 years.

It is typical of historical re=
search that we are not even certain
of her name. She is referred to as
Harriet, Jeane, and Maria Henriette
with the Tatter name being the most
likely. She was born in Paris in
1743 (or maybe 1741). She was
married about 1756 at the age of 13.
There was one child called either
"Erische' or 'Eusebe'. Her husband
died rather quickly, perhaps en
route to Louisbourg, possibly
drowned. She married again - Capt.
Lemuad Briand, who was killed in
the second seige of Louisbourg. A
widow a second time with a child,
before age 17.

On 18 March 1793 she married
James Ross. He had emigrated from
Scotland in the last quarter of the
eighteenth century. They moved to
North East Margaree in 1801 where
she was the first white woman. They
lived there for the remainder of
their Tong lives.

Granny Ross, as she is best known,
started immediately to administer
to the medical needs of all the in-
habitants of the area, Indian and
white. She was the Tocal midwife
until she was very old. She is
most fondly remembered for her
nursing during a smallpox epidemic.
A cabin was built in the woods and
all sufferers were isolated there.
Granny had brought vaccine from
France and used it successfully on
her patients. She was wise enough
to draw vaccine from one of her
patients and seal it for future use.
The next epidemic was seventy years
later. Granny had died, but some-
one remembered her vaccine, found

it in her medical kit and used it
successfully.

James and Granny had four children.
James and Mary Barbara died young.
Joseph married Sarah Burton. They had
ten children and descendents continued
to farm N.E. Margaree. Their last
child, Jean, married Brazeil Ryan and
moved to Newfoundland.

Granny brought her own gun from
Louisbourg and is reported to have
killed two bears - one was shot at
her cabin door when she was in her
eighties or so the story goes.

She made several trips back to
France both before and after marry-
ing James Ross. Her father returned
with her after one trip to live with
her. He died in Margaree in 1825
(when she was 82). She died, respect-
ed and well-known in 1860 and is
buried in N.E. Margaree.

Well, that's the story, passed
down by acquaintances and kin who
had known her. More recently, a
marriage record has been found of
a wedding to Lemuad Briand de Gong
26 August 1786, twenty-eight years
after his supposed death. Did
Granny get confused? Are other
dates wrong? I hope not - it is
too good a story.

Ian McKee
---000---







