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The Old Train Station News 
Newsletter # 107                         November 2018 

Dear Friends, 

As we begin the month of November, we are just recovering from the ghosts and goblins and trick or treaters 
of Halloween.  Most of us can remember the pranks we pulled as children and young adults.  In my 
community, we all knew to stay away from our resident grinch on Halloween or be greeted by a waving 
shotgun.  However, he would often awaken in the morning to soaped windows, booby traps or one year his 
outhouse floating in the river. 

For Catholics and Anglicans, the month of November starts with All Saint’s Day (prayers for those in 
Heaven) and All Soul’s Day (prayers for those awaiting entrance).  The theology behind these events is 
disputed by other Christians but, no matter our religious beliefs, it is a good time to remember our relatives 
and friends who have died.   

This and every year, on the eleventh hour of the eleventh day of the eleventh month 
we remember those who sacrificed their lives for our freedom.  We wear a poppy or 
participate in formal ceremonies.  We also need to remember those who returned 
broken in mind and/or body to a world that would never be the same for them.  “He 
was never the same” was and is a common refrain.  We find it easy to sympathize 
with those who have injuries we can see.  But the unspeakable things they 
experienced are indelibly imprinted on the mind. 

My brother, Frank served during the Viet Nam War and flew three missions where they parachuted in to 
blow up communication lines like roads and bridges.  It was scary business!  On his last mission only two 
soldiers of the company survived, hiding amongst their dead comrades while the enemy searched for anyone 
alive.  They waited there for over a week in the stench without food or water before they could be rescued.  
He returned home with a small scar on his neck.  The mental scars however were not obvious.  He went out 
one night to a party and “woke up” one morning over a year later in an adobe animal shelter in Mexico.  A 
child was handing him a bowl with some food.  He was filthy and ragged with a long beard and hair.  He 
has no memory of that year, but he did find his way back both physically and mentally.  He will carry the 
mental scars to his death.  When he was young, “He always wanted to be a hero” but never understood the 
cost. 

Take some time to remember those who served whether in peace time or in war.  We all have husbands, 
wives, brothers, sisters, parents, aunts, uncles and grandparents who serve or have served during wars and 
conflicts.  Take some time to examine our cemeteries, walk along and take note of those who have served.  
Thank someone who is still living for their contribution.  Be there.  Lend a hand.  Share a hug.  Or just say 
“Thank you for serving!” 

“The Epistolarion” 
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The Hindu Sanstha in Auld’s Cove 

The first Hindu temple in North America was built in a somewhat remote corner of Nova Scotia at Auld’s 
Cove and opened in October 1972.  This temple, though relatively small, overlooks the Strait of Canso and 
the hills of Western Cape Breton Island from its prayer hall windows.  Besides the prayer hall on the top 
floor, this temple has two bedrooms, a library, kitchen and two bathrooms on the lower level. 

The initial idea started as a dream in 1969 to 
meet the spiritual and cultural needs of the Hindu 
population of northern Nova Scotia.  The 25 
families in the area between New Glasgow and 
Sydney had been meeting in small groups in their 
homes but required a larger venue for 
celebrations.  St. James United Church was kind 
enough to allow the use of their hall for Diwali 
(Festival of Light) every year.   

In 1970, Dr. Shiv Sharma donated a piece of land 
at Auld’s Cove and a $1000 donation and Mr. 
Anand of Port Hawkesbury offered to build a 25 
x 36-foot temple for $3500.  The land was 
blessed later that year and the fund-raising campaign began.  In 1971 they received a $7000 Winter Works 
Grant and construction began in the spring of 1972.  To save money they did not hire an architect nor get a 
building contract. As a result, “the building was very poorly designed and very poorly constructed.” The 
Bhagwad Geeta (the holy book) was placed in its foundation after performing the Havan for purifying of 
the site with Vedic Mantras.  The Temple was inaugurated at the Diwali function in October 1972 and was 
attended by people of all faiths and by Hindus from all over the Maritime Provinces. Two things quickly 
became evident; the building was way over budget and in danger of default with the St. Andrew’s Co-op 
and within three years a consultant reported the “entire structure was in danger of collapse”.  The minimum 
cost of repairs was $10,000 and a special cross-Canada appeal was initiated to save the temple.  The small 
team of Dr. Gautam, Dr. Joshi and Dr. Sharma were the main fund raisers, along with Mr.’s Verma, Dogra 
and Anand, who were charged with the difficult task of raising funds from the very beginning in 1970. 

Despite the many challenges, it is a credit to the small group of people (16 founding families) who worked 
so hard to make the Hindu Sanstha a reality.  The Auld’s Cove Temple appears to be the oldest in North 
America.  Others would soon follow in Toronto and Montreal.  It would be 1977 before the first one opened 
in the United States. 

Thanks to Anu Joshi for assistance with this article 

 

  

We had a full house for the October 19th presentation by Barry Shears, “Play It Like You Sing.”  His 
research on bagpipe music is extensive, and we learned a great deal about the connections between 
the music, the Gaelic and the dance.  It was a wonderful combination of music with Barry and guests 
Cathy Ann MacPhee and John Pellerine.  We are expecting copies of his book to be available very 
soon.  Great Christmas gift for anyone interested in Gaelic music. 
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From the writings of John R. MacInnis . . . 

“The extensive flats at Addington Forks suggest, to the soldier, a parade 
ground, and it is a fact that in the olden days, they were so used.  At the 
western end, there may still be seen the trenches thrown up by the militia as 
they got themselves in shape to repel the threatening Fenian invasion.  A 
company of the First County of Sydney Regiment was filled by the young 
men of St. Joseph’s parish, and once there was a great military field day at 
The Forks.  It began with the drilling of the troops on the flat, and it ended 
with a great sham-battle.  The whole regiment was engaged.  In order that 
rivalry between different communities in the county might not give rise to 
trouble, two composite battalions were made up so that instead of a district 
facing a district, neighbour was pitted against neighbour.  This was not so 
much fun, but it was much safer. 

According to the rules of this make-believe war, a soldier was out of action when an opponent had taken a 
bead on him and fired.  The troops were using black powder charges (blanks of course) which made noise 
enough and gave off clouds of smoke. 

The battle was raging furiously when, peeping around a clump of Stinking Willie, the tailor saw his friend 
the shoemaker (now one of the enemy) approaching cautiously dragging his heavy musket.  The tailor took 
careful aim and fired.  The shoemaker jumped a foot in the air, and immediately prepared to charge.  “Lie 
down, Big John,” yelled the tailor.  “I shot you.  You’re dead.”  “Act your age,” retorted the shoemaker, 
priming his flintlock.  “It takes more than death to stop a MacDonald.”  May I lose my thimble,” called the 
tailor hotly, “if you’re going to get away with a trick like that if you were four MacDonalds.”  He put three 
fingers of powder in the barrel and rammed after it a piece of tow the size of a handkerchief.  The tow 
would burst from the gun barrel in flames, and he had some hope it might set Big John afire, and so repay 
him for his breach of military etiquette.  In his excitement, he forgot to remove the ramrod, and it was only 
the heavy charge of powder that saved him from murder.  The musket kicked savagely, the barrel shot 
upward, and the ramrod instead of going through the shoemaker’s heart merely lifted his hat from his head 
and carried it over toward the post road.” 

  

Correction 

In the last newsletter, I left some confusion in the beginning of the 2nd paragraph of the “Mighty 36” 
and have corrected that to read; “St. Martha’s established a School of Nursing in 1914 and 
developed a 3-year Diploma program which was later reduced to 2 years.  In 1926, students could 
transfer 45 credits to St. F.X. towards a BSc. in Nursing . . .”     Mea culpa 

Museum Staff & Volunteer Training: Emily MacIsaac of the Council of Nova Scotia Archives was 
at the Museum on October 23rd to give an Archival course on data entry to bring us up-to-speed on 
uploading material to the MemoryNS project.  Jocelyn Gillis, Neil MacIsaac and Marleen Hubley 
were in attendance.  Our old brains are feeling very challenged with what we perceive as a trying 
process.  They say practice makes perfect! 
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A Pot of Tea 
by Robert Service 

You make it in your mess-tin by the brazier's rosy gleam; 
      You watch it cloud, then settle amber clear; 

You lift it with your bay'nit, and you sniff the fragrant steam; 
      The very breath of it is ripe with cheer. 

You're awful cold and dirty, and a-cursin' of your lot; 
      You scoff the blushin' 'alf of it, so rich and rippin' 'ot; 

It bucks you up like anythink, just seems to touch the spot: 
      God bless the man that first discovered Tea! 

 
 
Excerpt from: Letter to Sister St. Veronica, Mount Saint Bernard College, 
Antigonish, Nova Scotia from Angus L. Macdonald, France telling the news of 
the death of brother Colin Macdonald, at the Front. Sister St. Veronica was their 
sister "Mary". Envelope included with note about "Angus had Colin removed 
from original battlefield grave to a regular soldiers cemetery." 

- Nova Scotia Archives MG 2 volume 1506 folder 424/2 

 

Sept 5,1918 

“He (Collie) was wounded about 10 o’clock on the 26th during the battle of Arras.  The bullet entered one 
shoulder and passed out in rear of the other shoulder . . . He could not be carried out due to the heavy 
enemy fire.  About 6 or 7 o’clock he died . . . I grieve for him as the playmate of other days, the nearest to 
me of all the band of boys, but bitter is the cup of my sorrow, it is not unmixed with the solemn pride that 
one of my brothers has been tried in the furnace and has proven true, - and that he has laid down his life 
in a great and just cause.” 

 

 

AT THE MUSEUM 

Nov 19 – 7pm: Book launch by Joe Ballard.  His book, Historic House Names of Nova Scotia provides 
a fascinating look at the house-naming tradition in Nova Scotia.  Joe will concentrate on local house 
names. 

All are welcome, refreshments will be served 

Mark your Calendar: 

“Annual Christmas Gathering” on December 2nd at 2pm 

From our Displays: 

St. FX students will do a display in November for the 150th Anniversary of the Antigonish Diocese. 


