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When Ron and I planned our trip to Scotland this fall, Arisaig was on our list of places to see.  
That little village on the west coast of the Scottish Highlands is apparently where Ron’s paternal side of 
the family has its roots.  Unfortunately, little was ever recorded.  Rev. D. J. Rankin promised to discuss 
the MacGillivrays of Maryvale in his History of Antigonish but then failed to do so.   Thankfully, a distant 
relative was a priest with the Diocese of Antigonish (whose biographies were carefully recorded) and so 

we’re able to piece together a descent (or sloinneadh) of the family. 

October was an excellent time to visit Scotland.  Late in 
the season, there were few tourists and even fewer folks booked 
on the tour thus making it a relaxing and comfortable experience.  
The weather was certainly moderate and, except for one 
inclement day, entirely rain-free.  “It’s our Indian Summer,” the 
locals reported cheerfully.  “It’s been lovely for the past couple of 
weeks,” they’d add.  Clearly, they were pleasantly surprised too.  
British literature has taught us that the Western Highlands are 
notoriously the wettest and windiest places in all of Europe and so 
we packed our bags with that in mind but the weather was most 
cooperative.  (Photo: Spectacular autumn colors at the Brig o’Doon 

in Ayrshire.) 

One can’t help but notice that the landscape and the 
history of Scotland are intrinsically intertwined.  Glencoe, surely 
Scotland’s most scenic and historic glen and the site of the 1692 
massacre of the MacDonalds at the hands of the Campbells is 
breathtakingly beautiful but one can only imagine those windswept valleys in wintertime.  The memory 
of that slaughter is evidently not forgotten; we spotted a sign in one establishment that welcomed one 

and all – except for Campbells.   

“We wear our history like an invisible cloak,” our impassioned tour guide told us.  The battlefield 
of Culloden, where the Highland clan culture “sang its last song” (as one historian described it)  is a rough 
open stretch of marshy moorland – and an unsuitable site for battle our guide pointed out.  The spot has 
been restored and, today, stones mark the locations where clans and chiefs fell, including those of Clan 

MacGillivray.   

And thank God for those stone markers!  I was beginning to wonder if the MacGillivrays had 
even come from Scotland.  Locating scarves and ties in the familiar red MacGillivray tartan proved to be 

an exercise in futility.  What’s with that? 

The Antigonish Heritage Museum  antiheritage@parl.ns.ca  or 902-863-6160 
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Scotland is drenched in a history that has left its mark at each stop and at every view.  The 
Hielanman’s (Highlanders) Umbrella under the Central Station Bridge in Glasgow is a standing reminder 
of the Highland Clearances.  Those evicted from the Highlands and venturing to Glasgow for work would 
meet fellow exiles there on their days off.   The ever-present sheep also call to mind the Clearances for 
which those wooly creatures have long been blamed.  When you spot them grazing contentedly on the 
sides of steep hills, you quickly understand how these critters so easily displaced the populace at the 
time of that mass exodus. 

The three century old Drovers Inn at the north end of beautiful Loch Lomond is reminiscent of 
the part that cattle played in the Highland economy.  Each fall, large numbers of cattle were moved to 
the Lowlands for market.  The surrounding terrain and the harsh highland weather suggest  that the 

drovers had to have been a band of tough, albeit skillful, characters.   

The Scottish love their castles.  You 
spot them here and there and off in the 
distance as you drive along.  Monuments to 
the life of the Scottish people in centuries 
past, some are structurally sound, a few are 
habitable and many others lie in ruin – but 
all are impressive.  Most were stratgecially 
located with military purpose in mind.  
Popular landmark or rubble, all have a 
significanat story to tell.  (Photo:  Eilean 

Donan Castle in the Western Highlands)  

More common than castles are the 
dry stone walls that are such an integral part 
of the rural landscape of Scotland where 
they were built to define boundaries and to 

corral livestock.  One marvels at the abundance of stone, the energy invested, and the engineering 

utilized to build these ancient structures for permanency. 

The landscape is rugged – very rugged.  
Rock,  mountains and moorlands abound but the 
harsh topography is balanced by lochs, glens, rolling 
hills, burns (or large streams) and lots of beautiful 
heather.  The sun and clouds play freely with the 
landscape and paint an everchanging vista that 
makes this an artist’s paradise.  One minute the low 
hanging clouds portray a dreary canvas of greys and 
faded shades of green.  The next, the sun appears 
and the mountains sparkle with browns, rusts, 
maroons and various shades of straw and wheat.  

(Photo: Loch Carron) 

  The Scots are proud of their literature and especially their national poet, Bobby Burns.  The 
house in which he was born, in Ayrshire, stands not far from  Brig o’Doon, that lovely stone bridge made 
famous by his poem, Tom O’Shanter.  There, in the museum bookstore, I was delighted to find a few 

copies of Alistair MacLeod’s No Great Mischief. 
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 Scotland is steeped in both history and folklore.  At Loch Lomond, we toured the tiny village of 
Luss where the stone cottages built for the slate workers of the 18th and 19th century still stand, now 
beautifully restored.  There, in the church graveyard, lies a rare Viking hogback stone dating back to 
1260 when the Vikings pillaged and then settled the shores of the loch.  We bravely toured Loch Ness in 

search of its monster but Nessie was not to be seen.  Only a magnificent rainbow arched over the loch.   

 No one goes to Scotland without visiting a whiskey distillery or sampling a “wee dram.”  Alison, 
our tour guide, shuddered at the notion of visitors adding pop to the Scottish whiskey.  “Speyside Single 

Malt Scotch Whisky is the recommended drink,” she advised, “but add only a little water.”   

 Haggis was served at every breakfast buffet alongside of (yes, listen to this) blood pudding, 
baked beans, eggs, ham, bacon, sausage, fried mushrooms, baked tomatoes, a variety of potato cakes 
and breads galore.  Those early morning breakfasts were fit for a Scottish king but we’re happy to be 
back to lighter fare.  We sampled Cullen Skink – a thick Scottish soup made from smoked haddock, 
potatoes, onions and milk and a nice change from our own rich fish chowder.   This classic hearty soup is 
great for those cold fall and winter nights and a breeze to make.  (Yup, I’ve already made it.)   

 The heavy Scottish brogue was delightful to hear but I had hoped to hear a little Gaelic too.  Our 
tour guide mentioned that we might hear it spoken in the shops in the islands on the west coat but not a 
word did I hear when we were in Skye.  

When the tour came to an end, we rented a 
vehicle in Edinburgh and started on our pilgrimage to 
Arisaig with Ron at the wheel and me on the map.  
Driving “on the wrong side” of the road with the 
driver’s seat on the right side of the vehicle proved to 
be easier than we had expected.  Ron drove and I 
navigated – and only once did I find him sitting in the 
passenger seat looking for the steering wheel.  (Photo: 
Edinburgh Castle at dusk taken while returning from 
The Royal Mile and another search for the red 
MacGillivray tartan.  The castle is pictured left of 

center.  Scotland is so photogenic!)  

And so we drove along to Glasgow and up to Loch Lomond along a stretch of road that our bus 
driver had called “an interesting route.”  Here and there, the roads are quite narrow.  “Single track roads 
are common in the islands,” our guide explained.  As you travel further north and west, pull-overs or 
parking spots exist where roads are too narrow for vehicles to meet.  Driving these roads demands 
constant focus but the stunning scenery tempts you nonetheless.  

The road from Fort William to the small village of Arisaig, known as the “Road to the Isles,” 
passes through breathtaking scenery and more rock, more lochs and more mountains.  The church 
beckoned from afar and so we drove over to explore.  A fair-haired young chap, looking very dashing in a 
kilt, stood chatting with some companions and so, of course, we supposed that we had stumbled across 
a wedding or a Highland gathering of sorts – but apparently not.  It was simply a carload of young 
Latvians on vacation.  The young fellow in the kilt twirled and danced and wondered out loud why 
members of the female sex wouldn’t always want to wear a kilt or a skirt.  He was absolutely delighted 

with his new-found freedom.  
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St. Mary’s Church stands a short 
distance from the ruins of a small early 
16th century church that overlooks the 
beautiful bay with its many islands and 
rocks.  Headstones that span five 
centuries stand within the walls of the 
ruined chapel and in the surrounding 
cemetery.  There are no MacGillivray 
markers but every stone exudes history.  
Arisaig is old, very old.  One could spend 
weeks exploring but we had time for just 

a quick look around.   

 The parish priest isn’t native to 
the area but he is familiar with the 
families living there.  “No MacGillivrays 
live in Arisaig but there are some over in my other parish at Acharacle.”  Apparently there are some at 
Mallig, Moidart and Morar too but our time was much too short for further investigations.  Keep in 

mind, too, that more than two hundred years have passed since Ron’s ancestors left the area.  

When I inquired about the upkeep of the lovely gardens, the priest casually claimed 
responsibility.  I recall something our tour guide told us: “The Scottish are obsessive about their 

gardens!”  

Before taking our leave of Arisaig, we stopped to see a couple who live in the village – thanks to 
Antigonish Heritage Museum friend Marlene Cheng-MacDonald of Victoria, B.C.  “Drop in and say Hello 
to Elizabeth and Allan MacDonald,” she wrote when I e-mailed her shortly before our trip to Scotland.  

“They are the local folk who know the most about the folk from the past.”   

History is clearly a significant part of this couple’s life.  A mass of books line the shelves of one 
wall.  Allan reached over and pulled out several  volumes, including a few that are part of my own 
collection at home.  Elizabeth dropped what she was doing and sat down at her computer to search her 
collection of files.  Their interest in the people who left the Highlands so long ago is quite touching and 

their willingness to help the descendants of those people is equally heartwarming.  

Elizabeth cautioned us that records here in Nova Scotia indicating “Arisaig” may, in fact, refer to 
the parish that included some of the surrounding communities.  She also reminded us that for many, 
many years no records were kept in the district.  People had to rely on the schoolmaster and the priest 
for recordkeeping but, unfortunately, records are few and far between.   

Allan noted that not all of the MacGillivrays left the area.  Some stayed.  He spoke of the 
desperate hard times in the late 1700s, of the rock and of the harsh Highland climate.  He told of the 
long periods of darkness in wintertime and of the phenomenal rainfall.  “Aye, it can rain for months on 
end.  Sometimes you get a fortnight of good weather but then more rain.  This last month was the nicest 
weather we’ve had in a long time.”  So how do they deal with all the rain?  “Just put on your rain gear 

and away you go.”   

Elizabeth’s research allows her to conclude that the MacGillivrays are among the oldest families 

in the Highlands, older even than the MacDonalds.  Of those who left, she feels that many were related.    
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As it happens, Allan and Elizabeth run a bed and breakfast called “Roshven View.”   It’s cozy and 
welcoming.  “They are like my own family,” Marlene Cheng-MacDonald wrote in her e-mail to me.  “I 

have stayed with them many times over the past twenty years or so.”   

Allan went out and came back with the scuttle and added some coal to the block of wood 
burning in the hearth.  The dog curled up contentedly in front of the fireplace and fell asleep. Outside 
the glass patio doors, nasturtiums bloomed in a blaze of color.  I seem to recall a rock wall bordering the 
garden but I can’t be sure now.  A bird’s nest hung suspended just outside the patio doors and in clear 
view of those inside.  On the table, amongst the papers and books, perched a small vase with a few 
sprigs of heather.  In the course of our conversation, they made mention of others from Nova Scotia 
who had come looking for information on their ancestry.  Elizabeth offered us tea.  They urged us to stay 
a while but dusk was nearing and we didn’t want to be driving unfamiliar roads after dark.  Ron 
commented on the road construction between Arisaig and Fort William.  “Even ten years ago, the roads 
were so bad that you had a hard time getting out.”  Allan playfully shooed us out and we left this place 

that brims with Highland hospitality.   

We headed back to Fort William and then on to Glasgow where we caught our plane back to 
Nova Scotia and home.  We may not have learned anything (yet) about old Duncan MacGillivray, 
progenitor of the Maryvale MacGillivrays, but we certainly learned a thing or two about the people and 

the place that made them who they were and, for the time being, I’m happy with that. 

 

Warm wishes to Allan and Elizabeth in Arisaig, Scotland, to Marlene in Victoria, B.C., and to all of 
our readers, wherever you are.  

         

                   Catherine MacGillivray 

cjmmacgillivray@eastlink.ca 

 

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

 

Ghost Stories of Antigonish 

Back in 1922, Rod McDonald of the Keppoch ruminated that, in days gone by, people believed in 
the supernatural much more than in the time of which he spoke – yet he concluded, “it is surprising how 
much the old belief is still alive.”  Almost a century later, little of that old culture remains.  The ghosts, 
goblins, witches and forerunners (not to mention the bochdan) of Rod’s day simply didn’t stand a 
chance of competing with modern technology.  In 1931, Mary Fraser of Antigonish Harbour reiterated 
Rod’s sentiments regarding the decline in the old belief in the supernatural.  “The automobile, the 
telephone, the radio, leave people no time to spend on elaborate ceremonial.”  Science and technology 
brought about great changes since Miss Fraser wrote Folklore of Nova Scotia.  Back then she lamented, 
“No longer do seers startle their friends by the recital of their visions.  The honk of the automobile has 
frightened away the bochdan, and the glare of its lights has dulled the vision of the sights of the other 

mailto:cjmmacgillivray@eastlink.ca
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world.”  All these years later, those old tales are fast disappearing and what a shame for they were part 

of the leisure and entertainment of our small local communities.   

The Story of Bochdan Lake 

Only in the past few days has mention of “Bochdan Lake” come to our attention, thanks to 
Donna Coutts of Bayfield.  The story goes back to her grandfather’s time  and it was told to her by her 
mother.  Apparently, a peddler died there and his body was found in the lake.  Was foul play involved or 
was it an accidental death?  She doesn’t know.  There were, however, suspicions that the area was 

haunted. 

Where is Bochdan Lake, you ask?  It’s between Ohio and Lochaber.  Is it Stewarts Lake or Gillis 
Lake?  Donna just recalls her mother cautioning her to be careful if she was travelling the area late at 

night.   

Peter MacKenzie recalls hearing about Bochdan Lake.  It was at the Ohio, near where he lived at 
one time.  The story he recalls is someone attempting to cross the ice with a load of wood and going 

through. 

Carol Ann MacKenzie has a similar tale.  “The story was that Pat Carrigan was walking across 
from the Ohio over to Lochaber and he walked across the ice.  His hat was found on the ice but he was 
never seen again.  I don't suppose in those days they would have sent divers looking but, anyway, his 
body was never found.  My mother, who was a native Gaelic speaker and quite superstitious, would 
never let her kids drive by that lake in the winter.  She said to them, ‘Don't go the back way!  I don't trust 
that Bochdan Lake!’  We think it's actually the big lake that would be identif ied on maps today as 

Stewarts Lake.  It’s sad, really, that all the people who would know are gone.” 

Are there any other versions of this story?   

 

Share your local ghost stories with us.  Our folklore should be preserved! 

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

Recent Acquisitions 

 Carolyn Cameron of Country Harbour donated Christmas promotional material from D. D. 
MacDonalds Ltd. dating back to 1947.  Back then, the company had locations in Antigonish, 
Sherbrooke and Mabou. 

 Wendell Schurman of Antigonish brought in a trunk. 
 Sandra MacDougall of Antigonish donated an electric iron and some milk bottles. 

 Ron McConnell of Hawthorne Street gave us a 1928 calendar from J. A. Chisholm Shoe Store. 

 Arts Health Antigonish donated an eagle feather fan and a pair of replica moccasins that were 
being worn by the natives during the Loyalist period.  Both items were crafted by Mary Lafford. 

Please Note:  

Sewer and water lines will be installed in the near future but this will not affect Museum hours. 
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Attention all Quilters and Crafters 

Good quality fabrics, an excellent selection of books and guides for the quilter and crafter, quilt 
templates, sewing and craft supplies, all priced to sell, at the Museum on Thursday, November 5, from 

3:00 – 6:00 p.m. and Friday, November 6, from 1:00 – 4:00 p.m. 

Gaelic Lessons 

Gaelic lessons will start at the Antigonish Gaelic Society on Tuesday, October 27.  Beginner class: 7-8.  
Intermediate class: 8-9.  Cost: $50 for ten weeks.  Money will be collected on the first night.  Instructor’s 

fee will be donated to the high school trip to Scotland.   Instructor will be Patrick Yancy.   

Kind Words from Our Readers 

Phil and Marilyn Milner of Antigonish recently wrote: “This is an expression of appreciation for the way 
the museum and heritage association have been going about their business in recent years.  The museum 
is a joy to go into when you are looking for something, or when you just want to look around.  Recent 
renovations have made it easier, brighter, and friendlier.  Congratulations to everyone who has played a 
part in all that.  I like the newsletter, the lectures, Jocelyn’s archival touch (I often help my grandkids 
research historical projects for school), the summer concert series, the New Year’s levee, among other 

things.  Good luck on all the association’s important work.”    

The Men of the Deeps 

On Saturday, November 7, at 2:00 pm, the Men of the Deeps will be performing at the Heatherton 
Community Center.  The St. Andrews Consolidated Childrens Choir will be featured.  Tickets can be 
purchased at Brosha’s Short Stop and Hawthorne Convenience.  Advance Tickets: $30; At the Door: $35; 

Twelve and Under, $20.  Sponsored by the Heatherton Development, Culture and Wellness Association.  
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First World War Veterans of Guysborough County 

Bruce MacDonald of Antigonish has submitted his book for publication.  First World War Honor Roll of 
Guysborough County, Nova Scotia, Volume I: 1915 – 1917 contains the stories of seventy-one First World 
War veterans with connections to Guysborough County, all of whom died in military service.  Book 
launch details will be posted at http://bantrypublishing.ca . 

 
Remembering Maple Hall in Heatherton 

Maple Hall in Heatherton is coming to the end of its days as a community gathering place and Rick Grace 
is working diligently to collect photos, memories and anecdotes.  Anyone having materials is invited to 
contact Rick Grace by e-mail at gracerj@ns.sympatico.ca or the Museum at antheritage@parl.ns.ca.   
 

 

Heritage Association of Antigonish 

Welcome 
We’d like to welcome Paula Paul of Paq’tnkek to the Heritage Association Board of Directors. 

Patrons Program 
 Doug MacLellan of Cloverville, renewed patron 

 John Brant, Carney Pt., New Jersey, Gold patron 

New Members 
 Judy Zaccagnini Flynn, Duxbury, Massachusetts 

 Bruce MacDonald, Antigonish 

 Paula Paul and family (Leslie, Andena and Melissa) of Paq’tnkek 

 

  Message from the Chair – Heritage Association of Antigonish 

(Working today to preserve yesterday for tomorrow.) 
 
 
We held our Annual General Meeting on October 14, 2015.  A good number of our members were in 
attendance. 
 
The highlights for the last fiscal period that ended on March 31, 2015 were included in the Chair's 
Report to the AGM and appear as follows: 
 
"During fiscal year that ended on March 31, 2015 we used our financial resources for the following items: 

 We provided financial resources to assist with required repairs to the Culloden Cairn located at 
Knoydart, Nova Scotia. 

http://bantrypublishing.ca/
mailto:gracerj@ns.sympatico.ca
mailto:antheritage@parl.ns.ca
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 We provided financial resources to assist Imagine Antigonish with the history banner.  

 We purchased computers for the Antigonish Heritage Museum. 
 We completed a special WW1 100th Anniversary Remembrance Day Booklet which was 

provided to students in our local schools. 

 We purchased thirty- two new stacking chairs for the Antigonish Heritage Museum. 

 We hired a summer student to work on the Memories Project. 
 We delivered a number of learning events. 

 We delivered a number of free Ceilidhs, including the New Year’s Levee. 
 
As in the past, we must reflect on the strategic direction the Heritage Association of Antigonish adopted 
in 2011. The Strategic Directions are as follows: 
 

 Increase volunteer base and engagement. 

 Develop a capital and operating fundraising plan. 

 Investigate potential partnerships within the community. 
 Increase the community’s awareness of the Heritage Association of Antigonish.  

 
We have made great progress on these strategic directions and the 2015 fiscal period was another 
banner year for our Association. " 
 
For the year just ended, the Association posted a loss of two thousand one hundred and thirty-seven 
dollars. This shortfall will be funded from members’ capital.  Financing our organization continues to be 
a challenge.  We are confident that our community and heritage friends wil l continue to be as 
supportive as they have been in the past. 
 
I am pleased to report that our team of directors will have one new addition for the upcoming year.  
Paula Paul was elected to serve along with Bart Sears, Neil MacIsaac, Catherine MacGillivray, Donald 
Beaton, John Graham-Pole, Fraser Dunn and the undersigned.  
The next year looks to be a promising one and we are well positioned to build on our strengths. 
 
Until next, Take Care and God Bless. 
 
Angus MacGillivray, FCPA-FCGA       angus.macgillivray@ns.sympatico.ca 
 

    

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

 

THE CLAN'S CORNER 
 
We are pleased to report that we are reserving a portion of the Museum's Newsletter for news from the 
various clans.  Clans are encouraged to take advantage of this space and to submit news or articles they 
want included in the newsletter. 
 

mailto:angus.macgillivray@ns.sympatico.ca


10 
  

The Clan MacGillivray Association of Canada 
 
 
We continue to build our Association's website and invite our readers to visit our 
site.  Link:  http://clanmacgillivraycanada.com 
 
We are pleased to welcome our newest members of our Association: 

 Murray McGillivray, Calgary, Alberta 

 Robert & Janet MacGillivray, Saskatoon, Saskatchewan 

 Herbert & Lorraine Bentley, St. Catherines, Ontario. 
 
In early October, the undersigned took a trip over to Montreal to visit my sister.  During this trip we took 
a drive over to Thruso/Lochaber. These communities are located in the province of Quebec near the 
Ontario/Quebec border. The reason for taking this excursion, besides the beautiful fall scenery, was to 
visit "The MacGillivray Cemetery" which is located in these communities.  
 
I was recently reading an old article in the Clan MacGillivray newsletter (Fall 2000) where they had an 
article regarding the rededication of MacGillivray Cemetery.  
 
I was taken with the fact that our clansmen made their way over from Scotland and settled in this area 
of Quebec which is a French speaking province.   

 
 
 
 
The 
undersigned 
at the 
MacGillivray 
Cemetery. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

With the assistance of genealogical information found on the internet, one is able to construct a family 
tree for the MacGillivrays of Thurso/Lochaber. This family tree has been added to the Clan MacGillivray 
Website. 
 
As part of my review of MacGillivrays from Thurso/Lochaber, I reviewed the 1871 Census for the 
Province of Quebec and noticed that there were several different lines of MacGillivrays residi ng in that 
province at that time.  Sorting out these lines will be an interesting project for a future date.  
 
Angus MacGillivray FCPA-FCGA                             
Chair - Clan MacGillivray Association of Canada 
 

http://clanmacgillivraycanada.com/

