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We’re delighted that one of our readers has contributed an article for this month’s edition of
the newsletter and we certainly invite others to do likewise. That being said, we’d like to send a special
“thank-you” to Bonita Musial for her story on the Green and White 5¢ to $1.00 Store that once graced
our local Main Street. Located where Marie’s Flowers is today, this establishment was run by Bonnie’s
parents, Ninian and Marie MacDonald. The old Green and White closed in the late 1960s.
“This is a fictionalized story about the Green and White but I tried to make it as historically
accurate as possible,” Bonnie explains. “My sister, Ninette Atwood, provided the photos and the
genealogical details to help tell the story.” You may remember Bonnie from the pink and beige Pontiac
in which she scooted about town.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The Green and White 5¢ to $1.00 Store
“Daddy, what did you call your father?”
I was sitting on the floor with invoice papers,
checking off the contents in the boxes as they
were unpacked. Dad was opening the big
wooden crates that had lots of smaller containers
of toys. He was patient as I found the item and
correctly marked it with a pencil. If something
was missing or not in the right amount, we used
the red leaded pencil. He had taken me with him
to the railway station in Antigonish that morning
as an order arrived for the Green and White.
There was not a person in the whole town or
county he didn’t know – maybe not the name
exactly but at least he knew the family or how they were related or where they lived. The drive to the
station was five minutes and loading the car about one-half hour but it took another hour to talk to
everybody. The people who worked there and the hangers-on who loved to meet the trains all had to
be greeted and jokes were passed back and forth. He had a way of making people feel good, bringing a
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laugh or a smile to the surface, digging up an endless series of stories that had the punch line perfect. It
was a skill called “gift of the gab” in those days. The train station was a pivotal anchor throughout our
lives and the many stories handed down to us.
Back at the store we started the inventory and I loved all these big words. Invoices and
inventories and income tax records all were recorded by hand in ledgers – legal sized hard cover journals
that were stored in the safe. At eight years old I was absorbing an education invaluable for common
sense and understanding human nature. My father was so special that I couldn’t help but imitate
almost everything he did. When he said he called his father “Pa” or “Papa” that was just too different.
He was Daddy to me and probably most of Antigonish called their fathers the same. That is until we
became teenagers and changed to “Dad” to imply how more grown up we were.
Ninian MacDonald was born in 1910 at the east end of Antigonish town into a Gaelic family
descended from pioneers on both sides. They spoke mainly Gaelic at home and he didn’t speak much
English until he started school. There he was made to feel ashamed of Gaelic except that deep down he
liked the fact that they had a secret way of communicating. Dad didn’t have a nickname like his two
best friends from childhood, all three of whom were unrelated MacDonalds but well known as Hooks,
Stuffy and Nin.
Nin’s father was RJ MacDonald born in 1862 in South Side Harbour, son of Alexander, son of
Ranald, son of Laughlin pioneer. His mother was Christine MacDonald, daughter of Dougald the
Counselor and Isabel Cameron, both from Morristown. These Scots talked about the Battle of Culloden
as if it were months ago but there was no regret about leaving the old country. Nova Scotia was their
home with all their energy being spent on survival and striving to make things better. I can’t remember
a time when it wasn’t expected to get as much education as possible, a privilege that was not to be
wasted.
“What was your father like?” Nin chuckled saying his Papa went out to feed the chickens every
morning, pick up the eggs, had a name for each and whispered to them in Gaelic. The hens would fly up
on his shoulders and his hat staying there as he walked back to the house. Papa RJ was in his 80’s then
but he had died in 1948 before I could remember him. Nin said he was quiet and shy but believed in
hard work, always trying to figure out how to make more money. His father came from a large family
who mostly migrated away to work because a farm could only support one family in most cases. Papa
RJ worked more than fifteen years in New York in a firm building pianos, learning the fine craftsmanship
that later helped him to build furniture and repair wagons. He was traveling back to Antigonish one
summer in 1894 but was delayed at the train station in Boston for some reason. There he met a young
woman who was also on her way back to Antigonish for a visit. Her name was Christine MacDonald and
she was working in Boston where she had some older sisters. Papa RJ knew she was from a good family
so he kept writing letters to her for the next year. They married in Boston on Oct. 29, 1895 before
returning to Antigonish to live.
“Times were hard” was the phrase most often spoken about the old days. It did not reflect any
bitterness, more an acceptance of reality which “could be worse”. Their first child Vernie was born in

1896, Dad’s oldest sister who was 14 by the time he was born. Vernie was working and married in New
York by the time Dad’s youngest brother was born in 1915. The “Roaring Twenties” in Antigonish sort of
whimpered by, followed by the “Hungry Thirties” which is what Dad called the depression years. With
his woodworking skills, Papa RJ opened a carriage business where he sold and repaired horse buggies,
built furniture on the side but it was tough with eleven children. He gave the carriage business to his
younger brother Peter who kept it going until he died in 1943. By then cars were coming in and the
future lay elsewhere. It isn’t clear if Papa RJ was insecure about the future but he chose a steady
paycheck with the Canadian National Railway over trying to succeed in business. His dreams were
transferred onto his son Ninian.
Dad’s main employment after leaving school was working in Barter’s bakery in Antigonish
making bread and pies. At the beginning the baking was all done by hand but near the end of eleven
years, they were starting to use machines to mix the dough. Work started at 3:00 a.m. to be ready for
the morning’s fresh bread and Dad even had a dough machine bought and stored with the idea that he
was going to be his own boss one day. He watched and listened to the events all around him, visited his
older siblings who were mainly living in New England by this time. It may have been their influence or
his own impression of the big stores in New York and Boston but he came back to Antigonish with the
idea of starting a general store where the emphasis would be on the least expensive possible. It took
him 11 years to save $500.00 and his sister Vernie believed in him enough to loan him the other $500.00
which was the cost to get started in business.
The Green and White had clothing, kitchen and laundry supplies, personal care items, nonelectric small appliances, kerosene lanterns, candles – all boring to an eight year old.
Dad waited until the Christmas toys were due to
come in to get me to “help” him. He unwrapped
wooden ducks that clacked with motion, small boats
with an elastic band to propel the paddlewheel, tiny
metal cars, alphabet blocks, puzzle books, checker
boards, Monopoly games, slinkies, yoyos, piggy banks. I
felt so important to be helping Dad with the store. He
stopped a minute and whispered “you know your
mother lets me order all the toys since I know what the
children like.” It would be more accurate to say that he
never lost his curiosity and child-like enjoyment of life in
general. By this time he was assembling the larger items
like a red wagon with wooden sides that could perhaps
hold four teddy bears.
“This is a loss leader – can you figure out what that means?” he asked. As he whistled and
hummed, I wondered what could possibly be a loss leader. My head was spinning with all the toys that
would make Christmas happy for Antigonish children. “Does it have something to do with Santa Claus?”

“Well, kind of, in a way. You see most of our customers can’t afford these big toys so they are
put in the window to catch their attention. When people come to town to shop we want them to come
inside the store because that is where they are going to spend their money. They only have nickels and
dimes left over to buy these little toys while they dream about what they would like to buy for their
children.”
“But if no one buys the loss leaders, what happens to them?”
“They get marked down and down until eventually they are sold at less than we pay for them”.
I loved how the store was always “we” and not “I” as it was possible to absorb a whole course in
economics while playing with my father.
“But … there must be some people who can afford the expensive toys.”
“Of course there are but those are not the ones who shop in our store. They go to New Glasgow
and Halifax but we cater to the country folk who appreciate having us here. We have a country store in
town.”
The Green and White 5c to $1.00 store opened on Main Street in 1938 which gave Dad almost
two years before the war rationing started. He could only order supplies based on a percentage of past
records. Unexpectedly the population of Antigonish County now had money to spend since so many
young men joined the armed forces and sent money home. Dad would get misty eyed thinking of the
money he could have made. Now the shelves were mostly bare but there were tricks such as filling up
the spaces with empty boxes and putting the merchandise on the top to make it look full.
Part of the reason we were so involved
with our parents’ business was because we did a
lot of sitting around talking during and after meals
and when company came to visit. Actually we did
the listening but were always included in the
discussions. We worried about bad snow storms
that would keep people from getting to town to
shop but only up until Christmas. After that it
could snow all it wanted because the big shopping
was over.
We knew who didn’t pay their bills, both the ones who couldn’t because of some misfortune but
especially discouraging were the ones who could pay and chose not to. I often saw Dad slip a little toy
or some candy in someone’s parcel before they left. Those were the good people who bought their
socks and brooms and pencils from us. It may have been a couple of months or years before they had
the cash to pay but they always brought back the money. People who think children have to be taught
honesty don’t realize that values are absorbed a long time before words are necessary. Despite the
setbacks and difficulties, Aunt Vernie was paid back in full and Dad was proud to be making enough
money to be comfortable. He never went into debt again.

“What was your favorite toy when you were a kid, Daddy?” He was peering inside a
kaleidoscope. There was dead silence and I knew then that he only had imaginary toys. He didn’t want
me to feel badly about what he missed but I already did so there was that silence.
“Tell me some more stories about you and Mom,” I suggested, changing the topic.
Marie Cormier came to Antigonish with her parents from Iles de la Madeleine at 16 years old in
1929. Her father, Fortune Cormier, bought a farm in West River but later moved to town because of her
mother’s illness. Half her siblings were already married and stayed where they were born. The story
about her father loading his horse on his fishing boat to sail over to Arisaig was fascinating to me. There
was no doctor on the Magdalen Islands to save Fortune’s five year old son who died from a ruptured
appendix in 1921. Fortune’s wife was Marie Brasset who had diabetes before insulin was available,
causing her all the worst complications such as blindness and amputation of both legs. Their selfsufficiency always amazed me as they provided for fourteen children who were born between 1904 and
1921 on a small island that received supplies only when the oceans were ice free. Dad would visit her
parents speaking his six words of French while they laughed over his jokes in English. His laugh was
contagious and well known.
The Green and White occupied the
corner lot on Main Street and Sydney Street.
Big Christopher MacDonald built the three
storey structure in 1872 and operated a
business himself there for years. Over time it
housed both a “medicinal alcohol” on the west
side and Holy Kate’s religious supplies on the
east side. The NS government had not yet
started opening their liquor stores. Before 1938
Edward Brasset had been operating a clothing
store on the west side and by the time Dad
started the Green and White there, Holy Kate
was still selling prayer books and medals on the east side. Dad would tell us how there were too many
windows facing south, making it difficult to keep the building warm in winter and sun fading the displays
in the summer.
Nin now owned the whole building, installing the wooden awning in the 1950’s and the name
changed from 5 to a dollar to the 5 and 10.
In the mid 1930’s Marie Cormier worked in a store for her maternal uncle Edward Brasset who
moved to Antigonish from Inverness, NS, where he had raised his family. George Brasset was a son of
Edward and later managed the Simpson-Sears store in Antigonish for most of his life. Dad was quite
taken with Marie’s big brown eyes, rare among the Scots, and said she was so smart with figures that
she could add up a long list of numbers in her head without a pencil. She told me it was because she
added in French that it was so easy. I used to like hiding under the counter in the Green and White as

she was waiting on customers, watching the big roll of brown paper unwind as she wrapped parcels with
string and talked to people while she added up the bill. The cash register didn’t have an adding machine
part until later. She never made a mistake that he ever heard about although he said it wasn’t easy to
convince her to start going out with him. Marie got anglicized to Mary Nin and they married on Oct. 26,
1942. They built the business together because she complemented his dreams with her practical side.
The other person who was a major part of our childhood was Dad’s mother Christine who was
Nanny to us. She and Papa RJ were in their 80’s by the time they lived with us. Nanny told Dad he
would never amount to anything since he was too short. “I did my part since you were over 10 pounds
when you were born”. It just sounded so cruel but Dad acted as if it were funny. “Jesus, Mary and
Joseph” was how she started almost every sentence. She was opinioned for sure and she would make
me mad. Dad said later, “Easy now, it’s just hardening of the arteries”. She approved of my mother
because she said it’s time this family had new blood. About a quarter of Antigonish was related to us by
blood or marriage. That must be why Nanny didn’t mind telling the Bishop what to do. She wouldn’t let
my mother speak French to us when we were little because she claimed it would mess up our English.
“Daddy, why didn’t you have a nickname like Hooks and Stuffy did?” Despite the cathedral
being called St. Ninian’s, it was rarely used by other families who continued the same ten or twelve first
names. That reminded Dad of another story… his younger
brother Mike was being sent overseas with the Army but
the soldiers weren’t allowed to tell family when or where
they were going. Mike jotted a quick note and threw it out
the train window somewhere around Camp Debert. It was
just a single sheet of paper never finished, weathered by
snow and rain. Someone found it, put it in an envelope
addressed to Nin and Mary, Nova Scotia, and after cycling
through multiple post offices, it eventually made its way to
Antigonish where Mom and Dad were easily found. Papa RJ
and Nanny were tearful to find out their youngest child was
on his way to Italy – the last news they had for over two
years. Having an unusual first name helped but we worried
that the Germans may have been given an unfair advantage
with this information.
Although we didn’t think about it at the time, the
trains were affecting every aspect of our lives from matchNinian and Mary MacDonald: best man and
making for our grandparents to reuniting scattered letters
bridesmaid at her sister’s wedding in 1945.
to families.
-- Bonita Musial
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------Note: Annual General Meeting of the Heritage Association of Antigonish: October 29, 2012 at 7p.m.

Recent Acquisitions
Mary Elizabeth MacDonald of
Newburyport, Massachusetts, (but
with connections in the Fairmont
area of Antigonish County) brought
in this “carte de visite” of Rev. J.
Chisholm, a young seminarian
studying at the famed Propaganda
College in Rome in 1885. The card
was sent to Rev. H. Gillis, Rector at
St. Ninian’s Cathedral, thanking him
for his years of support.
But who was this young man? We
can’t seem to find him after 1885.

Bernadette Gillis brought in a lovely cruet set that
belonged to her family. This late Victorian piece is silver
plate, typical for the period. It carries no markings. It
would certainly have made a statement on the dining
room table on those special family occasions.

Laurie and John Blackwell donated an unusual looking
broom that is thought to predate 1900. This is a splint
broom. It was made by taking a piece of wood, whittling
thin wood strips and pulling down to form bristles.
Picked up at a sale, this broom is similar to others that
have surfaced in various communities in Nova Scotia.
Some have been attributed to the Mi’kmaq people. The
use of this broom varied; some were used to sweep the
decks of boats while others were utilized in the home.

The Museum Collection
Herb MacDonald donated a copy of his book, Cape Breton Railways: An Illustrated History, to the
museum collection

Caledonia Mills Spook Farm
(October necessitates at least one spooky tale. This story was told to Jocelyn
Gillis by Dr. John B. Stewart in March of 2008.)
Bishop Patrick Bray (1883-1953), Bishop of St. John, New Brunswick, was a
native of Springfield, Antigonish County. Sometime after his consecration in
1936, His Excellency came home to Springfield for a visit. Dr. John Stewart’s
uncle was among the locals who went to see the bishop to wish him well in
his newly elevated position. As the discussion turned to the topic of the Mary
Ellen Spook farm, the bishop began to tease the locals. My, what a
superstitious lot they were! Dr. Stewart’s uncle then admitted that he, himself, had spent a day and a
night at the site and that the happenings there were both diabolical and beyond explanation. Bishop
Bray was silenced by his conviction.

Medal for Heroism at Sea
Museum volunteer Keith Skinner recently brought in an
interesting artefact with an extraordinary story, in hopes of learning
a little more about this family gem. This gold coin was presented to
Keith’s granduncle, F. R. Martell, by the President of the United
States in 1893 for an act of heroism at sea. The inscription on the
medal reads: Presented by the President / of the United States / to /
F Martell / mate of the / British Schooner / Helena / for his heroic
services / in rescuing the crew of / The American Barkentine / Edward
Cushing / March 11, 1893 /. On the coin is embossed the following:
“E Pluibus Unum” which translates to “Out of many, One”. For many
years this was considered the motto of the United States.
An unknown newspaper clipping reveals the following information: C P Mitchell & Sons received
advices yesterday from Captain Martell of the Schooner Helena, chartered by them, and which arrived at
Antiqua on March 18th from this port, giving the following particulars of a rescue by that vessel.
Saturday March 11th, at 9 a.m. sighted a barquentine flying a signal of distress bore down on her and
found her to be the Edward Cushing, of New York, full of water, rudder head carried away, stern plank
started off and [bod] end split open forward. The Captain asked if we could send a boat and take
them off, as they wished to leave her having been 16 days on the ship since she filled with water. The
cargo of lumber in the hold was keeping her afloat. We wore ship and laid by her under storm trysail
and stem staysail. It was blowing hard at the time and a heavy sea was running. The mate F R
Martell, and two seamen, Patrick Campbell and Vincent Power volunteered to go in the boat and at
2pm got them all on board the Helena, and brought them to Antiqua. We took them off in lat.
29.15N., lon., 59.48 W. The Cushing was 476 tons and sailed from Port Williams, N.S. in January for
Havana. She was commanded by Captain Whittler.
We thank Keith for sharing this artefact with us and our readers. Keith is a retired Industrial Arts
teacher who has put his carpentry skills to work at the museum by assisting with small construction
projects, hanging artefacts and even reassembling an 1811 MacIntosh spinning wheel. We sincerely
appreciate his contributions.

Remembrance Day
For information on Attestation Papers from Soldiers of the First World War
http://www.collectionscanada.gc.ca/databases/cef/001042-100.01-e.php
Commonwealth War Graves Commission
http://www.cwgc.org/
Tributes
http://21stbattalion.ca/tributemn/macgillivray_jd.html

A 1993 Interview with Arthur Arbuckle of Malignant Cove
This interview comes from a collection called Island Voices. You will hear one of Prince Edward Island’s
best known researchers in the fields of folklore and oral history chat with the late Mr. Arbuckle on
various topics including: the Arbuckle family’s history with fishing; various aspects of fishing; old local
businesses and cars; school, farming and Nova Scotia elections; dances in the old days; tobacco; and a
fire at Georgeville.
http://www.islandvoices.ca/interviews/detailview/ivoices:ivoices20100316acass001

A Halloween Affair
The young music students of Kim Ellis will hold a recital of Halloween related
tunes on Sunday, October 28, at 2:00 p.m. at the museum. Come one, come all
and enjoy these haunting seasonal airs. Admission is free.

Heritage Association of Antigonish
Guest Speakers for the Fall
October 29, 2012 – Sr. Peggy MacFarlane will present “Relationship Between the Sisters of St. Martha
and the People of the Town and County of Antigonish”.
November 19, 2012 – Dr. Ian Cameron of Sherbrooke will speak on “Dr. William Osler and the Pictou
County Cattle Disease: The Antigonish Solution”.

Heritage Association Membership
We’d like to welcome the following new members and thank all those who have renewed their
membership.
Angus Donovan, Williams Point
The family of Dr. Ray MacLean
Margaret and Paul Sowa, Austin, Texas

Memorial Donation
Thank-you to the children of Dr. Ray MacLean (Colin, Neil and Margie) for their generous donation of
$500 in memory of their father.

Patrons Program
Thank-you to the following patrons:
Silver: Margaret and Paul Sowa from Austin, Texas

Herb MacDonald: Antigonish in the Railway Age
Pictou County’s Herb MacDonald drew a large crowd earlier
this month for his presentation, “Antigonish in the Railway Age”.
Author of a new book, Cape Breton Railways: An Illustrated History,
Herb has done extensive research to promote railways. Little
documentary evidence exists but that did not deter him. His father
and an uncle worked with the Albion Railway in Pictou County and so
his interest in this subject is quite personal.
What is a railway? That was the first question posed by Mr.
MacDonald. It is surprising how our thoughts of the railways do not
necessarily reflect the reality of what this early mode of
transportation was all about. Most of us would assume that the
railways were built to transport people but that was not the case. The
railways were, in fact, built to support industry. Early railcars carried

goods from the mine site to the nearest wharf for shipping. When we think of early railcars, we think of
steam locomotives but, again, we are incorrect. Early railcars were wooden and horse-drawn; early rails
were short. It was later that the railways evolved into a transport system to move passengers, mail and
goods over vast distances.
In the 1840s and 50s discussions were held on railway connections between Nova Scotia and
Upper Canada. Section 145 of the British North America Act of 1867 established an agreement that an
Intercolonial Railway would be built immediately to connect Halifax with the St. Lawrence River. The rail
line came to Antigonish in 1879, to Murphy’s Mills – our present day Sylvan Valley. From there folks
would take the stagecoach in to town. By 1890, the railway extended through Sydney to the ferry
service to Newfoundland. By 1900, three trains (each six to eight cars long) were coming to Antigonish
each day. Three travelled east and three travelled west.
Who were some of the early visionaries? In 1879, Harry Abbott was awarded the contract to
construct the railway between Antigonish and the Strait of Canso. That line was identified as the Cape
Breton Railway and Coal Company. Robert Reid, contractor, was awarded the contract to construct the
piers for the Grand Narrows bridge. He proposed the ferry service from North Sydney to Port aux
Basques, Newfoundland. Entrepreneur Hugh Allen invested in the coal mine in Pictou County and with
the Halifax and Cape Breton Railway and the Eastern Extension Railway in 1879.
What is the future for the railways in this area? Herb MacDonald is not optimistic.
------------------------------------------------------

Yvonne Maas of
Pleasant Valley notes that
there was an iron ore mine in
the Doctor’s Brook area in the
early 1900s that used a tram
line to transport rock to the
wharf at Arisaig.
Several
documents at the Registry of
Deeds show land transactions
where “rights of way” were
granted to the mining
company. Yvonne’s father,
Collie A. MacDonald, and his
uncle, John Andrew, always
referred to the area on the
“ridge” as the Old Tram Road.
This
circa
1940s
photo (compliments Betty
Cameron) depicts an early rail
line in Antigonish County.
Here we see Marcellinus Gillis, Donald “Willie Alec” MacDonald and John Ross standing on the tram line
at the Arisaig wharf. Maybe some of our readers are aware of other old tram lines that existed around
the town and county.

Message from the Chair – Heritage Association of Antigonish
(Working today to preserve yesterday for tomorrow.)
Dear Readers:
As you have seen documented in past issues of The Old Train Station News, the Heritage Association of
Antigonish has been working hard to further its objectives – to preserve and to promote the heritage of
Antigonish Town and County. We have in place a County Museum that is on par with any other museum
in the Province – an asset of which we can all be proud.
There are two ways in which readers can help us with our important work. Firstly, you may consider
becoming a member of the Heritage Association. An organization becomes stronger when it has a large
number of members and these members take an active role within the organization. Our dues are only
$7 per year for an individual and $10 per year for a family. (In this newsletter we are attaching a
membership form for your convenience.) Secondly, you may consider supporting us financially by
becoming a Patron. We have been actively soliciting support for needed upgrades to our facility and I
am pleased to report that many patrons have come forward with the needed assistance.
On October 29, 2012 at 7p.m., the Annual General Meeting of the Heritage Association of Antigonish
will take place. We are hoping for a good turn-out of members and I strongly encourage our
membership to give serious consideration to becoming involved by serving on one of the Association’s
Committees or on the Association Board.

Until next, Take Care and God Bless.
Angus MacGillivray, BBA FCGA

angus.macgillivray@ns.sympatico.ca

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

SAINT ANDREWS EVENING GALA
PRESENTED BY:
THE ANTIGONISH HIGHLAND SOCIETY
&
THE HERITAGE ASSOCIATION OF ANTIGONISH
November 29, 2012
6:30 PM – 11 PM
St Ninians Place
$ 20 per ticket
Members of the Highland Society will be charged $15.00 admission if 2012 dues are paid in full.
(Tickets can be purchased at the Heritage Museum)

