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 It was a magnificent summer day back in September when folks from Pleasant Valley gathered 

at Lame Angus’ place on Eigg Mountain to reminisce and share stories, history and old photos of their 

community.  Lame Angus MacEachern is long gone but his house, outbuildings and property remain in 

the possession of family connections who continue the upkeep and maintenance of the place.  With no 

school, church or other gathering place, it becomes a tad more difficult to maintain that spirit that keeps 

small communities intact and alive but the folks who gathered that afternoon at Lame Angus’ are a tight 

knit group who intend to preserve their identity.   

 Yvonne Maas, who organized this event, has been gathering and collecting stories and history 

for years now.  She and her husband, Francis, settled in this picturesque valley community twenty-six 

years ago.  While genealogy is her first passion, Yvonne loves collecting old photos and stories.  A 

notebook and pen are never far away, just in case there’s another story that needs to be recorded.    

 Many of Yvonne’s guests share her passion for preserving the character and the history of the 

district of Pleasant Valley.  Some live in the neighbourhood, others once lived there.  Some even 
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brought family members.  All were interested and all participated.  The “Big Allan” girls, Mary 

MacDonald and Theresa MacDonald-Pushie, come from up the MacDonald Road.  The Purcell sisters, 

Agnes MacDougall, Donna Proctor and MarieMacLellan, grew up at what was once Baxter’s place, right 

in the heart of the valley, on what is today the Van Oirschot farm.  Mary MacLellan and Catherine 

MacDonald, the “Big Dan” MacGillivray girls, come from that lovely old farm on the turn as you start 

climbing the road to Eigg Mountain.  Catherine still lives there.   

Need I mention that nicknames flourish in “the valley”?  Like Lame Angus and the others, Robbie 

MacDonald has always been identified by one name or another but then his father was known by 

several different names: “Red Ranally”, “Ronald Joseph” and “Ranally Johnny”, to mention a few.  As if 

one nickname wouldn’t suffice!     

Some of Lame Angus’ relatives came to join in on the fun too.  Ellen MacDonald’s grandmother, 

Minnie, was Lame Angus’ sister while Theresa MacEachern’s father, Dan, was his brother.   Charlie 

Teasdale came because his mother, Kitty MacLellan, was born out at the end of the road and so the 

families were close neighbours – well, so to speak.     

 The drive up to Lame Angus’ quickly illustrates that this is clearly no place for timid souls.  The 

area has a spectacular beauty that is, without a doubt, irresistible but Mother Nature created some 

challenges here too.  When Angus Aurelius MacEachern was born on April 27, 1899, he came into a 

rugged, unforgiving world.  Winters are extremely harsh up here.  With his disabilities, Angus would 

require a strong character and a forgiving disposition to survive on Eigg Mountain.  

 That Sunday back in September, I was soaking up the sun and the scenery as I drove along in 

Ron’s old diesel truck.  I may be familiar with Pleasant Valley and Maple Ridge but I had never been into 

Lame Angus’ place.  To be honest, I had never heard of him before this.  “Just turn in at the mailbox,” 

Yvonne told me, as if it would be around the next corner.  I turned onto the Maple Ridge Road at the old 

schoolhouse where Mary MacLellan lives, past Theresa MacEachern’s and past that scenic old property 

of “Big Dan’s” on the right.  The road continued to climb past the splendid blueberry fields until, finally, 

just before the towers, I spotted the mailbox.  I drove in expecting to see the old place but the narrow 

road continued on and on.  When I had finally given up hope of finding any place, I drove into a large 

clearing and there was Lame Angus’.   I marveled at the open fields surrounding the house, barn and, 

yes, privy that are, today, just a summer place.  This is Eigg Mountain and people once lived here.  

 Jocelyn Gillis arrived with the museum’s collection of photos, history and census records.   It’s 

amazing what one can glean from a few old records.  The 1871 Census shows Lame Angus’ grandfather, 

Allan, farming the property back then.  Allan was forty years of age – a widower raising four children, all 

between the ages of five and twelve.  Allan’s older brother and sister were still part of the household.  

Allan, born in Scotland around 1830, had probably been just a child when his family came to Nova 

Scotia.   

 The Agricultural Returns indicate that, back in 1871, Allan was fairly well established.  He had a 

house, two barns, two vehicles (either wagons or sleds), one plow and two hundred acres of land, forty 

of which were cleared.  Ten of these forty acres were pastureland.  That year, Allan harvested 120 



bushels of oats and fourteen bushels of buckwheat.  Two acres of land had yielded 200 bushels of 

potatoes.  Another ten acres produced twelve tons of hay.  From the one-quarter bushel of flaxseed 

came ten pounds of flax for linen production.  Allan had two mature horses, six “milch” cows and five 

other horned cattle.  He had twelve sheep but no pigs.  That year, only one animal went for slaughter.   

These early settlers had to be self sufficient. 

Women, and no doubt children, were particularly busy back then.  That year they managed to 

produce 360 pounds of butter and 120 pounds of cheese.  Out of the fifty pounds of wool produced, 

fifty yards of cloth were woven.   

Farming wasn’t the only work for which men were responsible back then.  Fourteen cords of 

wood were cut that year.  (Firewood was, of course, their only means of heat.)  We were a tad surprised 

to learn that Allan owned twenty fathoms of nets and seines and that five barrels of herring were 

produced that year.  Were they going up over the mountain to do their fishing at Arisaig?  Charlie 

Teasdale seems to think so but reminds us that it is seven miles to Arisaig.   

 The 1891 Census shows Allan still very much head of his household.  His adult sons, Donald, 

John, Ronald and Hugh are all still living at home but Hugh, the youngest, is married with three young 

children.  Ten years later, Allan remains head of the family but now only Hugh and his wife, Ellen, and 

their nine children live in the house with Allan.  The house is hardly what we would consider spacious or 

sprawling.  Today the upstairs is an open loft but at one time it consisted of a couple of small bedrooms.  

I’m amazed at so many people living in this house – but the 1911 Census leaves me speechless.  Hugh is 

now head of the family.  He and Ellen have thirteen children.  (They would even be blessed with more.) 

Old Allan, now in his eighties, still lives with them.  So, too, do Allan’s son, John, and Allan’s sister, Ann, 

who lived with the family forty years before.  In 1911, there were eighteen people living in this house!   

 Theresa MacEachern was born on Eigg Mountain.  In fact, she lived in this very house with her 

family until she was four or five years old.  That’s when the family moved down off the mountain.  She 

recalls that a lot of old people moved into this house instead of going to the County Home.  People 

seemed to take care of their own back then.  Theresa, herself, used to come up here to take care of 

Lame Angus.  At the same time, it wasn’t uncommon for several generations to live together in the old 

family home as we see here.  Donna Proctor tells the story of one relative who once came for a visit to 

the Purcell home and ended up staying for ten years. 

Charlie Teasdale recalls the story of the two Power women from further up the Maple Ridge 

Road who came to live here too.  Their mother was a MacEachern from this property and so they would 

have been connected.  “You can’t imagine what it was like for women to live alone back then.  There 

would be no one to get their wood.”  One clearly couldn’t survive the harsh winters without firewood.  

Charlie recalls how, back then, these women would walk down the mountain and all the way in to town.   

In time, even Angus left the mountain.   “Why?” I asked Charlie Teasdale.  “Try to live here in the 

wintertime!”  The winter snow, isolating as it is, always stays much longer on the mountain and, 

inevitably, delays spring planting.  Early frosts wreck havoc on the necessary harvest.  Up here, Mother 

Nature rules supreme.  Charlie Teasdale recalls the time when, back in the 1950s, they put a new roof 



on a big barn up here.  Hurricane winds picked up the roof and lifted it up over the house and landed it, 

intact, on the other side.  Little wonder that folks moved entirely off the mountain.   

Lame Angus is gone but his memory clearly lives on.  His nickname is self explanatory but the 

details of his condition want explaining.   The story goes that Angus was kicked by a horse when he was 

just a little boy.  This injury left him with one leg shorter than the other and, apparently, an open sore on 

his hip.  Angus’ schooling was short lived because of this injury and the cruelty of other children.  On his 

first day of school, kids teased him and he never went back.  Still, Charlie says, Angus was a smart fellow 

who could trace his people back to Scotland.  His disabilities certainly didn’t prevent him from owning a 

vehicle.  “He couldn’t drive worth a sh-t but he always had an old vehicle.” 

It appears that 

Angus was a bit of a local 

legend.   Back in the 

1940s, he killed one the 

biggest bears that was 

ever seen in these parts.  

News of the kill was 

posted in papers from 

here to Western Canada 

and down into the United 

States – according to 

Charlie Teasdale.  Angus 

travelled around 

Antigonish with his prize 

kill for a week.  Mary 

MacDonald still 

remembers that event.  

The year was 1943, to be exact, because Angus arrived at the “Big Allan” house on the day of her sister’s 

wedding.  They had a platform set up for dancing when he landed to show off the bear.   

The part of the story that must be told is the fact that the bear hadn’t been too difficult to 

capture.  Truth be told, Angus had an affinity for the bottle and kept a couple of stills in the woods 

around his property.  It so happens that the bear discovered one of these stills and enjoyed the contents 

so immensely that he was left quite inebriated.  What most folks didn’t know was that Angus had killed 

the bear with a crowbar.  

Marie MacLellan, who wrote a history of Pleasant Valley, recalls how their mother, a nurse, was 

often called to deliver babies and to check in on those in the area who were known to imbibe a tad 

more than necessary.  On occasion she was called to check Angus’ pulse too.   Yet, more often than not, 

it was Angus who was lending a helping hand.  All who gathered agreed that Angus had a sixth sense for 

knowing just when someone needed help.  “If a woman was all alone and going to have a baby, he’d 

land in the yard to help or he’d run get help.”       

                            Photo courtesy of Charlie Teasdale. 



Donna Proctor remembers coming up to Angus’ farm as a little girl to play with his nieces and 

nephews when they’d come home from New York.  “It was a novelty to have someone from away.”  

Playing in the haystacks with their summer friends, the Purcell girls never thought to ask for a trip to 

town.  The Pleasant Valley area provided lots of activities to keep the girls entertained.  When they 

weren’t playing with their American friends, they might be picking berries.  Pleasant Valley was known 

for its blueberries even back then.  Often times, their mother would make the girls take a lunch when 

they’d go berry picking; their dishes had to be filled before they could return home.   

As in most rural communities, these people created their own entertainment, whether it was a 

house dance, a wedding or a wake.  “One of these MacEacherns was a piper,” Charlie Teasdale informed 

us.  Sure enough, the 1886 Voter List identifies old Allan MacEachern as “Piper”.  Did any of his children 

play the pipes?  We don’t know but we do know that entertainment wasn’t confined to the community.  

Charlie Teasdale indicated that these folks were related to people on Browns Mountain and that they 

would actually walk to the next mountain for dances.   

 Charlie assured us that a good many wakes were held up at Lame Angus’ over the years.  

“People would compete to tell the wildest stories to stay awake.”  Theresa MacEachern agreed.  “Those 

stories would scare the life out of us.”  Folks stayed up all night with the body laid out in the front room.  

“Was there any rum?” Francis Maas inquired.  “Lots of moonshine,” Charlie assured us.  “After the 

funeral, you’d wonder who had the best stories,” Theresa added.  “The imagination of those people!” 

Harsh winters, isolation and hardship fostered some wonderful folklore.  A large “strange” rock 

some distance away was the object of some speculation.  “They say that babies were buried there when 

they couldn’t get to Arisaig.”  Arisaig was the parish for the early settlers on Eigg Mountain but it was 

seven miles away and hardly accessible in the dead of winter.   Maybe there’s something to that story 

after all. . . . 

 Whether these stories are entirely fact or 

mixed with folklore doesn’t really matter.  What is 

important is the fact that we’ve been able to record 

and preserve some of the spirit of the people who once 

lived in this community, just five miles from town but 

sometimes a lifetime away.  In her history of the 

Pleasant Valley area, Marie MacLellan notes that 

electrical power finally came to this district in 1953 – 

sixty years after the town got its power.     

Still, it was these very limitations and hardships 

that fostered strength of character and that refreshing 

spirit of hospitality so often found in country folk and clearly evident right there on Eigg Mountain that 

splendid afternoon back in September.   A scrumptious lunch was served but the storytelling continued 

entirely uninterrupted.  All the while, the teapot simmered on the back of the old kitchen stove.   

       cjmmacgillivray@eastlink.ca      Catherine MacGillivray 

Hanging out in Lame Angus' kitchen:  Catherine, 

Charlie, Theresa, Jocelyn and Yvonne. 



Postscript 

It was after I completed the article on the gathering at Lame Angus’ place on Eigg Mountain that I came 

across Angus’ obituary.  Most death notices are brief and unrevealing but this one is such a delightful 

tribute to Angus that I’ve decided to include it as well.  The stories I collected that afternoon on Eigg 

Mountain are, oddly enough, quite consistent with the obituary except, of course, for the weapon used 

to kill the bear.   

 

    “Lame Angus” Mourned 

Funeral services for the late Angus Aurelius MacEachern, 85, of Hawthorne Street, and formerly 

of Pleasant Valley, Antigonish County, were held this past Sunday in St. Margaret’s Church, Arisaig, with 

Rev. Donald MacDonald officiating.  Burial was in the parish cemetery. 

Mr. MacEachern died July 18 at home.   

Pallbearers were Hugh Dan MacEachern, Ernest MacEachern, Johnny MacEachern, Ralph Caron, 

Hugh MacGillivray and Kenton Teasdale. 

Angus was the eighth child in a family of 15 and is now survived by one sister, Ann (Mrs. Tom) 

MacDonald, Long Island, N.Y.: one brother, Dan, Pleasant Valley; and numerous nieces and nephews. 

Even as a child Angus exhibited the durability of the older generation; surviving diphtheria and 

several accidents which left him with a fused hip and one leg several inches shorter than the other. 

Although he was well known as “Lame Angus”, he refused to be considered disabled and did 

more than his share as he worked throughout Western Canada and in the mines of Butte, Montana. 

While still a young man, he returned to his native home in Pleasant Valley where he worked as a 

farmer and woodsman. 

One of his best-known feats of strength and determination occurred when he attacked a bear 

with an old driveshaft from a car and eventually killed it before the eyes of a petrified onlooker.  The 

bear’s crime was of serious consequences for he had not only killed a sheep but he was caught red-

handed or red-eyed in the very act of guzzling a large vat of brew which Angus had prepared. 

Many years ago his parish priest bore testimony to Angus’ good will and skill as a teamster when 

he said, “Hardly a soul in the parish entered or departed this world without Angus going for the doctor or 

clergyman.”   

Angus’ Home was always open to visitors as well as numerous relatives so frequently that he 

was almost universally called “Uncle Angus.” 

        The Casket, July 24, 1985 



Halloween 

Lore 

                Heritage 

Association board 

member, 

Marguerite Rennie, 

recalls her grand-

father speaking of 

encounters that 

local residents had 

with the Beech Hill 

bochdan.  Folks 

feared for their 

lives.  Finally, it fell 

to the parish priest 

to deal with the 

situation.  Bravely, 

the priest rode off 

on horseback in 

search of the 

bochdan.  A 

struggle ensued.  

Local residents 

went out to where 

the encounter had 

taken place and, 

sure enough, they could see the priest’s hat and evidence in the snow of a tussle that had taken place – 

but that was the end of the bochdan.                                                                             

              Surely there are many more stories out there related to the Beech Hill bochdan.  

It would certainly be nice to hear a few more.  Happy Halloween, folks! 

 We’re updating our website! 

We’re hoping to launch our new site in the New Year.  PARL 

workers Jess Davey and Tony Burton have come to our aid.  Jess will 

be helping us develop our new website while Tony will be assisting 

with technology and hardware issues.  We welcome their input.  

Needless to say, we’ll keep you posted. 



Visitors to the Museum 

Our beautiful fall weather has brought lots of visitors to the 

museum.   Joan and Joe O’Shea from Saskatchewan stopped by 

early in October.  Joan is a descendant of the “Black Bills” 

(MacDonalds) of Ashdale.  Her grandfather was Donald “Black Bill” 

and her mother was Annie Margaret.  Annie went west around 1912 

to teach school and never returned home to Nova Scotia.  She taught 

at various schools in 

Saskatchewan and Alberta.  

She married later in life (at the age of 40) and raised four children: 

Mary Aurelia, Donald Patrick, Ellen Ann and Joan Dolores.  The 

family moved to Edmonton during the building of the Alaska 

Highway and lived there for many years. 

              Recent visitors Marillyn Wright of the Annapolis Valley 

and Margaret MacQuarrie of Victoria, B.C., were assisted in their 

MacQuarrie family search by local researcher, Bill Landry.  

Recent Acquisitions 

 The museum received a collection of DVDs that should be of particular interest to 

genealogists with Cape Breton roots.   

            Cape Breton County Marriage Records: 1850s & 1860s; 1870s; 1880s; 1890s  

            Inverness County Marriage Records: 1862-1908  

            Victoria County Marriage Records: 1864-1918 

These DVDs were produced by the Cape Breton Genealogy & Historical Association and contain 

digital images of original documents. 

 Don Butler brought in a copy of his books:  Close Encounters of a Driving Instructor and More 

Close Encounters of a Driving Instructor. 

Fabric Sale 

The fabric sale last month proved to be a great fundraiser.  We’d like to thank all of our suppliers and 

buyers as well as those who helped out with the sale.   Several non-profit organizations also benefited 

from the donated fabric.   

Volunteers Needed 

The museum is getting a facelift!  To help us get ready for the painters, we’re looking for volunteers to 

assist with boxing and storing items. 



Heritage Association of Antigonish 

Rosalie MacEachern:  A Highland Marriage Contract – A Genealogist’s Discovery  

Those who gathered at the museum this month for Rosalie MacEachern’s presentation knew 

that they were in for a treat.  All genealogists are aware of the obstacles and limitations associated with 

tracing and recording family histories but they also recognize the satisfaction associated with each little 

finding.   Imagine, then, the euphoria that comes with a big discovery! 

Rosalie lives in Stellarton but she’s a local girl, the 

daughter of Vince MacEachern of St. Andrews.   A freelance 

writer, she has worked for various papers in different places, 

all the while tending a husband and four children.  Rosalie 

had a grandfather who was a great storyteller which, of 

course, sparked her interest in history and genealogy but it’s 

her fascination with the role of women in history that sets 

her apart.  Little has ever been recorded about women, yet 

they played such a vital role in history.  “How such amazing 

women can be completely forgotten says a lot about the 

history we were taught.”  To date, she has written a series 

of articles on women pioneers in Antigonish County. 

“A Highland Marriage Contract” is the story of many folks in one family and, once again, a strong 

female character but, this time, Rosalie’s great great great great great grandmother.  Margaret 

MacDonell, was fifty years of age when, in 1801, she settled at Middle South River, just beyond Saint 

Andrews, with her eighty-some year old husband and a family of grown children but some younger 

children too.  She had come from Knoydart on the west coast of Scotland.  While we know little about 

these early pioneers, Rosalie notes that they often left quite a history behind them in Scotland.  “In 

Margaret’s case, she was the daughter of a prominent, well-educated Jacobite family that played a key 

role in the 1745-46 rebellion and they paid dearly for it.”  

Rosalie’s fortunate discovery is the marriage contract of Margaret’s parents, Jannet MacLeod 

and John MacDonell, who were wed in 1723. But how did Rosalie, a researcher in Pictou County, obtain 

a copy of a marriage contract that dates back nearly three centuries?  A meticulous researcher, she had 

stumbled upon some sections of the contract in an old historical account concerning a number of 

highland communities.  Even though she was aware of the existence of the contract, it was some years 

before she finally got her copy from a fellow researcher in Australia who, in turn, had gotten her copy 

from an American who had purchased it from an archivist in Scotland.   

Now, what of the marriage contract?  This document was handwritten by a minister of the 

Church of Scotland, even though John MacDonell was Catholic and this was to be a mixed marriage.  The 

document was signed by the bridal party and twelve other men, hierarchy in the community and all 

Rosalie chats with Andrew Murray after her 

presentation. 



agreeing on a dowry that consisted of sixty cows and 2000 merks – an old Scottish currency and thought 

to be a substantial amount of money.   

John and Jannet had many children of which Margaret was probably the youngest.  Comfortable 

and educated, she likely wanted for little until, of course, the arrival of Bonnie Prince Charlie and the 

Battle of Culloden.  Before long, this large extended family of means, education and international ties 

was trapped in a circumstance not of their own making but one that left many of them imprisoned, dead 

or burned out.  As a result of this, Margaret grew up in a world where women out-numbered men.  Into 

this scenario stepped Dougald MacFarlane, a much older man, coming to teach school in Knoydart.  

They fell in love, married and had nine children.   

Twenty five years later, when most folks would have been well settled into life, Margaret and 

Dougald made the decision to uproot and come to Nova Scotia.  Already they had lots of relatives in 

Ontario but, for one reason or another, they came to Pictou and eventually made their way to Middle 

South River.  One can only imagine Margaret’s concern, travelling with an elderly husband and young 

children to a world so far removed from the one she had once known – one of aristocratic connections, 

military men and education.  Now she was a pioneer. 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

New Members 

We’d like to welcome the following new members:   

Dolorosa Kelly, McArras Brook 
Marlene Graham Pushie, Cloverville 
Marguerite Rennie, Pomquet 
Debbie Hanela, Makinen, Minnesota  
Nancy Peters and Sue Adams, Keppoch. 

In Appreciation 

 A memorial donation was made by Angus MacGillivray in memory of Josie Sullivan.  

 A financial donation was made to the Heritage Association by Marlene Cheng-

MacDonald.  

 

Message from the Chair of the Heritage Association of Antigonish 

                                           “Working today to preserve yesterday for tomorrow.” 
 
 
 Since our last message, we continue to work to build the Association. 
 
We have created an AD Hoc Committee to work on the construction of a web site for the Association 



and to update the existing site for the Museum.  We now have a domain name called 
HeritageAntigonish.ca.  We will provide regular updates on the progress of this project in future 
newsletters. 
 
The Board of Directors recently adopted a measure to reduce, by fifty percent, the required 
membership dues for the Heritage Association of Antigonish for any person who is an existing member 
of the Antigonish Highland Society and wishes to become a member of our Association.  This measure is 
part of our overall strategy to build working partnerships with organizations engaged in promoting 
heritage. 
 
The Board of Director recently approved a Life Membership Award to the following persons: 

Joe MacDonald 
Fraser Dunn 

Bernadette Gillis. 
 

This is in recognition of their significant contribution to the Heritage Association of Antigonish, the 
Antigonish Heritage Museum and Heritage in Nova Scotia.  As Chair of the Association, I would like to 
congratulate Joe, Fraser and Bernadette on their well-deserved achievement. 
 
The Heritage Association of Antigonish held its annual AGM on October 17, 2011.  
 
The AGM elected a new slate of directors.  We are pleased to report that we have several new players 
and we look forward to working with them.  Unfortunately, Bernadette Gillis and Jocelyn Gillis will not 
be returning.  We would like to thank both Bernadette and Jocelyn for their years of service on the 
Board.  Their contribution will be missed. 
 
The AGM was updated on the finances for the fiscal period ending March 31, 2011.  The highlights are 
that we had revenues totaling $ 1,518.01. The vast majority of this revenue was from donations made to 
the Heritage Association of Antigonish.  The expenditures were $ 3,182.05.  Our largest expenditure, in 
the amount of $ 3,020.25, was to the Heritage Museum of Antigonish to enable the Museum to improve 
the display areas and lighting. As a result, we had a deficit in $ 1,664.04.  
 
This highlights the importance of our fundraising efforts.  We would encourage you to remember your 
Association when it comes time to determine the charities that you plan to make a charitable donation 
to for 2011.  We are a registered charity.  To make a tax-deductible donation, you can either drop your 
check off at the Museum or you can mail it to: 

Heritage Association of Antigonish 
20 East Main Street 

Antigonish, Nova Scotia   B2G 2E 

Until next month, take care and God Bless. 
 
 
Angus MacGillivray, BBA FCGA     angus.macgillivray@ns.sympatico.ca 
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