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Preface 

The women gathered then in kitchens; buzzing with the honey they 
pass down from daughter unto daughter—cures 
And recipes, and tales of girlhood, while 
Old boys took their unease in parlour chairs, 
pronounced on sports and business, smoked and yawned 
And cleared their throats of love too shy to hold. 

- John C. Meagher 

When I was very young, I used to resent the separate sphere, the cosy kitchen to which my sister 
and I were assigned. I was impatient with teacups and little spoons and was bored at talk of 
babies and baking. I yearned to be in that other room, where my brother swaggered off—that was 
where all the action was. Obscured by the smoke and the din of deep murmurings, it was a place 
of mystery to me, and surely, I thought, one of great happenings. 

It took me a very long time to become reconciled to the kitchen. It took me even longer to 
discover that the Other Room was not a high sanctuary of courage and wonder, but was just a 
space filled with men—and air as thin as the bone China upon which we, in kitchens, held our 
lips. 

The customary division of labour and leisure seems rather quaint today. To my great relief, when 
my family and friends now come together, we do not take to separate quarters. Gone are the 
walls dividing parlour and kitchen. 

Still, on occasion, there occur informal and uncontrived moments when women come together 
to provide one another sustenance, comfort and communion—perhaps in much the same way as 
our poet envies. These moments are not forced upon us, and our celebration of them is not 
nostalgic pining for that separate sphere. It is simply that it sometimes takes a "room of our own" 
to recognize that those bonds, forged once, perhaps by the dictates of culture, bind us still in 
freedom. 

These pages are filled with a splendid array of textures, tastes and smells from women's kitchens. 
Those women who have come together to prepare this banquet are an impressively varied lot 
indeed. Take, for example, a hodge-podge of that generation of Antigonish women whose youth 
was compromised by the Second World War. In this book, we are offered glimpses of the war 
from the settings of a teenage German girl, an armoury manufacturer, a Dutch mother struggling 
to feed her children, dedicated Red Cross volunteers, a front-line nurse and a Japanese-Canadian 
evacuee. Yet, apart from the formidable cultural differences among these women, they were all 
entrusted with the common task of what contributor Karin Fleuren calls, "keeping body and soul 
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together" through those horrible years. 

This is a book about the kneading and the breaking of our daily bread. This is also a book about 
its sharing. These stories offer glimpses into lives filled with those "staples" of love, counsel and 
fidelity that have been characteristic of the particular gifts that women have offered throughout 
time and place. It is my deepest hope that these pages reflect some of this bounty, and that you, 
the reader, might be nurtured, as I have been, from the cornucopia of these extraordinary 
Antigonish women's lives! 

An explanatory note might facilitate your reading of this book before you dig in. The first section 
of the book, "Potlucks," is composed of a melange of contributions offered by talented 
Antigonish women about their personal sources of inspiration. As personal reflections, they 
generally stand on their own without prefatory comments. The second section, "Banquets" 
consists of more formal vignettes of women's lives. The medium is the interview, done by me, 
offering another perspective on Antigonish women. These are stories recounted in women's own 
words, and are introduced by short biographical prefaces. 

Enjoy! 

Jane Barter 
ANTIGONISH, 1996 
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Elisabeth Alex 
By Karin Fleuren 

As we approach the end of the twentieth century, is it really possible to look back and reflect 
on its great ironies, its achievements, inventions and wonders; but also its horrors and 
tragedies? Is it possible to fathom the impact of this century and the course that civilization 
will follow in the next? Will we enter the next millennium with fear, and pessimism, or will 
we have gained the wisdom and insight that will guide us in meeting future challenges with 
courage and optimism? Hopefully, the latter will be the case. Without doubt, our civilization 
will be best equipped to do this if we have learned from the past as we prepare for the future. 

As we prepare to leave behind this century, it is certainly appropriate to recognize that we are 
also about to see the twilight years of its witnesses. In paying tribute to them, I would like to 
recognize particularly the tremendous contributions made by women. All too often, it was 
they who in their humble and sometimes quiet and unrecognized, yet immensely powerful 
role, kept body and soul together while the world sometimes seemed intent on an 
unpredictable course between wonder and chaos. And so, I would like to recognize a very 
special witness to these times, my own mother. 

My mother was born in 1925 in West Prussia, which was then 
a part of Germany. She grew up enjoying the company of her 
cousins, school comrades, and family. However, her childhood 
and youth were also marked by the world-wide Depression of 
the 1930s and the Second World War. The first bombs of the 
war were dropped quite literally "just over her head." For her, 
like so many, these were indeed nightmare years. Families 
were torn apart, food was scarce, education was interrupted or 
stopped altogether, clothing and medicine were unavailable, 
cities were bombed and burned, and entire populations were 
driven out of their homelands. Like many Germans, my 
mother lost everything. However, she escaped labour camps in 
Siberia and death (a fate for so many Germans) and fled to 
Berlin, which was then under attack by the Red Army, and 
later, West Germany. Eventually, her father and her fiance were released from POW camps, 
and they were able to start a new life in West Germany, albeit as displaced persons and 
refugees. However, it would be 50 years before she would be able to reunite with her 
maternal family (another story in itself). Two years after the War, my parents married, and I 
was bom in 1949. New political turmoil like the Korean War and Communism made my 
parents resolve to raise me in a new country. 

We had no specific destination in mind when we immigrated, penniless to Canada. We 
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arrived in Halifax Harbour and were rerouted to Quebec city on account of a Royal visit 
which closed the harbour to other ships. The Atlantic crossing in late November was 
extremely rough and my mother and I became desperately sea-sick. My father worried that we 
might not make it. Upon arrival, my father accepted the first job available and the first place 
that would sponsor us. It was Antigonish. 

Antigonish in 1951...so much could be written about this time; it makes an interesting history 
in itself. Were we poor? By today's standards, I suppose most of us were. Mom recalls 
buying a metal washtub that she could use as a sled. Both the groceries and I sat in it for the 
eight mile walk from town to Harbour Center. But those types of experiences were not 
uncommon then. 

Communication was difficult at first. Very few people could speak German and we learned 
English slowly. It is interesting to reflect upon how people made an effort to communicate 
with us, graciously trying to make us feel welcome. Some of the older people could speak 
Gaelic and thought that the "throaty" sounds and the rolling fs indicated a similarity to 
German. Their efforts, of course, were appreciated but did not quite help. One concerned 
neighbour thought Mom was about to poison us when she saw wild mushrooms on the frying 
pan. She threw out our chanterelle supper, visibly upset and worried about us. Chanterelles 
were not well known then, but she meant well. 

Eventually we moved closer to town as conditions began to improve and my father was able 
to find other types of work. Actually, I believe, we moved eight times in ten years! 
Despite the hardships, there were many silver linings. Almost all of our neighbours were 
wonderfully hospitable, and many became friends. We met people of all backgrounds; 
including Dutch, Micmac, Chinese, Polish and of course, many of French and Scottish 
descent. Nonetheless, loss of contact with language and family, the deaths of three infants, 
and frequent health problems made my mother's loneliness sometimes seem overwhelming. 

However, life went on and our family, now including three children eventually settled in 
Cloverville. Mom's main commitment was to love and raise the family and to carry on the 
family traditions and values. Especially sacred in our home was the family tradition of 
celebrating Christmas on Christmas Eve, having goose for dinner, and to this day she makes 
sure we have our "Bunte Teller" of marzipan, chocolate, Lebkuchen, nuts and fruit at 
Christmas, and the grandchildren still get treats from "Oma" in their shoes on Saint Nicholas 
Eve. 

Perhaps we have been moving toward a society where we try to put a price on so many 
things...but is there a difference between something's price and its true value? Consider, for a 
moment, the contributions made by women and mothers... and then consider the true value, or 
worth, of their work. 

In a few moments, I shall cook some chanterelles. Now, of course, they are considered a 
delicacy and are exported from here to many parts of the world. There are many recipes, but 
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a simple and favourite one of my mother is: 

Chanterelles (Pfifferlinge) 

Cut off the root. 
Discard those that are too woody or too wormy. 
(The smallest ones are the most tender.) 
Wash and rinse well. 
They may be boiled briefly in salted water. 
Drain well. (They could be frozen at this point.) 
Fry some chopped bacon with onion. 
Add the chanterelles, either whole or cut. 
Add salt and pepper to suit your own taste. 

Use as a side dish with a meal, or simply enjoy them alone! 
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Alida Barter 
By Jane Barter 

My mother's first visit to Antigonish was in 1959, which was when she first met the family of 
her new husband, Stan Barter. She was eventually to settle in Lochaber in 1973, after my father 
retired from the Armed Forces, a fact that would have come to her as a shock back then in 1959. 
Lochaber was a big change for Mom who had grown up in Amsterdam. With some 
embarrassment, she remembers preparing herself to meet her mother-in-law by donning a chic, 
but entirely impractical, white linen suit for the occasion. She had not planned for the dust and 
dirt of what was then, an isolated back road. 

She had met my father in her own father's textile store in Amsterdam. My father was on a brief 
vacation from his posting in Germany, and took the opportunity to tour Amsterdam. He 
approached my mother in English. She of course, could not understand. However, my father 
managed to utter one word which would traverse the gulf between them: "cinema." Mom nodded 
affirmatively, and the rest, as they say, is history. 

Mom has hundreds of great stories about their strange courtship. 
She, unlike the Dutch settlers in Antigonish, was a city girl. She 
broke every preconceived notion that my father's family had 
about the Dutch when she was "rescued" from a Lochaber 
outhouse by my uncle. She was too petrified to leave because, 
as she claims to this day, the cows surrounded the outhouse and 
would not allow her to exit. 

One of my favourite stories is, I think, a good example of the 
power of love to overcome cultural and culinary distinctions. 
During my parent's engagement party, my grandmother and aunts 
prepared a feast that would have been fit for Queen Juliana 
herself. Among the goodies laid out was a treat usually reserved 
for New Year's Eve, called "oliebollen"-oily balls. My father, 
lacking some of the decorum of his Amsterdam hosts, dug in to 
this great spread, and promptly called for salt and pepper to complement what he thought were 
meatballs. My grandmother looked with horror, as her soon-to-be son-in-law devoured these 
treats- actually a dessert similar to donuts- in short order. Fortunately, he had already won my 
mother's family's hearts and so was forgiven for this gustatorial faux pas. 

My family settled in Lochaber in 1973. Mom moved into town in 1985, and has long since 
grown accustomed to the life here. She in fact prefers the pace of life here to that of Amsterdam. 
Ironically, it was here in Canada that Mom learned to garden and today her tulips are her pride 
and joy. 

Alida, Stan and 
Stanley Barter Jr. 
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The recipe that follows are traditional Dutch oliebollen. 
confectioner's sugar than with salt and pepper! 

They taste much better with 

Alida Barter 

Oliebollen 

4 cups all purpose flour 
2 1/2 cups whole milk 
1 tsp salt 
3 tbsp active dry yeast 
2 tbsp milk 
2 tbsp finely grated lemon peel 
1/2 cup raisins 
1/2 cup currants 
1/4 cup combined ginger and orange peel 
5 tart apples peeled and diced 
8 cups sunflower cooking oil 
2 cups confectioner's sugar 

Sift the flour and add the salt and the milk. Dissolve yeast in warm water or milk. Let stand for 
about five minutes. Add the yeast to the flour mixture and place the dough in a warm place, to 
rise for about 1 1/2 hours. 

After it has risen, punch the dough and add the fruit. Mix. 

Heat the oil to 375 degrees and form balls with the dough. Fry in oil until golden. After cooked, 
allow the oliebollen to rest on some paper towel. Garnish liberally with confectioner's sugar. 

15 



Anne Camozzi 
By Kate Galea 

There is so much to tell you about my new friend Anne—and I am sure that I don't even 
know a small portion of her story—that I have wondered long where to start. I have decided 
to start with what I think is THE MOST IMPORTANT THING! Her smile! Anne has one 
of the most generous and infectious smiles I have ever seen. In fact, I think it is because of 
her glorious smile that I resolved to get to know her better. Hers is a smile that dawns 
quickly and fades slowly, inviting all to celebrate with her. What I didn't know until we sat 
down recently to talk a bit more, is how much lies behind that smile. 

Anne came to Antigonish in 1979 with her then-husband, Angus Braid. They hadn't planned 
on staying more than a year. Anne had left a job as a CBC reporter so that they could spend 
a year "away from it all." Angus's family has roots in Antigonish; his father worked at the 
St.F.X. Extension Department. The young couple planned to stay at the family home in 
Jimtown. 

Part of the reason for the year off for the two professionals was a bout of ill health that Anne 
had been experiencing. Doctors had ventured many different diagnoses, but they really didn't 
know. A year in the good fresh air of Antigonish might be just the ticket to clear up what 
was causing the difficulties. 

Soon, Jamie was born, but Anne's sickness didn't pass. In fact, some days Anne couldn't even 
walk! Deciding that rural living and the community here was a wonderful place to raise a 
family, Anne and Angus decided not to return to Ontario, but to stay in Antigonish. Three 
years later, Leanna was born, completing the family. 

Anne's frustrating illness, which seemed always to defy proper 
classification, continued to challenge her. Undaunted, she 
became an active part of the community, an avid gardener, 
and naturalist. After returning to school to complete a Master's 
degree in Adult Education, she established a home-based 
environmental education consulting business which has grown 
into a flourishing venture keeping Anne and others employed. 

Finally, something happened to "crack the code" of Anne's 
constant bouts of ill health. Early in the '90s, a freak skating 
accident led to a series of dental and medical procedures Anne Camozzi 
which seemed to make her sickness worse. With the help of a 
Halifax neurologist and a nurse from the Camp Hill Hospital, 
Anne was referred to a Dallas doctor specializing in environmental illness. Various tests 
revealed that Anne had somehow accumulated high levels of toxic chemicals in her body and 
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become highly sensitive to much of the world around her. 

Diagnosis is one thing: cure is another. How do you eliminate toxins from your blood? And 
how do you avoid getting sick when you are allergic to so many things? For six years, Anne 
has been on strict diets, a daily regime of inoculations, and a special healing program which 
has even led her to a new "eco-house" which doesn't make her sick. 

So where is she now? Her business takes her around the world (sometimes with a filter mask 
on!) to write, teach and facilitate sessions about environmental issues. She grows excellent 
vegetables (ask her about her "apple juice can" secret for the tomatoes!). Having learned 
again how to walk, she recently climbed a mountain—a real dream come true. She is also an 
avid cyclist and can be seen around town on her new bike, which has led her to help set up a 
group interested in establishing biking and hiking trails in our town and county. And 
naturally, she spends piles of time with her two wonderful teenagers! 

There's a lot behind Anne Camozzi's smile—more than I ever could have imagined. I am 
certain that she wouldn't use the word "heroic" to describe her life. But I would. 

Strawberry Bergamot Tea 

Makes a potful of delightful strawberry tinted tea 

1 large handful bee balm (bergamot) 
1 small handful mint 
4-5 lemon balm leaves 
5-8 medium-sized strawberries (leave hulls, leaves and all) 
Put all the spices and strawberries in the teapot, fill with boiling 
water and let steep for at least five minutes. Serve in glass 
mugs. 
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Curried Summer Vegetables with Pistachios 

Can be cooked in a wok or skillet on the stove, camp stove or open fire. I first cooked this 
recipe after a long hike, during which I cooked on a camp stove. It was delicious, fast, and 
nutritious. This serves about six, depending on how hungry everyone is. 

about a half kilo of fresh snow peas 
6-8 small new potatoes 
1 medium zucchini 
1 medium Spanish onion 
baby carrots (enough to give a nice colour balance to the peas) 
1 large handful of sunflower seeds 
1 large handful of shelled pistachio nuts (amount depends on 
taste) 
red chili peppers to taste (the hotter the better!!!) 
2 tbsp. olive oil 
1/4 c. water 
2-3 garlic cloves 
1 tbsp. ground cumin 
1 tbsp. ground coriander 
1 tbsp. coriander seed 
1 tbsp. cumin seed 
1 tbsp. curry powder 
1 tbsp. tumeric 
salt to taste 

Prepare vegetables first. Scrub new potatoes and slice thinly; de-string snow peas; slice 
zucchini thinly; cut baby carrots in thin lengthwise strips; cut onions in thin crescent-shaped 
slices. Slice garlic and fry in heated oil in skillet. Add onion slices and then add all the 
spices, keeping the skillet on hot heat and stirring constantly so garlic and onions are coated 
with spices. Add 1.4. c. water slowly just enough so mixture does not stick. When the onions 
are tender, add carrots and potato. Splash in small amounts of water if needed. The pan 
should be hot enough that the water steams the vegetables. When potatoes are half cooked 
add peas and zucchini. Continue stir frying until vegetables are crispy. Throw in sunflower 
seeds and pistachio nuts. Mix well and serve immediately decorating the plate with nasturtium 
flowers and leaves. Serve with strawberry, bergamot tea. If desired, serve on a bed of 
basmati or brown rice. 
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Mother 
By Evelyn Decoste 

A few years ago, I spent five days in bed with the flu. Sometimes, such a halt in a busy 
schedule gives one time to reflect on the past; and my thoughts were for my mother. She was 
a dear lady who was so stern, who never raised her voice, but yet who could command her 
household of nine children with eyes that could pierce through you if you said or did the 
wrong things. At that time, I wrote this poem in her memory. 

If in a procession, all women did come, 
None would compare with our own sweet Mom. 
She was stern, severe, but fair and just 
To write these lines about her, I feel I must. 
Although we feared her, from cradle to adult 
Whenever we needed her, she listened about 
Our heartaches, our fears, our sorrow, our pain 
But continued to love us, never in vain. 
Away we all went, one by one. 
Leaving the cradle, we thought it was fun. 
However, years later, we all came back 
Again to hang our clothes on the rack. 
She fed us, she loved us—Oh how she did care 
To lose any one of us, she never could bear. 
In spite of our weaknesses, frailties or other 
In that big heart, was the love of a mother. 

Along came the first child, a boy it would be 
a headful of curls, that would make anyone envy. 
Then, in Michigan, this family settled down 
Where a second child was bom, in this busy growing town. 
Back to Nova Scotia, they came at the insistence of Grandmother 
To care for the old homestead and take care of each other. 
More children were born, two girls then a boy, 
Bringing up a growing family was not all joy. 
Another baby girl to this family arrived 
Followed by a boy, "Christian duty" was not deprived. 
Please God, this is enough, my mother must have prayed 
But two more children were added and stayed. 
There they were, the nine angels brave 
God forbid! Don't send her to her grave. 

She worked hard for years, and when we had all grown 
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We never could forget, that place called "Sweet Home" 
Because home meant Mother, her heart made of gold 
She never left one of us, out in the cold. 
As we grew older, her heart it did mellow 
How she appreciated a phone call, a letter-
Any indication that we still did care 
Even though communication sometimes was rare. 

Oh how with sadness, that night I remember 
When the ambulance took her away in December 
Two days before Christmas, to the hospital to rest 
Was what the doctor had decided was best. 
However, her days on this earth had been numbered 
The twelfth day of January, as we soon discovered 
Was the day that God chose to call her home 
On this earth no more to suffer, no more to roam. 
With her loved ones there by her side 
The moments kept ebbing away like the tide 
Too soon it was over and she was asleep 
Her rendez-vous in heaven, she had to keep. 
So now she's with God in the Heaven's above 
Still showering each and everyone of us with her love! 

On weekdays, when most of the family was at home, one of Mother's main meals was her 
chicken fricot. Whenever we asked Mother for a recipe she would always say: "a little bit of 
salt, a little bit of pork". There was never a written recipe when it came to her own menus. 
However, this is how I learned to make it from her oral instructions. 

Chicken Fricot 

1/2 cup finely diced salt pork or bacon 
1 large chopped onion 
1 small or medium sized chicken chopped in small pieces 
4-5 cups water 
Salt and pepper to taste 
5-6 potatoes cut in cubes 

Dumplings: 1 cup flour, 2 tsp. baking powder, salt, 1/3 cup oil, enough milk to moisten the 
mixture. 

Using a 3 quart pot, saute diced pork or bacon until crisp. Remove pork scraps and 
roll pieces of chicken in flour. Brown in pork fat. Add onions, water, salt and pepper and 
cook until chicken is tender (about 30-40 minutes.) Add cubed potatoes and cook about 15 
minutes. Add small dumplings and cover. Do not open for at least 12 minutes while 
dumplings are cooking. Serve with hot rolls or biscuits. 
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Peggy Gallant 
By Kelly Burns 

A wise educator once told me that we should not merely teach a subject, we should be 
educating our students. These sentiments exemplify the style and commitment of 
Peggy Gallant, the quick witted and vibrant professor in the Human Kinetics 
department at St. Francis Xavier University. It is hard to capture the impact that 
Peggy Gallant has had on women' s athletic and physical and heath education. I am 
sure that in 1969, when this petite Pictonian arrived on campus, no one anticipated 
that she would begin to shape the minds of young aspiring teachers; moreover, that 
she would become a classroom inspiration and role model for both men and women 
alike. 

Inspired by her high school teacher Beryl Saunders, 
Peggy tackles classroom lectures with her captivating 
charm and highly energetic communication skills. Her 
commitment to her job goes far beyond the classroom. 
Peggy' s dedication to the department and her 
affirmation of her students are attested through many 
fond anecdotes that her students share. 

While Peggy still remains the only woman in the 
Human Kinetics department, she has made huge 
advancements for the status of women' s fitness and 
athletics internally; on both a provincial and a national 
scale. 

Peggy Gallant 

For many students, Peggy is the shoulder in hard times and the reassurance that 
personal failure and self doubt can be overcome. She is a figure of strength, 
confidence, femininity, equity and fairness. She is also a smile or a "high five" in the 
gymnasium or playing field. Peggy has said that much of her character and conviction 
are a result of the influence that her mother had on her while she was growing up. 
Undoubtedly, her mother would be filled with pride to know that so many students 
and colleagues describe her daughter as a cornerstone to our community and a 
pinnacle player in something even greater. For what Peggy Gallant gives to others, 
sometimes our future leaders, is the tremendous gift of courage in hearts, mind and 
dream. 
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Mardy's Spare Ribs 

2 Racks of Ribs 
1/2 cup ketchup 
1/4 cup chili sauce 
1/2 cup vinegar 
1 tsp. Salt 
2 tbps. Lemon juice 
1/4 tsp. Red pepper or Tabasco 
2 tbsps. Worcestershire sauce 
1 tbsp. Brown Sugar 

Cook on tray 30 min under broiler. 
Drain fat. 
Reduce heat to 350. 
Pour sauce over ribs and cook for 1.5 hours. 
Baste occasionally. 
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Margie Grace 
By Heather Carson 

When I think of Margie Grace, several words come to mind; welcome, courage, tenacity, 
determination, oat cakes. 

At a time when I hardly knew Margie and was living in another place, I would visit L'Arche 
Antigonish and Margie would always welcome me with open arms, no matter my state of 
mind and heart. I have always felt accepted and welcomed in her life and home—just as I am. 

And what courage she has! Like many of us, Margie has had 
her share of pain and challenge. But she faces each day with 
faithfulness that is a total inspiration to me. She lives a truth 
in relationship that requires immense courage and fidelity. 

An image that comes to mind when I think of Margie is her 
rising early in the morning, in sunshine or darkness, driving 
rain or snow, rested or fatigued, donning sneakers and a 
running suit and jogging, jogging, jogging! Whether training 
for the Special Olympics or just for her own health, Margie 
has been a faithful runner. 

Yes, Margie Grace has been a model to me in so many ways. 
And, in addition to the gifts listed above, she bakes the best 
oat cakes I have ever tasted! Margie, I salute you! 

. • • . • . . 

Margie Grace 

Scottish Oatcakes 

2 1/2 cups white sugar 
4 cups rolled oats 
4 cups bran flakes 
4 cups white flour 
1 tsp. baking soda 
2 tsps. baking powder 
2 1/2 cups soft shortening 

Put soda into one cup boiling water. Let cool before putting into other ingredients. 
Bake at 375 degrees, for 7 to 8 minutes. Remove tray as soon as they are out of the oven. If 
not removed, they will get very, very hard. 

Happy Baking! 

23 



Lucille Harper 
By Barbara Hayes 

I first met Lucille Harper when she moved into an old farmhouse near where I lived in 
Beauly. A friend told me that she had moved in and was living alone. I decided I would pay 
her a neighbourly visit. I took with me a loaf of whole wheat bread and a huge bunch of 
yellow fall flowers. I knew from the start that we would be close friends. I immediately 
sensed that I was to share some of the most powerful and momentous events of my life with 
this woman. 

When I first met her, she had her own business as a crafts person working with leather. 
Everything she made was excellent. Her standards were very high. These standards 
remained in all of the remarkable work she has done; with the Antigonish Women's Resource 
Centre, Naomi Society, and Connect. 

She has also helped to build her house in the Keppoch where she creates beauty all around 
her. Her vegetable garden is huge and wonderful. Her flower gardens are a delight from 
spring to fall. She has in the past few years begun building impressive rock walls. When she 
takes you around her gardens, her eyes gleam as she explains how she set this plant or that 
fern just "there" for effect. One feels her sense of connection to the earth and nature. 

So to get to food. Over the years, many rare and wonderful delights have come out of Luci's 
kitchen. She has talked a lot about her grandmother who inspired her love of gardening and 
who also handed down many wonderful recipes. She enjoys treating guest to wonderful 
creations like cheese cakes, fruit pies, Bavarian creams, wonderful breads, pastries, delicate 
baked honey custards dusted with nutmeg, Christmas fruit cakes, sugar tarts packed with 
walnuts and dried fruit. 

We have shared many memorable Thanksgiving dinners, sometimes using saw horses covered 
with plywood to extend the table in order to seat 20 or 30 people for dinner. These were 
marvellous events with the sights, sounds and smells of fabulous foods. As we sat around her 
table she would invite each person to take a moment to talk about what we were thankful for. 
Usually, we would remember to give thanks for friends, family and the beauty of the earth!!! 
And I would then, as I do now, give thanks for the extraordinary lives of ordinary women, 
like Lucille. 

Here's a sumptuous recipe that we often share at our Thanksgiving dinners. 
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Lots of Pumpkin, Pumpkin Pie 

3-4 Eggs (slightly beaten) 
1/2 Cup Brown Sugar 
1/2 Cup Maple Syrup 
1 Tsp. Cinnamon 
1/2 Tsp. Ginger 
1/2 Tsp. Nutmeg 
1 Tsp. Vanilla 
1 Small Pumpkin (4-6 Cups cooked) 
1 Cup Cream or Milk 
1 Large pie shell 
Unbaked Walnuts (Optional) 

Combine in blender or with beater. Blend eggs, sugar, syrup, vanilla, spices, pumpkin, and 
cream. Pour into pie shell and bake in Moderate oven (350 F) until filling is set. Decorate 
with walnuts. 

Pie Crust 

3/4 Cup Whole Wheat Pastry Flour 
3/4 Cup White Flour 
3/4 Cup Butter or Margarine 
1/3 Cup Cold water to moisten 

Cut butter or margarine into flour. Moisten to workable texture with cold water. Form pastry 
into ball. Chill in fridge for 15 minutes (while preparing filling). 
Roll to fit pie plate. (Any left over filling can be baked as pumpkin pudding). 
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Lucille and Barbara. 
Thanksgiving, 1988. 
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Barbara Hayes 
By Janette Fecteau 

Barbara Hayes moved to Antigonish County in 1974. She grew up in Ireland and in Devon, 
England, and immigrated to Canada as a young woman. A psychotherapist and mother of 
three, she lives in Beauly with her partner, Chris and their teenagers, Sidonie and Seamus. 

One of the first times I went to visit Barbara, she was making 
brunch. There was a large quantity of delicate, delicious 
crSpes which we stuffed with whipped cream, berries, and 
maple syrup. How we gorged ourselves! I felt at home right 
away. The house was warm and light and filled with all sorts 
of lovely things that Barbara had collected. 

This past Christmas, I went to Beauly to learn the making of 
traditional English fruitcake. We laid out pounds of dried 
fruit on her solid wooden table and commenced chopping. 
Barbara put on a tape of a Christmas variety concert in 
Liverpool. We had a laugh over "Mr. Pickwick Goes 
Sliding," as we cracked a dozen eggs into the batter. 

Barbara Hayes 

There was delight in her nimble fingers as she rolled out the marzipan topping. It tasted 
intensely of almonds, which she loves. Although I was tired that day (it being my first 
anniversary of being dumped!) I began to feel actually merry. 

We laughed and talked as my first fruitcakes cooked in the old oven, filling the kitchen with 
a wonderful rich warmth. She told me about the Christmas desserts she makes every year: 
sherry trifle, schtolen (a German fruit bread with almonds) and, that which impressed me the 
most, Christmas pudding that is steamed for three hours, decorated with holly, soaked in 
heated brandy and set alight when served! 

We weren't dressed up that day, but later in the winter Martha McGinn and I went over and 
we all three put on velvet dresses (of which Barbara has a handy supply). We had tea and 
cake, Barbara looking regal in violet and in green. 

It is fabulous to have a friend who loves dressing up, reading aloud from novels, who has a 
Grreat appreciation for life, who is solidly there for you when times are hard, who can sit all 
day in meditation and also quote from Wayne's World. 
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Barbara's Croquembouche 

The Croquembouche is a traditional French wedding cake which involves a pile of cream-
filled puffs held together by caramelised sugar. It is actually much simpler to make than it 
appears. What follows are recipes of the components of the cake and instruction for its 
assembly. It will take amateur cooks about eight hours to make this cake. Plan to do the final 
assembly in the same place as it will be served as it cannot be easily moved. This recipe 
makes about 100 servings. 

Fitting 

This filling can be prepared up to a week in advance. Keep refrigerated. 

4 cups granulated sugar 

20 egg yolks 
2 cups white flour 
8 cups milk 
4 tbsp butter 
1 cup cognac 
grated rind of two oranges 
grated rind of two lemons 

1. In a large, heavy saucepan, or soup pot, whisk sugar and egg yolks until the mixture becomes pale yellow 
and can form a slowly dissolving ribbon when whisk is raised from mixture. 

2. Add flour and mix thoroughly. 

3. Bring milk to a boil. Very slowly pour milk into egg-sugar mixture, beating constantly. 

4. Put saucepan over moderate heat, to avoid burning. Bring to a gentle boil, alternately beating with a wire 
whisk and stirring the bottom and sides of the pan with a wooden spoon. After it comes to a boil, continue 
to cook for 2 or 3 minutes, stirring constantly. 

5. Stir in cognac. 

6. Divide filling between two bowls. Add grated orange rind to one bowl; grated lemon rind to the other. 

Cake 

15 cups white flour 
3 1/3 Tbsp baking powder 
6 cups margarine or butter 
10 cups sugar 
2 dozen eggs 
1 cup milk 
4 tsp vanilla 
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1. Preheat oven to 350 degrees F. 
2. Rub baking tins with butter, then dust with flour. Use four tins, (19 x 15 x 1 l/2in), or two bakery-sized 

sheet pans. 
3. Sift flour and baking powder together. Set aside. 
4. In a very large mixing bowl, cream together margarine and sugar until fluffy. 
5. Add eggs one at a time and mix after each one. 
6. If using an electric mixer, increase speed for 30 seconds, then turn down. 
7. Alternate adding flour and milk 
8. Make sure everything is well mixed, scraping bottom and sides of mixture to centre of bowl with a spatula. 

As soon as ingredients are combined well, stop mixing. 
9. Pour into baking tins and bake for 30 minutes, or until done. 
10. Allow cake to cool completely, then remove from baking tins. 

Puff Shells 

4 cups water 
3 cups butter 
4 tsp salt 
4 cups white flour 
16 eggs, at room temperature 
a pastry bag with a 1/2 inch open-ended nozzle 
2 more eggs 

Assembly 

1. Preheat oven to 425 degrees F, 
2. Liberally rub four large baking tins with butter. (19 x 15 x 1 1/2 in) 
3. Sift flour and salt together. Set aside. 
4. In a large saucepan, bring water to a boil with the butter. Continue boiling until butter has melted. 
5. Remove from heat and add flour and salt all at once. Stir vigorously. Return to moderately high heat and 

cook, stirring constantly, just until mixture forms a ball that does not separate. Do not overcook 
6. Remove from heat. With a wooden spoon make a little well in the paste and break an egg into the centre of 

the well. Then beat egg into the paste until paste no longer looks slippery or shiny. Repeat this procedure 
with the rest of the 16 eggs. Towards the end it will take longer for each egg to be absorbed. 

7. Spoon paste into pastry bag. Squeeze onto baking pan with a circular motion, so that each puff is round. 
Don't bother to flatten the points as these later catch the caramel as it is drizzled over the cake. 

8. Make puffs in several sizes, the largest 1 inch, and the smallest half that size. The larger sizes are used for 
the bottom of the cake, graduating to the top, which uses very small puffs. 

9. Beat 2 eggs with 1 Tbsp water. With a pastry brush apply beaten eggs just to the top of the puff. (If the 
egg goes too far down the side and touches the baking tin, it will keep the puff from rising.) 

10. Bake puffs for about 20 minutes. When the puffs have doubled in size, are golden brown and firm to the 
touch, they are done. 

11. Remove puffs from oven and cut a hole in the bottom of each one with the point of a knife. This hole will 
allow steam to escape and will be used to put cream into later. 

12. Put the tray of puffs back into the oven, with heat off and door ajar. Leave for at least 20 minutes. This 
will allow the puffs to dry out completely. 

13. Do not fill puffs with cream until just before they are put on the cake, as they become soggy if filled too 
early. 
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Final Assembly 
1. Lay pattern pieces on cake and carefully cut cake with a small, sharp knife. 
2. Prepare a square wooden platform for cake and insert a tall (appx. 36 " dowel) in the centre of the platform. 
Put aluminium foil over base. 
3. If any of the cake rounds are thicker than 2.5 cm (1 inch), slice them in half. 
4. Carefully lower the largest cake round over the dowel, having first cut a hole in the centre with point of a 
knife. 
5. Sprinkle the cake with sherry, controlling flow with a thumb over the opening of bottle. Be sure that the cake 
is well saturated but not mushy. 
6. Spread the layer with filling. 
7. Put the next layer on, being careful to centre one on top of the other. 
8. Repeat the procedure with all layers, first sprinkling with sherry, then spreading with filling, alternating 
orange-flavoured filling with lemon-flavoured filling. 
9. Whip the cream until stiff but not buttery. 
10. Cover entire cake with whipped cream, just enough to cover the cakes and give a smooth well-shaped cone. 
11. Divide remaining whipped cream into 3 batches. Flavour each batch with a different liqueur. Taste to see 
if the liqueur flavour can be noticed. Add little more if necessary. 
12. Fill each puff shell with flavoured whipped cream, using pastry bag or a knife. 
13. Beginning at the bottom with the largest ones, stick puffs onto the cake. Try not to have all of the puffs 
flavoured with one liqueur ending up in the same area of the cake; rather, have them roughly alternating. Finish 
with the very smallest puffs at the top. 
14. Place sugared almonds here and there between the puffs. Tradition says that the almonds symbolize good 
luck 
15. For caramel syrup, place sugar and water in a saucepan and bring to a boil, stirring constantly. Let syrup 
cook until it turns light brown. Remove from heat. 
16. As syrup is cooling, test occasionally to see if threads are forming yet. 
17. When threads form, begin spinning a web around the cake, using three forks tied together. (If you wish to 
be extravagant, the best tool for this is a wire whisk with its top snipped off, leaving the ends sticking out.) At 
first it will appear that very little is happening. 
18. As you continue to spin, however, the cake begins to take on a shimmer, and finally it becomes totally 
encased in shining threads. 
19. The last step is to decorate the base with flowers. 
20. Store the cake in a cool place until serving time. 
21. To serve, scoop out 2 puffs and some cake for each person, using large silver serving spoons. As this is a 
very rich cake, each serving does not need to be very large. 

The Croquembouche 
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Alice Hoskins 
By Beth Parker 

You may have seen a certain white-haired figure stretching 
outside in all kinds of weather on the Saint Francis Xavier 
campus over the past year and a half—sometimes in a broad-
brimmed cotton hat, perhaps wrapped up in a lap blanket 
donated by a concerned friend, often engaged in lively 
conversation with a group of students or sidewalk passersby. 
This familiar figure is Alice Hoskins, known in Antigonish not 
only for her painting workshops, her children's art programs, 
informal art tours at the St. F.X. campus; but also, for her 
painting workshops, her children's art programs, informal art 
tours at the St.F.X. Art Gallery, and her wonderful afternoon 
garden teas as a volunteer with the Antigonish County Home 
Care organization. Most of all, she is renowned for her fresh 
and lively watercolour paintings of the landscape and 
seascapes in and around Antigonish. 

Alice has always preferred to paint on location, pushing the 
spacious and luminous qualities inherent in the watercolour 
medium to its most eloquent potential. Her bold style 
demonstrates a certain spontaneous fearlessness that seems to 
characterize Alice's whole approach to life. An older 
gentleman who participated in one of her Elder Hostel 
painting excursions was heard to exclaim that not only did she 
have the entire over-sixty class scrambling over the rocks to 
get to the water's edge; but then, she wouldn't even allow 
them to use a pencil to sketch in the scene! They just had to start to paint! Alice's 
adventurous spirit is contagious. However hard it may be to keep up with her, she is an 
inspiration to everyone that comes into contact with her enthusiastic zest for life. 

Alice grew up in Montreal, but spent many summers in Guysborough, N.S., and it was there 
as a small child that she first began to draw and paint. She studied fine art at L'ficole des 
Beaux Arts in Montreal and at the Montreal School of Art and Design and went on to 
compete a B.F.A. and M.F.A. in Art Education from the Nova Scotia College of Art and 
Design. After moving to N.S. in 1974, she served as Education Officer and Education 
Curator at the Art Gallery of Nova Scotia in Halifax for nine years and then completed a 
graduate degree in Leisure Studies at Dalhousie University. She now lives in Antigonish year-
round, but throughout her life she has travelled extensively, living in several provinces across 
Canada and even spending two years teaching high school art in Australia. In 1970, on a tour 
of the Orient, she fell in love with the beauty of the Japanese landscape and culture. Her 

Sketching by Alice Hoskins 
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interest deepened as she began to study the language, history, the arts and the religion of 
Japan. She returned several times to Japan and has written two books about her travels, Hitori 
De (On My Own) and Issho Ni (Let's Go Together), illustrated with black and white sketches 
of the gardens, the statues, the temples and the people that she saw along her way. She 
attributes a certain intimacy in these drawings to the influence of eight winters she spent in 
Toronto at Covenant House, a shelter and resource centre for homeless youth. She feels 
sketching is a good way of breaking down barriers of many kinds and serves as a means of 
conveying profound respect for the model or the subject. 

Alice has contributed an unusual Canadian recipe that came in handy on one of her trips to 
Japan. 

Chicken Reuben 

"After I retired from my job in Halifax, I decided to join one of my daughters in Toronto for 
the winters. I took no cookbooks with me but, deciding that I wanted to try some new and 
experimental recipes, I looked around at all the bazaars, and bought the book put out by the 
Women's Auxiliary of the Hospital for Sick Children. One of its unusual recipes, Chicken 
Reuben, is delicious if it is baked long enough for its disparate flavours to blend together. 
Later, when I was travelling in Japan, I was invited by a cooking club to teach them how to 
make a Canadian meal. It was a great success, but they prepared whole instead of half 
chicken breasts, which was more than anyone could eat. This led to the discovery that the 
dish is great for leftovers, and tastes even better when re-heated the following day." 

- A. Hoskins 

1/2 chicken breast per person 
1 lb. can sauerkraut, well-drained 
1 cup Thousand Island dressing 
sliced Swiss cheese 
parsley for garnish 

Pre-heat oven to 325. Trim, and arrange chicken breasts in baking dish 13" x 9" x 2 1/2. 
Cover chicken with drained sauerkraut. Place cheese slices on top of sauerkraut and pour 
thousand island dressing over cheese. Cover with foil and bake at least 1 1/2 hours. Remove 
foil; brown under the broiler if necessary. Garnish with chopped parsley. Serve with rice or 
noodles. 
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Wilhelmien Joosten 
By Anne Bigelow 

It may have been because she too, was from "away" that she insisted, after our first brief 
meeting that the farm she and her husband had for sale was to go to us. But I like to think it 
was more than that. She was a strongly intuitive person and perhaps she knew how important 
she would become to me. She was older than my mother, yet I think of her more as a friend 
than a parent, although she certainly parented me. In selling us the farm, she provided the 
longest term home I have ever had and she taught me much about loyalty, love, good 
humour, straight talking, and present focus. 

In many ways, her life was hard and she endured many losses. She immigrated from Holland 
as a young wife and mother, leaving behind her parents whom she would never see again and 
a close community of friends and family. She had already survived a war. She raised her 
family in her new country, learning the language from her five children. Two deaths were 
particularly difficult: in midlife, her closest brother and in late life, her oldest daughter. Both 
losses were sudden and were bereavements from which she never fully recovered. 

Yet, to visit her was like connecting with life in all its 
fullness. Around her kitchen table, folks would gather and she 
would serve her custard pie or delicious home-made bread. 
She and her husband would tell stories, inevitably disagreeing 
with much laughter and teasing. Theirs was the most solid 
relationship that I ever had the privilege of witnessing. Her 
family and close friends were central to her life. She worried 
about and fiercely loved and believed in each one of them. 
Prestige and power meant little to her; kindness and sincerity 
meant a lot. She was strongly honest, yet respectful of others. 
One never had to worry about where she stood, because she 

would tell you straight out. If she thought that too much time 
had elapsed between my visits, she would greet me with "I 
thought you were dead!" 

She knew the earth and its cycles. The vegetable garden behind her house and the flower 
garden beside it seemed to grow practically anything. She taught me how to freeze beans and 
with her passing this activity has become a sacrament to her memory. Her home was a place 
of acceptance and warmth because of the love she bestowed, and her self dignity called others 
to meet her in kind. 

Wilhelmien Joosten 
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Custard Pie 

Roll white bread dough thinly and put in a low rimmed pie pan for final rising (1/2 hour). 
Make pricks in it. Or prepare the following dough. 

1 teaspoon yeast 
1/4 cup water 
1 teaspoon sugar 
1/4 teaspoon salt 
1 tablespoon sugar 
1 egg 
1/4 teaspoon baking powder 
1 1/2 cups white flour 
1 1/2 tablespoons melted butter 

Combine the yeast, water, and 1 teaspoon sugar. Stir and let sit for 5 minutes. Add the rest 
of the ingredients and knead on floured surface until smooth. Cover and put in a warm place 
for 1/2 hour. Then roll thinly and put in bottom of low rimmed pie pan. Prick with a fork. 
Let rise for 1/2 hour. 

Custard 

Stir 1 tablespoon custard mix into half cup of water. Add 1 cup scalding milk and 1 
tablespoon sugar. Cook until thickened. Cool mixture. Spread custard into pie. 

Crumbs 
6 tablespoons flour 
3 tablespoons sugar 
3 tablespoons melted butter 
Combine the flour and sugar then add the melted butter. Mix 
until crumbly and not sticking to bowl. Sprinkle crumbles on 
top of custard. 

Bake at 400-450 for 15 to 20 minutes. 
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Anu Joshi 
By Priya Joshi 

Anu Joshi 

My mother, Anu Joshi, came to this country from India in 1967. At that time, she was the 
age that I am now. She came from a different culture, a different country, and a different 
environment. However, she adjusted to this society in a very short time. I wonder if I could 
have done the same. 

Only one month after she arrived in Antigonish, she enrolled 
in the B.Ed program at St.F.X. She was a teacher of Home 
Economics in India and was told that in order to teach in this 
country, she would have to go through the education program 
here as well. Within a few weeks of being in the program, she 
went through one week of practice teaching. She taught them 
about East Indian customs, society and the traditional Indian 
women's dress. The students enjoyed it immensely. However, 
she could not finish the B.Ed program as my brother soon 
entered the world. 

My mother postponed entering the work force for almost two 
decades so that she could raise her family. Over the years here 
she has had a variety of jobs. For the past ten years, she has 
been a secretary in a doctor's office. That is not her only job. She is a mother, a cook, 
advisor, teacher and friend. She looks after the entire household, from ensuring that the bills 
are paid to making sure her children are fed. This comes about from years of having my 
father travel abroad on research trips. She has infused in my brother and me the values of 
life. She has passed on our Eastern values and traditions. She let me always make my own 
decisions, but always encouraged me to have respect for others and to never be too busy for 
another human being. Throughout my life, I have never felt any sort of distinction between 
my brother and myself. I was always granted the same freedom and privileges as he has had. 
When I decided to enter naturopathic medicine, an alternative and expensive form of 
medicine, not once did my parents try to dissuade me. In fact, they supported me financially 
and emotionally in this decision. 

My mother is an extremely good cook of both Indian and Western meals, despite the fact that 
she could not cook when she came to Canada. Experimenting for our family and friends has 
made her the chef that she is. She has taught me many of these recipes. In spite of the fact 
that she is a vegetarian, she can make a delicious non-vegetarian meal without even tasting it. 
We have had many of my father's colleagues from all over the world come over for a meal, 
and they always leave with a satisfied palate and a full tummy. 
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Here is one recipe passed down from my grandmother to my mother to me. It can be eaten as 
a snack or with any meal. 

Spicy Potatoes 

4 cups boiled, peeled potatoes cut into 1" squares 
1 1/2 tbsp vegetable oil 
1 tsp whole cumin seeds 
1/2 tsp paprika 
3 tsp ground coriander 
1/2 tsp garam masala 
pinch of red pepper 
1/2 tsp. salt 

HeaH)il on high fire. Add the cumin seeds and mix for 2 minutes. Add the remaining spices. 
Stir 2 minutes. On medium fire, add the potatoes, and saute gently so the potatoes get coated 
with spice. Add 1/8 cup water and 1 tsp lemon juice. Stir gently. Cover for 2 minutes. Serve. 
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Grandmothers 
By Bonnie MacDonald 

My grandmothers are as different in their personalities as night and day, but both possess a 
simple love of life and interest in people that epitomizes that renowned Maritime hospitality 
and charm. Their dignity has always been an inspiration to me. 

My father's mother, Sadie MacDonald, will be embarrassed 
when she reads that I find her so inspirational. Her natural 
humility would not permit her even to consider the fact that 
she is a remarkable woman, not only to me, but to anyone 
who meets her. A gentle, tiny, supremely feminine woman, 
she raised nine children and tended the family's small farm 
while her husband worked away during the week. She will say 
she merely did what any other wife and mother of her era had 
to do, and while that may be true, her commitment to her 
family and her unerring modesty are unique and quietly 
heroic. 

Sadie MacDonald 
She celebrated her 80th birthday this summer and her family 
gathered at her home in Saint Andrew's in a simple and loving 
tribute to the woman we call Ma. Her nine children, their spouses, and her 26 grandchildren, 
along with her brothers and sisters, made quite a crowd in her kitchen. But what better way to 
celebrate the life of a woman who dedicated herself to her family, than to drop by with some 
biscuits and some squares, and spend an evening with a woman to whom all women should 
aspire? 

My grandmother on the other side—we call her Momma— is rough and gruff and does not 
hesitate to speak her mind; she is what the old Gaelic speakers would call robach. 

Isabel Maclsaac did not have an easy life either. A graduate of 
Truro's Normal College, she went back to school when she 
was in her late 40's to get her bachelor's degree at St.F.X. She 
is one of those dedicated teachers that comes along once in a 
student's lifetime. To this day, men with children and 
grandchildren of then own greet her on the street with that 
long outgrown schoolboy shyness and respect. Teaching was 
more than a career for Momma, it was her vocation. 

I remember that it was Momma who taught me my 
multiplication tables, after my own teacher could not find a 
way to break through to me. Her natural teaching ability did 

Isabel Maclsaac 
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not cease once she stepped out of a classroom; everything she did, and continues to do is an 
example to all who know her. A voracious reader, she passed on her love of books to her six 
children and 19 grandchildren, a gift that is beyond price. 

And it was Momma who took me to get my ears pierced. I can still picture her sitting on that 
stool in the back room of the old Alteen's, forcing herself not to wince as the clerk pierced 
her ears first so that I would not be sacred when my turn came. 

She was 65 years old when she got her driver's licence, no small feat for a woman who grew 
up in the era of horse and wagon. I remember being a know-it-all seventeen year-old, trying 
to get her to look over her shoulder when she was backing up the car. The way she still 
drives seems to sum up my grandmother best—once she has decided where she is going, she 
goes without hesitation. She always figures that once people see her coming, they will move 
out of the way. 

How lucky I have been, and continue to be, to grow up and live within a stone's throw of two 
such unique and precious people—my grandmothers, Isabel and Sadie. 

1 1/2 cup sugar 
1 tsp butter 
3 Tbsp. flour 
2 eggs beaten 
1/2 tsp nutmeg 
3 cups finely cut rhubarb 

Rhubarb Cream Pie 

Blend sugar, flour, nutmeg and butter. Add beaten eggs and beat until creamy. Place 
rhubarb in 9-inch pie shell (unbaked). Pour creamy mixture over this. Top with pastry and 
bake for 15 minutes in hot oven (450). Reduce heat to 350 and bake for 30 minutes. 
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Marion MacDonald 
By Carla Bryden 

It has been said by many, but more specifically by Basille ("Buzz") Hargrove, President of the 
Canadian Auto Workers' Union of Canada,that when Marion walks into a room, she demands 
respect. Buzz said this during a conversation in which he, Marion, and I were commenting on 
how men are taken more seriously when voicing their opinions than women are. Buzz claimed 
Marion as the exception to this truism, and he could not have been more correct in his comment. 

Marion is a woman who never hesitates to become involved in issues that are inportant to her. 
If she decides that an issue is worthy, she moves forward without looking back. I have often 
envied her ability to make a decision and never dwell on "what if." For example, within one 
year of organizing the unionization of the CIBC bank in Antigonish, she led a strike against the 
bank with little or no assistance from the Union Movement. Such involvement has earned her 
national attention and she was featured on the CBC National News and CBC Radio. 

Her activism has taken her to Toronto, where she spoke to the 
Shareholders of the CIBC during the strike to enlighten the 
public and the Shareholders alike. She conveyed that they were 
on strike not only for fair wages and better promotions in the 
workplace; but also for all women working outside the home. 
This strike demonstrated how a particular small group of women 
workers could take on a large corporation and make some gains 
for all women. 

In 1993, Marion ran provincially for the NDP and made great 
strides in gaining the support of Antigonish residents for that 
party. Marion always believed in political awareness and firmly 
held that each voter be informed about the parties' platforms. 

Marion MacDonald 

I have known Marion MacDonald personally since September of 1978, and I have never met a 
more committed and compassionate woman. She has taught me more about the inequalities of 
women, Natives, people of colour and the physically challenged than I would have wished to 
know. For once she has shown you, you cannot close your eyes to such injustices; you must 
struggle to correct them. Still, I thank her for my awareness of the struggles of ordinary people 
and I am grateful that she has enlisted me in the work for change. I regard her as a priceless 
friend. 
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Blueberry Sour Cream Cake 

Base 

1 1/2 C. Flour 1/2 C. Butter 
1/2 C. Sugar 1 tsp Vanilla 
1 1/2 tsp Baking Powder 1 Egg 

Blend flour sugar, baking powder and butter. Add egg and vanilla. Blend well. Pour over 9" 
spring form pan. Top with 3 cups blueberries. 

Mix 
2 Cups Sour Cream 
1/2 C. Sugar 
2 Egg yolks 
1 tsp Vanilla 

- Pour over blueberries 

- Bake 1 hour at 375 or until edges of top are brown. 

- Garnish with whipped cream and 1 cup berries 
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Sister Isabel MacDougall, c.n.d. 
by Judith Chelius Stark, Ph.D. 

When I first arrived at Mount Saint Bernard College as a student in 1964 and found my way 
into the College Library, there was no doubt as to who was in charge~Sr. Isabel (a.k.a. 
Mother St. Francesca, before the sisters returned to then family names). Though slight in 
build, Sr. Isabel was a force to be reckoned with, especially in her library domain where she 
brooked no breach of standards. Her formidable presence permeated every nook and cranny 
of the place right down to the windows which, even on the coldest winter days, she insisted 
on keeping open. Only later did I come to appreciate that her predilection for fresh ah was 
highly symbolic of her fundamental approach to life-let in the fresh ah! 

Sr. Isabel MacDougall 

As I got to know her better over those first few months, I 
realized that her gruff exterior was matched, indeed surpassed, 
by her keen intelligence and acerbic wit. Gradually, a group of 
us young women gathered regularly in her office to feast on 
her lively discourses on world and local events. She conducted 
her own brand of consciousness raising before we had ever 
heard the phrase or knew what it meant. Her deep sense of 
justice often alerted us to the iniquities that we women faced, 
but should never tolerate. From that small office, her analysis 
spanned around the world with her unique blend of politics, 
history, religion, the Catholic Church and always women's 
issues. Sr. Isabel had a passion for politics with all its follies 
and she lionized the political leaders of whom she approved, 
especially President John F. Kennedy and Prime Minister Pierre Trudeau. Her great hopes for 
the advancements of the Roman Catholic Church were tempered with a healthy dose of 
scepticism. No current event, no foible of politician or ecclesiastic was safe from her keen 
eye and razor-sharp wit. 

We women students learned many large lessons in that small office—the importance of 
commitment and engagement as well as critical distance. And we encountered in Sr. Isabel a 
strength of mind and spirit that gave us women the courage to find and cultivate our own 
talents as women for service in a perilous world. Sr. Isabel endured the health problems of 
her later years with the same fierceness and courage that were her hallmarks in her prime. 
Even in the midst of silence, she struggled to communicate via her lap-top computer and 
maintained her interest in current events and especially the women's movement. She 
challenged us to be feminists just as the movement began and bequeathed to us the capacities 
if mind, heart and spirit to continue the struggle in this great work. 
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Sr. Isabel MacDougall, c.n.d 
Recipe for Sisterhood Soup 

Combine in a very large vessel: 

1 c. MacDougall clan intelligence 
1 c. home-grown Cape Breton wit 
1 c. keen feminist observation 
a great measure of C.N.D. dedication 
a dash of Christmas Island spice 

- Cook over high heat to the boiling point. 
- Let cool just a bit. 
- Serve with horde twist. 
- Should be enjoyed with lively conversation among 
supportive and caring sisters of every sort! 
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Vicki Maclean 
By Clare Maclean 

My mother is a Gemini which makes her a paradox. (I don't mean two docks you find down 
at the lake.) She is like two people sometimes, which makes it really creepy when I sit down 
for supper. She walks, she talks, she paints. It takes her ten minutes to make minute rice. 
No, no...I'm kidding! My mother can cook when she wants and has not poisoned anyone yet. 
I do have a few images of my mother baking, especially making biscuits. One of my 
favourite smells is the heady scent of fresh strawberries boiling down for jam. The smells 
often wafted through the old Cape Breton house during the summer. It is a sweet image of 
my mother who is a tremendous mum, and who always made time for my sister and me. She 
took the time to teach us and gave us the freedom to become the independent women we are 
today. My mother is generous and fun for someone bom around the time of brontosaurus rex 
and very cool in those odd times when she is not being a kooky critter. 

Yet, no one should be fooled by my mother's good 
disposition; she is a force to be reckoned with in any situation. 
This is the other side, the twin of Gemini, coming out. She is 
an unconventional, striking woman with an angular face and 
dark brown eyes. She has great strength and almost a mean 
toughness. I don't mean to make her out as some psycho 
serial killer, though I once saw her take down a box of Raisin 
Bran, for not getting her two scoops. 

I believe her toughness is more about her work ethic and how 
she lives her life. Boredom is her biggest enemy; she can't sit 
still for a moment; shifting from one task to another. It is 
enough to make one dizzy. The odd time I have whined about 
how hard life can be, she hauls out the old tattered story about before my age, when she had 
married my father, a Cape Breton subsistence farmer and was living in a place that was the 
back of the forty. Her days spent looking after her darling wee rugrats...ahh...her beautiful 
girls and working from dawn to late into the night... She laid in five acres of hand cut seed 
potatoes by horse, and later cared for three acre strawberry business. Most days, she says, 
she was capable of being up at 3:30 in the morning to ride her mare, cook for us, run the 
berry fields, and even turned hay by hand in hay making season. She would work into the 
late night on her paintings, when the day's demands were asleep. Yah...yah...yah! I've heard 
it all before... When I was your age I walked to school, fifty miles upside down, barefoot in 
the snow... eat your pickled pigs feet because children are starving in China...you never had 
it so easyl 

Fourteen years ago, she made Antigonish our home where she supported us on her artistic 
career, working harder than ever before, proving she was still a woman who doesn't mind 
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getting her hands dirty (usually wiping them down the front of her shirt.) My old lady still 
has a way of harnessing her strength and directing it into her work. She has a bedrock-like 
strength and a fast-thinking mind. She usually leaves me thinking...Huh, Mum? Her mind is a 
powerful vehicle, driving her every which way, including up! 

My mother still makes biscuits and jam and still can flatten me with a look from behind her 
multifocals glasses, all while painting in bold detail that would make the average person's 
eyes cross in the centre and go completely crazy. Of course, I think she is already half way 
there! 

Like my mother, biscuits and jam, are simple and enduring, the staple of ones' life. 

Fresh Strawberry Jam 

Cut up: 

4 cups of berries 

Add 3 cups of sugar, with a touch of lemon juice to a pot on the stove. 
Simmer until sugar is dissolved (medium to high heat). The jam is ready when 
you lift the spoon out of the mix and two drops of jam run into one drop. 
Careful not to over boil; the two drops running together make one long string. 
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Mary Mason 
By Monica MacKinnon 

We first met Mary Mason in 1988 when we were all studying at St.F.X. At the time, we did 
not know her or her story; but we saw what she was doing for the St.F.X. campus. We heard 
rumours of classes being switched from the Annex on the glade to Nicholson Hall. Parking 
was being rearranged. She was in cahoots with Dr. Hubert Spekkens in the English 
Department, and they were beleaguering the university president with requests for building 
renovations. Mary was always standing out, even though she was always sitting down. 

Mary left her hometown of Cedar Rapids, Iowa, in 1964 to work as a nurse in Canada. By 
the time she moved to East Tracadie in 1976, she had been diagnosed with ALS, a 
degenerative muscle disorder. ALS is one of the challenges in Mary's life. She is also a wife, 
mother and community activist. 

Perseverance in the face of challenge may be something that Mary learned when she was 15 
years old, recovering from polio and learning to walk again. In a busy hospital, full of polio 
patients, an orderly came to Mary, asking her to walk to her daily physiotherapy session. 
When Mary said, " I can't," the young man replied, " There is no such word as can't." Like 
the orderly, her father would never give up helping her to walk. 

" When I was home from the hospital on weekends, Dad would walk me around the block, 
again and again," Mary says. Mary did walk again and the belief of these two men in her 
ability to overcome the effects of polio, fortified her for the challenges she would face in the 
future. 

We finally got to know Mary and her story when she joined 
the board of the Antigonish Guysborough Persons with 
Disabilities Coalition. One of her first questions was: "What 
can you do for me?", but in a few months, Mary's work with 
the Coalition was a discovery of what she could do for the 
community. One of her first projects was to make a video of 
the inaccessible buildings in Antigonish Town. While taping 
this video, she met with the president of the university, the 
mayor, the director of Theater Antigonish, a number of 
business operators, Town Council and County Council. 
Antigonish is full of long stairways and narrow doors, which 
are tremendous obstacles and frustrations for people in 
wheelchairs. However, what Mary found more daunting, was 
that it seemed so difficult to get anyone to commit to change. When she would report her 
progress to the board, she was often discouraged because, although people saw the need to 
change, there never seemed to be enough money to make the change happen. She continued 
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to meet with the mayor and council at every opportunity, she wrote and rewrote requests for 
change. Finally, without notice or fanfare, a simple blue sign appeared on the Town Hall 
indicating which door could be used to get to the mayor's office and to the Public Library. 
The second and third floors of the building are still inaccessible and it is a roundabout way to 
get to the library, but like the orderly and the father who would not give up on Mary, Mary 
would not give up on the town. 

Mary knows she has to ask for some of the things she needs, and the way she asks is what 
makes people want to give to her. When she needs a push or a door opened or help moving 
from the car to her wheelchair, she is always willing to help us learn. She knows that most 
of us will not be very good at giving this help in the beginning. But when we are trying to 
figure out how to offer help, Mary is always willing to laugh at the awkward moments, 
encourage us, direct us and teach us. 

Cottage Cake 

Mix Together: 

1 V2 cups 
4 Tbsp 
4 tsp 
1 cup 
2 1/4 cups 
2 tsp 
2 tsp 

brown sugar 
butter or margarine 
baking powder 
milk 
flour 
salt 
vanilla 

Place batter in 9" x 13" greased pan. 

Sauce: 
2 cups brown sugar 
2 Tbsp butter or margarine 
1/4 tsp nutmeg 
3 cups boiling water 

Stir sauce until butter is melted. Pour over batter. Bake at 375 degrees for 40-45 minutes. 
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Gillian McCulloch 
By Anna Syperek 

Gillian McCulloch 
Visual Artist 

I first met Gillian McCulloch years before she moved to 
Antigonish. I had been intrigued by an invitation that I had 
received to an exhibition of hers at the N.S. School of 
Architecture in 1983. The image was a drawing of a girl on a 
balcony and it was beautifully rendered in blue ballpoint pen, 
which is an unusual medium for more than a doodle. I was 
not disappointed in the show, still lifes and portraits, done in 
a variety of media. Gillian, who was attired for her opening 
in a forties' vintage navy crepe dress, loves unique and 
unusual people, objects, clothes, food, flora and fauna. She 
paints them with curiosity and yet a loving eye. I have gotten 
to know her better over the years, first as a set designer for 
Theatre Antigonish, and later, when she and her husband, Paul 
Price and daughter, Meaghan moved to the Harbour Road and 
joined the Antigonish art community, which they have 
enlivened with their talents, generosity and high spirits. 

Gillian is mainly a portrait painter, and apart from the skill with which she draws and paints 
her subjects, her work is noted for the interesting backgrounds. These reinforce her sense of 
who her sitters are. Many of her portraits are of women in whom she has a personal interest 
and who she feels are strong role models for other women, like Dr. Helen Creighton, Lulu 
Keating and Rita Joe. There have been so few portraits of women in the history of art that 
Gillian feels this imbalance should be addressed. 

Because Gillian is concerned with the inner personality as well as a likeness of her subject, 
she often starts a sitting with a pot of tea. As they share the tea and food, they also share 
confidences and stories. Even what people serve for tea gives Gillian an insight into her 
subject. Mary Colin Chisholm brought enough food for five. Rita Joe had Cape Breton tea 
and cheese and crackers. Actress Lenore Zann poured glasses of wine. (They both became 
very expansive, but Gillian didn't seem to get around to any sketching!) 

Gillian offers you her great-grandmother's recipe for almond or ginger cookies, to have with 
your next cup of tea. Her great-grandfather spent most of his life in India, and the ginger 
variation is very Indian. 
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Almond or Ginger Cookies 

1/2 cup granulated sugar 
1/2 cup brown sugar 
3/4 cup butter 
1 egg 
2 cups four, sifted 
1 tsp soda 
1 tsp cream of tartar 
1 tsp almond flavouring, or dried ginger 
1/2 cup chopped almonds (or chopped, candied ginger) 

Mix ingredients in large bowl. Bake at 350 degrees Fahrenheit 
until golden brown. Top with chopped almonds or ginger. 
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Eleanor Mutimer 
By Jane Barter 

Eleanor Mutimer is a teacher of English, French and Latin at Dr. John Hugh Gillis Regional 
School. Throughout her career there, she has also taught drama extracurricularly, 
successfully directing high school students in plays that would have been daunting to the most 
accomplished of actors. Since beginning her career at the Regional in 1972, she has directed 
most of Shakespeare's comedies, as well as classics by Gilbert and Sullivan, Noel Coward, 
and Oscar Wilde. Her classes have provided countless students in Antigonish an introduction 
to the magnificent world of language and the arts. I was one such student. In my own writing, 
teaching and scholarship, I continue to be influenced and inspired by this gifted and gracious 
woman. 

On the walls of Mrs. Mutimefs class, like icons, hung depictions of another, larger world 
than I had previously encountered. She arranged posters of great plays of Shakespeare, a large 
picture of the Great Bard himself, charts of Latin declensions and conjugations, snapshots of 
cultural landmarks in France. But best of all to me, was the careful arrangement above her 
chalkboard of the posters of the many plays that she had directed. These were the constant 
reminders of the heights to which we all could soar. 

What began as intuition in high school, has turned into conviction as I now am a teacher 
myself. Mrs. Mutimer, like those posters on the wall of our classroom, invited us into a 
world beyond ourselves; beyond our teenage angst, beyond our communities and town, 
toward brave new worlds of unlimited possibilities. It was in her Latin class where I first 
became curious about the evolution of language, and I realized there and then, that these 
words that I had taken for granted all my life, had lives of their own. 

It was in her French class that I would awkwardly try out a new language, gaining the 
nascent conviction, that to know another language is to inhabit another world. ( At 17, the 
thought of inhabiting a world other than Antigonish, was admittedly a welcome possibility.) 
When learning the French construction, "aussitot que," I remember offering a prompt response 
to her request for an example, " Aussitot que je auraifini mes etudes, je quitterai Antigonish." 
" As soon as I finish school, I will leave Antigonish." After Mrs Mutimer congratulated me 
on my correct construction of the sentence, she gently suggested that I re-think the sentiment. 
" Jane, you may find some day that Antigonish is not such a bad place after all, indeed you 
may grow to appreciate it." How right, she was, although it took me ten years to understand. 

It was in her English classes that I first responded to the beauty of language, and that now 
familiar rush of belonging to a poem stirred me, with Yeats, to "follow Beauty's course." Of 
course, those first steps along that less travelled road were clumsy indeed. Determined to 
"crack open the poem" as though I were solving some riddle, I would awkwardly attempt to 
attach a symbolic meaning to each and every word. 
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What good and patient advice she would give then about understanding poetry, and perhaps, 
by extension, understanding life. I still remember her words—words to which I now defer: 
" Jane, you will have to learn to live with some ambiguity; the meaning is not as simple as 
you are suggesting." 

English Steak and Kidney Pudding 

Cut 750 g (one & half lbs) of good, lean steak and 350 g (quarters of lb) of lamb or pork 
kidney into inch cubes. Coat meat lightly in flour and sear quickly in a very small amount of 
oil. Add 2 Cups of water and pepper to taste. Cover and simmer until the meat is just 
cooked. (Do not over-cook) Let cool. 

Lightly grease a medium sized pudding basin. Mix together 500 g (one lb) finely shredded 
suet ( beef or vegetable) and a pinch of salt. Mix to rolling consistency with cold water (it 
will be sticky). Turn pastry onto a floured board and knead until smooth and easy 
handle. 

With two-thirds of the pastry, line the basin quite thickly, pressing pastry lightly against the 
sides to ensure that there are no holes. Bring the pastry a little beyond the edge of the basin. 

Fill with cooled meat mixture, putting only a very small amount of the juice into pudding. 
Keep the rest of the juices to serve as gravy. 

Cover carefully with the remaining pastry, making sure that the edges are completely sealed. 

Cover tightly with lightly oiled grease-proof paper and foil. Steam rapidly for 4 hours, 
making sure that the water is boiling when the pudding is put into the steamer. Do not allow 
the water to evaporate. 

Serve hot (and sparingly!) with heated meat juices and any variety of crisply-cooked 
vegetables and a green salad. 

(This may be prepared with mushrooms instead of, or as well as kidney, or with any fruit as a 
substantial dessert served with cream or custard). 
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Judy O'Donnell 
by Lynn O'Donnell 

Two of the many things which I very much appreciate about my mother, Judy O'Donnell, are 
her genuine love, loyalty and friendship to the Antigonish L'Arche community and her 
incredible culinary skills, both of which have played an integral role in our family life. 

hi 1976, while working at the C.A.M.R workshop (now C.A.C.L), Judy recognized the need 
for a "home" for the mentally challenged within the community of Antigonish. Together with 
Dixie Mac Master, Judy recognised the special respect, fidelity and love that L'Arche 
communities (founded by Jean Vanier) encompassed. 

After three years the groundwork was done: forming a board 
of directors, visiting other L'Arche communities, dialoguing 
with government, searching for a suitable location, and 
looking into the needs of the people who would eventually 
become the "core" of the community. 

In 1979, the doors of the first L'Arche community in Atlantic 
Canada were opened, and in 1982 the community was 
federated by L'Arche International. L'Arche Antigonish now 
consists of two houses and a workshop, and it continues to 
grow. 

Judy O'Donnell 
Judy served as director to the community from 1985-1989. All 
her children and their spouses have lived in L'Arche-frorn 
Calgary to Toronto to Cape Breton. L'Arche has been an integral part of our family's history 
and Judy has been an integral part of L'Arche Antigonish's history. She has remained a 
faithful lifelong friend to the community. When my third child was bom in Ontario, the first 
person that Judy called was Joe White, one of the core members of the community. 

Judy is cherished as a true friend of L'Arche Antigonish. She is also happily cherished 
because of her amazing culinary skills for which she is famous! Her "feasts" are renowned far 
and wide. For both these reasons, it is appropriate to include Judy O'Donnell among these 
pages. 

Marinated Loin of Pork en Croute 
with Black Currant-Apple Sauce 

1 pork tenderloin or tender loin rolled tightly and tied with a string to form a "tube-like" 
roast about fourteen inches long. 
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Marinade 1 cup sherry, 1 cup soya sauce. Place roast in large plastic bag and cover with 
marinade. Tie securely and refrigerate for several hours. 

Stuffing: 

2 lbs ground pork 
1 cup finely ground bread crumbs 
1/4 cup fresh parsley 
1 tablespoon garlic powder 
2 tablespoons Worcestershire sauce 
2 teaspoons salt 
2 teaspoons pepper 
2 beaten eggs 
1/4 cup minced onions 

Mix all thoroughly. When ready to cook roast, remove pork from marinade. Place on wax 
paper, wet fingers and pat stuffing entirely all around sides of pork loin (leaving each side 
free of stuffing) 

Pastry: 

Use your favourite pastry recipe. Roll out enough pastry such as needed for three single pie 
shells. Roll pastry into a rectangle wide enough to wrap entirely around pork loin as long as 
one inch longer than pork loin. 
Lift pork loin with stuffing on to the centre of pastry. (You may wish to slip it gently down 
on pastry by easing it off the wax paper.) 

Enclose the meat entirely with pastry, binding the seams by wetting the edges with your 
fingers. Place pastry (seam-side down) in a large, very lightly oiled roasting pan. 

Bake on a preheated 400 degree (Fahrenheit) oven for ten minutes. Turn oven temperature 
back to 325 and continue roasting for another hour. 

Serve with Black Currant Apple Sauce: 

1 cup black currant jam 
3 pared and cored apples, cubed 
1 tablespoon soya sauce 
2 tablespoons sherry 

Place in a saucepan; cook until apple cubes are tender. 
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Viola Parris 
by Sylvia Parris 

Biscuits is one of my favourite bread stuffs to make. It is hearty and quick and it reminds me 
of home. 

"Should we use white flour or whole-wheat?" "Don't forget, we've got to bring a batch to 
Bill's place." This was typical in our home. Every batch of home-made bread and biscuits 
feeds more than the bellies of children who love biscuits and molasses, it feeds our spirits. 
Each multiple dozen served as a reminder that family and community were often 
indistinguishable . Unfortunately, it took growing old, reflective thought and good old 
hindsight for me to appreciate the learning that was being modelled for me. 

I have had opportunity to appreciate the value of learning that my mama passed along to me. 
I now practice on my children. I lie in bed at night and visually revisit late evenings in the 
kitchen, straining to discern the moments of education that were being woven for me. 

My recipe is Family Size Biscuits. I have shared this recipe with students and friends. I am 
glad that I have been invited to reflect upon the woman who empowered me, who nourished 
my body and soul. I am glad to share with you a part of her. Thank you for the opportunity 
to sit once again at the kitchen table on Saturday morning licking the dripping molasses so 
generously heaped on a hot buttered biscuit, eavesdropping on Mama and the women from 
the neighbourhood, and learning more than words could ever tell. 

One of our ways of knowing and learning is through watching, mimicking and modelling. My 
mother and the women in her circle knew who they were and they knew then value. They 
worked hard in every aspect of then lives. They saw purpose and vision in each and every 
day. How do I know this to be true? Not because they told. Not because someone else told 
me. But because during those times when we need to do inside ourselves and find inner 
strength, I have found a woman who guides me. She has the voice of all the women I have 
known and will come to know. Of course she looks like my mama. 

Family Size Biscuits 

6 cups flour (give or take) 
4 tbsp plus 2 tsp baking powder 
1 tbsp sugar (give or take) 

52 



11/2 cups shortening 
2 3/4 cups milk (use powdered-it saves a few dimes) 

- Sift together flour, baking powder, sugar and salt. 

- With a pastry blender (or two knives), cut in shortening until the mixture is the size of 
small peas. (Kids love helping in this part!) 

- Add milk all at once and mix with a fork until well blended. 

- Turn dough out on a lightly floured surface and knead 10-12 times (kids do love to count! 
don't they?) 

- Roll to desired thickness (not too much handling!) 

- Cut with a biscuit cutter (a cleaned out medium sized can is good!) 

- Place on ungreased cookie sheets. 

- Bake on a 425 degree oven for about 10 -15 minutes. (The wood stove bakes them up 
nicely and heats the kitchen toasty at the same time!) 

- Enjoy! 
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Isabell Poison 
By Murielalice, Jesse and Jean Kennedy 

Our great-great-grandmother, Isabell Poison was bom in Skye, Scotland. The decision was 
made for the family to immigrate to Canada. Isabell was very, very lonesome, leaving her 
Scottish home. To ease her heartache, she dug up a part of her cherished white rose bush and 
was determined to bring it with her to the new land. To accomplish this, she had a false 
bottom put in her trunk—and there—carefully wrapped in her best petticoat, was the rosebush. 
It survived the journey, and so she planted it at Poison's Brook, Antigonish County. 

When her daughter Ellen married, she took a part of the bush with her and planted it at her 
new home in Loch Katrine. 

Since then, members of the family in Guysborough, Argyle, 
Antigonish, San Francisco, Hamilton, and perhaps elsewhere, 
have grown descendants of her white rose. Our brother in 
Hamilton, who has had one growing in his backyard for thirty 
years, took it to the Hamilton Botanical Gardens, where it was 
identified as a hybrid of Rosax Alba Semplena, the White 
Rose of York; James I Jacobite Rose of Scotland. 

The White Rose of Scotland 

The rose of all the world is not for me 
I want for my part, 
Only the little white rose of Scotland 
That smells so sweet — and breaks the heart. 
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Heather Jayne Chisholm 
and Poison's White Roses-

Five generations from Isabell. 

Hugh Mac Diarmid 

Hearty Rolled Oats with Pork 

The following is not really a recipe, but a standard part of our family's winter meals, to be 
served with home-grown pork. We learned this recipe from our mother, who traces it back to 
Isabell Poison. 

Simply pour melted pork fat over rolled oats. Serve with turnips, potatoes, 
fried pork and gravy. 
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Alice Reed 
by Katherine Reed 

Alice Reed, although not an Antigonisher^ has influenced the lives of women in Antigonish, 
perhaps unknowingly, through the inspiration of her daughter, Katherine Reed. Katherine 
Reed, a counsellor, musician, and activist has make an indelible impact on this town through 
her commitment to issues of social justice, and women's issues in particular. In these, 
{Catherine's own reflections on her mother, we get a sense of how deeply one inspirational 
woman can touch the lives of many. 

My mother Alice Reed lives in Edmonton, Alberta. She is in her early seventies. She is the 
mother of 5 children, 8 grandchildren, and 1 great-grandchild. She was widowed at the age 
of 44 when my father died suddenly of a heart attack, and she never remarried. 

My mom was always very bright and keen to be out in the 
world making her mark. Unfortunately, when she was in 
grade 10, her father forced her to quit school even though she 
was doing well academically. It was the Depression, and the 
family needed the extra income. She worked as a telephone 
operator for a few years and was about to be promoted to a 
supervisory position when she quit work to marry, as was 
customary at the time. 

She and my father moved from her life-long home in St. 
Lambert (a suburb of Montreal) to the Reed family's 
homestead at Redbridge, Ontario, near North Bay. Her new 
home was totally unlike what she was used to. They lived in Alice Reed 
great poverty, there was no indoor plumbing or any of the 
amenities that city life afforded. The homestead was situated about 3 miles from the 
highway, and 20 miles from town. 

A life-threatening complication ended her first pregnancy in Redbridge and she almost died. 
The child she was carrying had died at about 7 months gestation. During the next few years, 
she gave birth to 3 daughters. The family was moving around Ontario and Quebec at this 
time because my father was looking for steady employment. My mom and my older sisters 
survived many months of malnutrition and frequent moving. After settling in Montreal, my 
father got work with Imperial Oil as a mechanic and my brother and I were bom. Things 
were looking up, but my father's alcoholism and violence were seriously affecting the family. 

My mom is a survivor of many forms of adversity. Yet, you would not guess this if you 
were to meet her. She is almost always smiling, outgoing and loves life and all the simple 
pleasures it has to offer. She has taught me by her example that it is important to project a 
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positive, up-beat attitude to the world around you, even when you are suffering. For me, this 
has been both a valuable skill and a major block to being in touch with my feelings and 
dealing with other people assertively. 

The church my mother attends has always been important to her, as it was to her mother. 
She enjoys the music very much, and is an enthusiastic singer in the congregation. My 
interest in music, which culminated in a university-level music degree and years of work as a 
professional singer, was cultivated by my mom. She used to draw my attention to music 
when I was very young, and at bedtime she would sit on the edge of my bed and sing to me. 
I distinctly remember marvelling at the rhythm of the songs, the contour of the melodies, and 
the unique features of certain melodies, where an irregular note signalled a transition to a new 
key or an unusual turn in the harmony. Of course I didn't understand it in those terms at the 
time, but I later could analyze why certain things about those songs struck me as interesting. 

My mother's example influenced me in returning to school as an adult in order to pursue my 
career goals. When my father died, my mom started looking for a way to earn a living, and 
in spite of the "Manpower" counsellor who told her that at 44 years old it was too late for her 
to go back to school, she pursued her goals and attained secure employment, working for the 
Income Security division of the federal government as an information clerk. The lessons I 
took from this were "Don't always believe what people in authority tell you," and "Keep 
trying." 

Another lesson that I learned from my mother's example was about the importance of having 
good women friends. Being a gregarious sort, my mom would always have friends that she 
could confide in and enjoy times of relaxation and celebration. As an adult, I make friends 
easily, and value these relationships. There are several women friends I have had who have 
been catalysts for very positive change in my life and who have supported me through 
difficult times. 

I find it truly marvellous that she was able to teach me so much in spite of the many 
difficulties she endured. Most importantly, I grew up with an awareness that I was loved 
unconditionally by her. 

The recipe I am submitting is for rice pudding. It is a basic dessert which my mother learned 
to cook from her own mother. 
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Rice Pudding 

2 cups milk 1/2 teaspoon salt 
1/2 cup white rice 2 cups water 
1/2 cup raisins (optional) 1 1/2 teaspoons vanilla 
1/4 cup butter 3 beaten eggs 
1 1/2 cups skim milk powder cinnamon or nutmeg (freshly grated is 
1/3 cup sugar (more or less to taste) best) 

In a saucepan bring the 2 cups of milk, the rice, and the 1/2 cup of raisins to boiling; reduce 
heat. Cover and simmer on very low heat; stir in butter till melted. 

In a large bowl combine skim milk powder, sugar, and salt. Stir in water and vanilla, mixing 
until milk powder is dissolved. Stir in beaten eggs. Gradually stir hot rice mixture into egg 
mixture. Pour into a 2-quart casserole dish. 

Place in a large baking pan on the oven rack. Carefully pour boiling water around the 
casserole in the pan to a depth of 1 inch. Bake at 325 degrees F for 35 minutes; stir. 

Sprinkle with cinnamon or nutmeg in a decorative fashion. Bake another 25 to 30 minutes 
more or until a knife inserted near the centre comes out clean. Let stand about 20 minutes 
before serving. Serve with additional milk and/or spice if desired. Makes 6 servings. 
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Patricia (Elms) Skinner 
By Karen Skinner 

Patricia (Elms) Skinner 

When my sister, brother and I were quite young, our mother was afflicted with a then 
unknown virus that rendered her blind, speechless, and unable to do as simple a task as wash 
her own face. She lay in a Halifax hospital for two weeks, not knowing what the future held 
for her. We were so young that we really did not understand the seriousness of the situation, 
but it must have been very traumatic for her. Inexplicably, she made a complete recovery, 
was given a new lease on life and, to her credit, has taken full 
advantage of it. 

Our mother had always been a go-getter and liked a challenge. 
She spent the early years of her married life as a stay-at-home 
wife and mother, but even then she took on added 
responsibilities such as babysitting and sewing for people in 
her home. (I remember the beautiful wedding dresses she used 
to make. ) At a time when returning to school as an adult was 
not in vogue, our mother started taking evening secretarial 
classes. When she started working outside the home, we 
would go to our grandmother's home after school until we 
were able to look after ourselves. We did not realize at the 
time that she was actually starting on a journey that was to be 
never-ending. Each stop along the way served only as a pit-stop, allowing her to gather her 
thoughts and focus on yet another challenge. Her quest culminated with her graduation in 
1974 from the Coady International Institute with a diploma in Social Leadership. 

And how she has lead! Her life since has been totally community oriented. She has held 
positions with the Extension Department of Saint Francis Xavier University where, among 
other things, she was involved in the development of housing projects for low income 
families. In her work with the Nova Scotia Human Rights Commission, she investigated 
human rights complaints around the province. 

Her involvement did not end at five o'clock when the work day was over. She has been asked 
to deliver inspirational speeches to church members and students, and has become a leader in 
the Black community. She has been called upon by many for assistance and is always 
prepared to guide the individual in the right direction. On one occasion, she was asked to run 
for political office by one of our past provincial party leaders. (I won't mention which one!) 
Needless to say, she turned it down, but what an honour! 

Where this diminutive woman, this human dynamo, gets the energy is anyone's guess. The 
amazing thing is that she has not yet reached a plateau. The older she gets, the more she 
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seems to take on, at the same time, vowing to slow the pace. It would be impossible to 
calculate the number of hours that she has contributed to the community or the number of 
miles she has travelled to carry out these activities. Along the way, she has met many people, 
from all walks of life, and has made many lasting friendships. 

Over the years, I have often reflected upon the illness that might have taken our mother from 
us. I wonder about the thoughts that got her through those dark hours. I know that her faith in 
God was a strong force, but I also know that our mother was, and is a fighter. She knew, and 
the good Lord knew that life had not yet begun for her. 

One of our mother's favourite song's is Bette Midler's "Wind Beneath My Wings." I feel it is 
so fitting because it seems as though our mother long ago took flight, and has yet to land. 

Frosted Meat Loaf 

1 1/2 lb. ground beef 
1 can mushroom soup 
1 cup small bread cubes 
1/4 cup onions, finely chopped 
1 egg, slightly beaten 
1/2 tsp. salt 
Generous dash of pepper 
2 cups potatoes, mashed 
1/4 cup water 
1-2 tbsp. drippings 

Mix thoroughly beef, 1/2 cup soup, bread, onion, egg, salt and 
pepper. Shape firmly into loaf; place in shallow baking pan. 
Bake at 350 F for 1 hour. Frost loaf with potatoes; bake 15 
minutes more. Blend remaining soup, water, and drippings. 
Heat. Serve with loaf. Makes 4-6 servings. 
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Margaret Ann Smith (Ballantyne) 
By Betty Webber, Margaret Ballantyne and Violet Haspett 

Margaret Ann Smith Ballantyne will long be remembered by the people of Cape George. In 
a time when doctors and nurses were scarce and travel was difficult, she generously 
volunteered as a midwife to the community. She delivered approximately 200 children, 
between the period around 1875 and 1927. 

She was born Margaret Ann Smith, daughter of Jane (MacKeen) and James Smith in Skye 
Glen, Cape Breton on January 29, 1848. She was known as "Namie" to her close friends and 
relatives, a name that stayed with her throughout her long life. 

She moved to Ballantyne's Cove to begin teaching at Cape 
George. As the story goes, her future husband, Stuart 
Ballantyne, saw her emerge from the boat and told himself 
and those around him, " That's the woman I am going to 
marry." They were married in Cape George on December 1, 
1875. 

Shortly after marrying Stuart, she sent away for a book on 
midwifery, studied it and subsequently became the midwife 
for the community of Cape George. She delivered as many as 
three generations in her day. The community also sent for her 
in times of distress and illness, and she fulfilled the role of 
both doctor and nurse to all those in need. 

Margaret Smith 
with her son, 1937 

Her commitment to the health of her community was heroic indeed. One time, she was going 
down to a neighbour's to deliver one of the children. There was so much snow on the hill 
toward Ballantyne's Cove that people wondered how she would make it for the delivery. She 
replied that it was no problem since she had a Saskatchewan coat (mostly likely made from 
buffalo) She just wrapped the coat around her and rolled down the hill. 

When she was 87 years of age, she was called for an emergency delivery at Ballantyne's 
Cove. The doctor and nurse who were summoned to the home from Antigonish (20 miles 
away) had been delayed. When the doctor and nurse did arrive, Mrs. Ballantyne was holding 
the strapping 10 lb infant in her arms. 

A granddaughter remembers visits to the Ballantyne home where the treat prepared was 
biscuits and jelly. The only problem was she used Vick's jars and her jelly always had the 
flavour of this menthol. 

Margaret Smith Ballantyne died in the family home at Cape George in 1940, and is buried at 
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the Saint David's United Church Cemetery, Cape George. 

She will long be remembered with gratitude and fondness by the community to which she 
gave so much. 

Soft Ginger Cookies 

1/2 cup shortening 
1/2 cup boiling water 
1 cup molasses 
2 1/2 cups flour 
1 tsp baking soda 
1/2 tsp. salt 
1 tsp ginger 
1 tsp cinnamon 
1/2 tsp. allspice 
1/2 tsp. cloves 

Cream shortening and molasses until smooth. 
Add boiling water. 
Mix well. 
Add dry ingredients gradually. 
Roll into small balls and press down with fork. 

Bake at 350 degrees until golden brown. 
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Saraswati ("Saru") Sony 
by Prachi Sony 

When I look at my mother, there are many things I see: I see a hard-working professor, a 
loving wife, a devoted mother and a close personal friend I can always rely on for strength 
and support. Each identity she assumes may seem unique; yet, the common thread of belief 
she has always instilled shines through each: to work hard to be as successful as one can be 
in all endeavours in life. 

The roots of her wisdom can be traced back to her childhood 
in India. Through her family's medical practice, she realized at 
an early age the key to establishing oneself in a career was 
through the fundamental acquisition of a good education. At 
the University of New Delhi, she completed her Master's in 
Nursing with honours, and eventually left India to accept her 
current teaching position at Saint Francis Xavier University as 
part of the nursing faculty, hi Canada, she met my father, 
Krish, and gave birth to my older brother Amby and myself. 
She became both a respected professor and an adored mother. 
She has always been a tremendous influence on my life, 
because she has taught me the importance of education, hard 
work and striving to achieve our goals. 

Saraswati (Saru) Sony 

This tremendous motivation to work hard was modelled for me at an early age. I can 
remember at six or seven years of age, the countless mornings she would get up to do 
"hospital duty" at Saint Martha's at 5:30 a.m. She never once complained, and we saw only 
smiles on her face. I can still remember being slightly agitated when my sleep was disturbed 
after hearing the sound of the door closed by her as she left. It is not that I realize that all 
those early mornings she left were part of a tireless effort she made for us, her family. As 
focussed as she was on her career, she always made time for the family. At every Christmas 
concert, parent-teacher's meeting, every cut or scrape I would get on my knee, she would 
always be and is always there, to support me, and to lift my spirits when they are down. Even 
when the concerts were long, or the teachers not pleased, she has always been there, teaching 
and guiding me. 
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The following recipe is a traditional Indian desert. It may also be served with afternoon tea. 

Suji Halwa 

1 Cup Suji (heart of wheats) 
1/4 Cup butter or margarine 
3/4 Cup white sugar 
1/4 Cup almond silvers and pistachios 
1 1/2 cup water; 1/2 teaspoon cardimon seeds 

In a deep pan, melt margarine or butter. 
Add suji and keep stirring until lightly browned. 
Add sugar and water and stir well. 
When it becomes thick, add almonds and cardimon seeds. 
Butter a plate and place the mixture on the plate. 
Garnish with pistachios or slivered almonds. 
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Rev. Marian Ruth Stewart 
By Marlene Mac Millan 

Rev. Marian Stewart was an ordained minister in the United Church of Canada, who served 
in Loch Katrine, Lochaber and Country Harbour for four years. Along with her extraordinary 
gifts in pastoral ministry, she was a great scholar, and had a special fondness for the Old 
Testament. She was a master of Biblical Hebrew and prior to coming to Antigonish and 
Guysborough counties, she taught Hebrew at Queen's Theological Seminary in Kingston, 
Ontario. She is believed to be the first female full-time faculty in a United Church theological 
college. 

Rev. Marian Stewart became the first woman to lead our congregations in the Forbes 
Memorial Pastoral Charge in Loch Katrine, Lochaber and Country Harbour. She and her 
family moved to Goshen during the summer of 1982 and remained with us until 1986. 

Her ministry was characterised by challenging sermons, 
innovative children's programs (she was a skilled puppet 
maker) and introducing us to more contemporary Church 
music. Having studied Hebrew in Israel, where she walked 
where Jesus walked, she was able to shed light upon many 
difficult Biblical passages, and her Bible studies were 
absolutely outstanding! She was also the first advocate of 
inclusive language to take the pulpit in our staid and tradition-
bound congregations. Under her leadership, the Sunday School 
at King's United Church reached record high attendance. She 
also introduced the first live nativity pageant on Christmas 
eve, a popular tradition, still today. Rev. Marian Stewart 

A perfectionist in all she did, Marian's gifts extended beyond her ministry as she encouraged 
the U.C.W. to make crafts and market them in Halifax. Her own innovative creations were 
beautifully crafted and were always the first to sell! 

Marian and I shared a lot of common interests and this drew us close together. Both of us 
enjoyed working with youth and were keen to try out new programs to get them involved in 
the Church. With our spouses, we would travel to attend antiques shows. We also prepared 
and arranged dried flowers. We were especially fond of scrabble, and evening meetings often 
were followed by a scrabble game (often more!) at my home. On one occasion, we were so 
involved in a scrabble tournament that we completely lost track of the time. We were 
interrupted from our playing only when Ian, her worried husband, arrived at the door with his 
slippers on. Much to our surprise, he announced that it was 4 a.m. and that he had been 
worried sick about her. Marian responded by saying that she had no intention of leaving until 
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we finished our game, and so she did! 

We shared many laughs and a few tears over the years and our friendship continued to 
deepen until cancer claimed her talented life in 1995. 

Trifle 

1 small (7 inch) plain stale cake (sponge, jelly roll, white or pound) 
1/4 cup sherry (substitute dash of light rum, rye or scotch) or 1/4 cup juice from fruit 
1 1/2 cups cooked Bird's Custard (thick) 
14 fl. oz. canned fruit (fruit cocktail, peaches or pears) 
1 small jello, which can be made with the fruit juice (cool and on the point of setting) 
1 small container whipping cream (stiffly whipped and sweetened) 
Non-Pareils (or other coloured sprinkle-on cake decoration or 2 tablespoons of slivered 
almonds) 

Place small pieces of cake on bottom of large glass serving bowl. 
Pour sherry over the cake and set aside for 20 minutes. 
Stir in the custard and refrigerate for thirty minutes. 
Stir the drained fruit into the almost set jello. 
Pour on top of the custard. 
Place the bowl in the refrigerator until the jello has set (approx. 1 hour). 
Top with whipped cream. 
Sprinkle with coloured cake decorations and serve. 
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Anna Syperek 
By Beth Parker 

There is a story that I used to always hear about Anna Syperek told by a certain well-known 
person about town. He liked to relate that she gave him the scare of his life one day when he 
was driving his truck across a hay field that runs down a gentle slope to the shore, out the 
Harbour Road. There she was, hidden in the tall grass, sitting cross-legged with her long 
braided hair falling down over her sketch pad. The fright of almost running over her had 
stayed with him through the years, but the surprise of discovering something unordinary in an 
ordinary field is what is really the most telling part of the story, at least for what it says about 
Andzia, as her mother calls her, which is Polish for Anna. 

Anna Syperek is a visual artist for whom the everyday is 
significant and marvellous subject matter. In a gentle and 
unassuming manner, she renders the details of nature and 
ordinary human activity in such a way that we, as friends and 
viewers, wonder at things that may have always been there, 
but we had never noticed as quite so beautiful, or quite so 
interesting before. Somehow she has the ability to draw and 
paint so that we meet our own lives with new appreciation, 
whether it's a giant elm still standing on Pleasant Street or a 
toothbrush tossed in a glass on a windowsill. 

Anna's poetic touch comes from an intuitive rapport with her 
own environment. She seeks out the truth that the world of 
nature has to offer with a sensitive curiosity that knows there 
is much to discover and observe. She has often said that 
being an artist doesn't take talent so much as training yourself 
to see. By placing herself in the middle of a landscape she 
can explore its complexity and even become a part of it, at 
least for a time. It's not surprising that one of her favourite 
things to do is to go "gathering"—picking raspberries or August apples or wild herbs for tea. 
It points to the kind of quiet, genuine groundedness that builds integrity in a person. A person 
who takes the time to pay attention to their experience. 

I remember the first time we were invited to her house for dinner. It was an evening with 
several other guests, I offered to help in the kitchen and she presented me with just one 
tomato from the garden with which to make a salad—no lettuce, no cucumber. I though we 
might need more, but as it made the rounds at the dinner table, sliced and arranged on a small 
plate; that one humble tomato was somehow large and plenty. She had never questioned its 
adequacy. What was, was more than enough. Over the years, she has done several paintings 
of tomatoes, red and green, usually laid out to ripen, all in a row, each one with vitality and a 

Etching by 
Anna Syperek 
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special light and potential. Her regard for the tomato, and other things like it, has changed 
my attitude about much of what we tend to take for granted. 

Bom in England, of a Polish father and an English mother who fell in love at the end of the 
war, Anna immigrated to Oshawa, Ontario, with her family in 1952 and did her growing up 
there. She studied painting, drawing and art history in Toronto, before moving to Antigonish 
in the early 70's and teaching herself watercolour painting. Eventually, she went back to 
school at the Nova Scotia College of Art and Design in Halifax, N.S.,to study 
printmaking. She later returned to Antigonish to set up her studio and raise a family of three 
daughters with her husband, at their home at Mahoney's Beach. Well known for her etchings 
and watercolours here and across the Maritimes, Anna teaches part-time at St.F.X. and is 
forever generous in sharing her time and knowledge with those interested in art. Like her 
mother and her mother's mother, she is also an avid gardener, delighting in this and that 
variety of tea-roses and tending wildly ordered perennial beds that overlook the sea. 

She shares with us here a favourite recipe for blackberry and apple jelly. 

Wild Blackberry and Apple Jelly 

A traditional and delicious combination. The apples add 
tartness and make it a dark wine colour. I prefer more 
blackberries for taste. 

- Anna Syperek 

1. Put freshly picked blackberries in a stainless steel pot and add just enough water so they 
don't bum as you cook them over a low to medium heat. Cook till the berries are soft and 
the juice runs out freely. 
2. Cut up some wild apples, but leave in the cores, and do the same as #1. The apples can 
be sour, but not bitter. 
3. Put the cooked fruit separately in jelly bags and let them drip. If you squeeze the bag, the 
jelly won't be so clear, but you'll get more. If you don't have a jelly bag, use old clean 
sheets. 
4. Measure the combined juices into a large stainless steel pot and add 3/4 cup sugar for 
each cup of juice. About 4 cups of juice is good for one batch. If you try to cook too large 
a batch at once, it cooks too slowly or might boil over. 
5. Boil on high heat, stirring often, until the mixture no longer drips from a spoon in single 
film but drips from 2 or 3 places at once. 
6. Take off the heat, and ladle into sterilized 1 cup mason-type jars and put on the lids as 
soon as possible so that as they cool, they vacuum-seal. 
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Alice Taylor 
By her granddaughter, Lori Feltmate 

Heroes are those individuals who, because they exhibit certain qualities and talents, inspire 
others to search for such strengths within themselves. Traditionally, we honour the most 
obvious heroes, celebrities and sports stars. In doing so, we overlook those extraordinary lives 
which are masked by modesty, humility and quiet endurance. Alice Taylor, of Lochaber, is 
one such hero. 

She was bom Alice Stewart in Libby, Montana, in 1916. While still in infancy, she lost her 
mother to disease and watched her heartbroken father leave for Canada, Alice and her brother 
were raised by a loving aunt until 1926, when her father returned for his children. Her family 
settled in Lochaber. 

Alice grew to be an intelligent and determined young lady, 
achieving her grade twelve by the age of 16. She attended the 
Normal College in Truro (now the Nova Scotia Teacher's 
College) and by 1934, held her first teaching position in 
Lochaber. Alice's teaching career lasted a total of 21 years, 
during which she also taught at Glen Alpine, Fraser's Mills 
and Saint Andrew's. 

In 1936, Alice travelled to Sioux-Lookout, Ontario, to wed 
Lochaber-born Charles Taylor. Her stay was shortened by the 
death of her father. Devastated as she was, Alice kept her chin 
up and in 1937, she and Charlie returned to Lochaber to take 
over the farm. 

Alice Taylor 

1942 was a year of hardship and loss for Alice. Her brother had returned to the farm, having 
been diagnosed with tuberculosis. He passed away that summer. On Christmas morning, the 
Taylor family managed to escape a fire which claimed their home and belongings. Alice and 
Charlie and their two children took shelter in the shed. Alice, pregnant with their third child, 
took to the wood and the farm to help her husband provide for their family in the face of 
hardship and great need. 

Yet, despite such hardship, Alice remained strong. She taught, her family grew and the farm 
expanded. Alice and Charlie retired in Lochaber and their son, Terry took over the farm 
which is the largest producer of strawberries for the Lochaber area. Alice continues to give of 
herself to her family and community. She has been an active member of the Lochaber 
Women's Institute and continues to be active with the Women's Missionary Society and the 
Bethel Women's Mission. Her door is always open with a cup of tea and a plate of goodies 
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awaiting each caller. Of course, each family member has his or her favourite. Everyone 
agrees, thougfythat her brown biscuits are one of her best. Perhaps this is because 
traditionally every meal is accompanied by a plate of her home-made biscuits. Or perhaps, it 
is that extra dash of love baked into each one. 

Brown Biscuits 

Sift together: 
1 cup white flour 
1 tsp baking soda 
1 tsp salt 

Add: 
2 cups whole wheat flour 
1/2 cup shortening 
1/2 cup molasses 
1 cup milk 

Roll out on a lightly floured surface. Cut with biscuit cutter. 
Bake at 350 to 375 degrees for 20 to 25 minutes or until brown. 
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How Does Your Garden Grow? 
By Fran Wittgins 

It's a midsummer's day. I cast a look outside. My garden is so accidental in places, deliberate 
in others, sometimes stricken, sometimes raucous and rambunctious, sometimes delicate. What 
makes it so? It's a thought for Philosopher Green. 

Philosopher Sophie Green, the sage spirit of the garden smiles at me. In her large floppy 
straw hat that shields her fair freckled face, she knows it's a moment. We walk through the 
ordered beds of perennial, past the bird bath and the weeping willow along the flagstone path 
to a quiet place. For there in the shade of an apple tree, is a wrought iron bench. She seemed 
to have read my mind, for here is just the place apart from the msh of the day. 

She leaves me here, just as she has always done. She knows 
there is rich soil in each of us when given the moment to 
meditate. My mind sees images, narrations, queries. They flit 
like birds that dart and dive the day long. But my soul 
hungers to just be...I close my eyes, breathe deeply, and allow 
myself to be empty. With emptiness, I can let there be space 
to be filled... with love, with trust, with new energy for life. I 
ask for nothing. I seek no special experience. I just am. 

Afterward, thought and reflection return, sometimes with 
special poignancy. Maybe some special thing was happening 
during that stillness that I wasn't aware of! My garden, my 
self... I come to see! It is so varied, as my life is. Can I celebrate all of it? Maybe not all, 
for there have been mistakes, but I can seek to understand and to celebrate what I want to. 

How can I get there, to that space of understanding? It's in the soil and the roots, isn't it? My 
childhood had its shadows, of parents growing up, and learning to cope with alcoholism. I 
saw then wrestle with the demons and get on top. My parents gave us the gifts of language 
and creativity-home-made plays for rainy days, dancing down three flights of stairs to the 
Nutcracker Suite with a broom as my father's musical accompaniment. The sofa sagging from 
our hilarious enthusiasm. Dangerous tree-climbing episodes, even more precarious roof-top 
excursions, parades, wilderness crawls... The shadows faded when remembering this world of 
delight. 

From the present comes a quick exercise for nervous/cynical teachers to open up at an in-
service. ' Name one word or phrase that would describe you.' On my turn, I say, 'risk 
taker.' Yes, that's the gift I was given from such a childhood. 

My mother was a risk taker. At 55, she went to college for the first time. Her husband and all 

' 
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her children had gone and she always felt left out a bit in that department. She discovered her 
strength in language and won the English prize. Her love of dance found its place too. When 
in a group consisting mostly of late teens and early twenties, she was the grandmother. But 
when it was her turn to do a recital for her Phys-ed class, she donned her mother's antique 
bedspread and did an interpretation of Bach's air for G-String! 

She was a risk taker even to the end of her life, When her cancer re-emerged, she chose to 
discontinue further treatment and prepared herself for the remaining journey, My sister, 
brother and I also took enormous risks, by choosing to be there with her through this journey. 
These risks yielded enormous spiritual gifts. 

Philosopher Green could be seen in the distance watering some of the thirsty new transplants, 
I knew she was busy. Words can wait. For the moment, I had abundance of life. 

There are two sources of inspiration for this personal essay. One is my late parents, Betsy 
and Jacques Bramhall (Morristown, New Jersey) and the unspoken lessons I learned from 
their example of facing life head on with creativity. The other is Beryl Macintosh (Jimtown, 
Antigonish County) who has lovingly nurtured in me a desire to meditate. 

South Indian Sweet Potatoes 

I've used this dish with Thanksgiving or Christmas dinner instead of the usual candied sweet 
potatoes. It works really well and is a nice change. 

3 cooked sweet potatoes or yams (@ 2 cups mashed) 
2 tsps oil 
1/2 tsp mustard seeds 
1/2 green pepper, finely chopped 
1 fresh chili, minced or a dash of cayenne 
1/2 tsp ground cumin 
lemon juice to taste 
1/2 tsp salt, to taste 

- Peel and mash yams and set aside. 
- Heat oil in skillet until faint lines form on the surface. 
- Sprinkle with mustard seeds and keep covered over high heat while they pop. - When the 
wild noise dies down immediately add chopped green pepper. Return to medium-low flame 
and saute, adding chili (if desired ) and cumin. 
- When the green pepper is tender, add a mashed sweet potato and heat through. Add lemon 
juice to taste. (A tablespoon or more is delicious, but if you're serving the dish with anything 
that's piquant, you might want to use less.) 
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Part Two 



May Bouchard 

The Acadians of Nova Scotia are the descendants of approximately 100 French families who 
came here during the seventeenth century. Bit by bit, a distinct culture emerged. The majority 
of Acadians survived the famous expulsion of 1755, but it was not until 1764 that they were 
permitted to return to Nova Scotia. Today, there are approximately 900 Acadians in 
Antigonish, in Pomquet. One woman who is exemplary of the rich traditions and culture of 
the Acadians is May Bouchard. 

May Bouchard is a woman who has dedicated much of her life to issues involving Acadian 
culture. She is very interested in assuring the survival of the language and culture of her 
people in Pomquet. A member of the Acadian Association, she has worked to change the roles 
of Acadian women, especially surrounding issues of health and family violence. 

I had the opportunity to speak with May Bouchard. She was charming and still very engaged 
in the issues of her community. Her own reflections offer us a glimpse into the extraordinary 
dedication of this woman. They are supplemented by the reflections of her daughter, Lorraine 
Fennel, who considers her mother a source of inspiration. 

May Bouchard: 

It is almost fourteen years since the beginning of the 
immersion program in the schools in Pomquet. This was a 
marvellous opportunity for us. I think that the most important 
thing for Acadians is to preserve our language. For example, 
there have been other languages that have disappeared (in 
Canada), like Dutch, within just two generations. Language is 
the most important thing to protect, as it is very important that 
our children be bilingual. This is what may give children a 
chance for success. 

I began to become interested in women's issues because 
women do not have full equality; and for Acadian women, 
who are a minority, there are even more difficulties. Acadian 
women do not have the advantages of money or of education. 
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May Bouchard 

I am a person who is very much attached to our traditions and our way of life. I taught my 
children the Acadian traditions like the cuisine and our history, even when we resided in 
Montreal. 
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Lorraine Fennel: 

My mother left her native Pomquet to go settle in Montreal at the age of fourteen. 
When I say left I don't really mean left, because in addition to her Acadian accent, she always 
kept the values and traditions of her village. When she was growing up in Pomquet, the 
people helped one another out a lot. There was always an extra place to take someone in and 
they gladly shared what there was to eat. 

I treasure wonderful memories from the summers I spent in Pomquet as a child. It seemed to 
me that you could stop at any house and be welcomed with warmth and with many good 
things to eat. 

My mother had six kids and we grew up with the same welcoming and sharing attitudes. 
There was never any problem with setting an extra place at the table. 

Later, my mother became owner of a home for senior citizens, and she continued to serve 
meals to her residents with her legendary peacefulness and good humour. 

One of the recipes which was always popular with the residents, and which prompted, from 
my young friends, questions such as: "May I go eat at your house?" was the one for "crepes 
levees". This was a recipe that her grandmother made when she was a child, using bread 
dough. This is a good example of inexpensive and delicious cleverness, that can be stretched 
to accommodate all visitors. 

When she retired, my mother returned and settled in the village that she had never really left. 
She became very active in local associations: president of the Acadian Federation of Nova 
Scotia and of the Pomquet Historical Society; member of the Pomquet winter carnival 
organizing committee and of "grandparents in the classroom"; correspondent for le Petit 
Courier. Involved in the women's movement, she was a volunteer for the Naomi Society for 
many years, and she accepted the position of president, at the provincial level, of the Acadian 
Women of Nova Scotia. She also was a member of different organizations at the national 
level. 

She always thought it was important to hand down to the following generation what she 
herself had received: the language, the culture and the moral values of her Acadian heritage. 

Crepes Levees (Raised Dough Pancake) 

To make these wonderful creations, start with your favourite bread dough. Heat 
3 tablespoons of shortening on a skillet. Fry the dough in oil, as you would a 
pancake. Serve with molasses or syrup. 
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May Bouchard 

Les Acadiens de la Nouvelle-Ecosse sont les descendus d'environ cent families frangaises de 
venues s'y installer au dix-septieme ciecle. Peu a peu, une culture distincte a evolue. La 
majorite des Acadiens ont survecus I'expulsion de 1755, mais ce n'est qu'en 1764 qu'il leur 
est permis de revenir en Nouvelle-Ecosse. Aujourd'hui, il y a a peu pres 900 Acadiens a 
Antigonish, dans le village de Pomquet. Une femme qui illustre bien les traditions et la 
culture riche des Acadiens est May Bouchard. 

May Bouchard est une femme qui a consacre beaucoup de son temps aux affaires acadiennes. 
Elle est tres interessee a assurer la survie linguistique et culturelle du peuple acadien a 
Pomquet. Membre de VAssociation des Acadiennes, elle a travaille a changer le role de la 
femmes, surtout dans les dossiers de la sante et de la violence familiale. 

J'ai eu Voccasion de parler avec May Bouchard. Elle e'tait charmante et tres engagee dans les 
affaires culturelles de son peuple. Ses reflexions nous donnent un appergu du devouement 
extraordinaire de cette femme. Elles sont completees par les reflexions de sa fille, Lorraine 
Fennel, qui tient sa mere pour une source d'inspiration. 

May Bouchard: 

U y a quatorze ans que l'immersion s'est installee a 
Pomquet. Ca ete une chose merveilleuse pour nous. 

Je pense que la chose la plus importante pour les Acadiennes 
est de garder notre langue. Par exemple, il y a d'autres langues 
qui ont disparu, comme lTiollandais, apres seulement deux 
generations. La langue est une chose importante a garder, 
parce qu'etre bilingue donne des avantages aux enfants. 

J'ai commence a etre interessee aux affaires des femmes parce May Bouchard 
que les femmes n'ont pas l'egalite, et pour les femmes 
acadiennes, qui sont une minorite, il y a encore des difficultes. Les femmes acadiennes sont 
desavantagees sur le plan financier et educationnel. 

Je suis une personne tres attachee a nos traditions et a nos coutumes. 
J'ai enseigne aux enfants les traditions acadiennes comme la cuisine et l'histoire, meme quand 
nous habitions a Montreal. 
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Lorraine Fennel: 

Ma mere a quitte son Pomquet natal pour aller s'installer a Montreal a l'age de quatorze 
ans. Quand je veux dire quitte je ne veux pas dire completement quitte car en plus de son 
accent acadien, elle a toujours garde en elle les valeurs et les traditions de son village. 

A Pomquet quand elle grandissait, les gens s'entraidaient beaucoup. II y avait toujours une 
place de plus pour heberger quelqu'un et on partageait bien volontiers ce qu'on avait a 
manger. 

Je garde de mes etes passes a Pomquet lorsque j'etais enfant des souvenirs merveilleux. II me 
semblait qu'on pouvait s'arreter a chaque maison pour etre recu avec la chaleur et avec toutes 
sortes de bonnes choses a manger. Ma mere a eu six enfants et nous avons grandi avec la 
meme mentalite d'accueil et de partage. El n'y avait jamais de probleme a ajouter une autre 
place a la table. 

Plus tard ma mere est devenue proprietaire d'une residence pour personnes agees et elle a 
continue de servir des repas a tout son monde avec son calme et son humeur legendaries. 
Une recette qui a toujours ete populaire aupres de ses residents et qui provoquait des "Est-ce 
que je peux manger chez vous?" de mes petites amies etait sa recette de "crepes levees". 
Recette que sa grand-mere faisait quand elle etait enfant en utilisant de la pate a pain. Bel 
exemple d'ingeniosite delicieuse et bon marche, qu'on peut ether pour accommoder tous les 
invites. 

A l'age de la retraite ma mere est revenue s'installer dans le village qu'elle n'avait vraiment 
jamais quitte. Elle est devenue tres active dans les associations locales: presidente de la 
F.A.N.E. (Federation acadienne de la Nouvelle ficosse), presidente de la societe historique de 
Pomquet, membre du comite organisateur du Carnaval de Pomquet, membre de "grandparents 
in the classroom," correspondante pour le Petit Courrier. 

Active dans les mouvements de femme, elle a ete benevole pour la "Naomi Society" pendant 
plusieurs annees et elle a accepte le poste de presidente provinciale de toutes les Acadiennes 
de la Nouvelle Ecosse et a siege au sein de differents organismes au niveau national. 

Elle a toujours cru qu'il etait important de transmettre a la generation suivante ce qu'elle avait 
recu: la langue, la culture et les valeurs morales de son heritage Acadien. 

Crepes Levees 

Pour preparer une de ces creations merveilleuses, commencez par votre pate a pain favorite. 
Dans un poelon, chauffez trois cuillerees a soupe d'huile ou de saindoux. Faites frire la pate 
comme on ferait frire une crepe. Servez avec de la melasse ou du sirop. 
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Gertrude Bowie 

Gertrude ("Gertie") Bowie lived in Grovener for most of her life, and it was there that she 
mothered sixteen children. There were twelve girls and four boys. Four of the daughters, 
Melinda McKenna, Martina Decoste, Marion Delorey and Geneva O'Neil reminisced about 
their dear mother who passed away in 1978. What follows are their reflections on this loving 
and patient woman's life. 

Our mother was constantly busy. She would do laundry and bake bread every day for all of 
us. I don't really remember her ever taking a break. There were always about ten or twelve 
kids home at any given time. 

On our small family farm, we had some livestock and grew our own vegetables. Our father 
also used to hunt. Mom would make all of our clothes. As some of us got older, she also 
worked outside the home in the fish plant in Mulgrave. 

She never really complained. It was not until years later that 
we realized how much she must have gone through. She was 
definitely the backbone of the family. No matter how busy she 
was, she would have time for each of us if we needed her. 

There was usually a big crowd in our house, not just with our 
family, but also the neighbours and their children. Our mother 
would always welcome the kids in the community. She was a 
very calm person; nothing really upset her too much. No 
matter how many were there or how much noise we made; she 
would always feed people and make them feel welcome. Gertrude Bowie 

For us, it was great growing up in a large family. Of course, we would have many chores, 
and the older kids would have to look after the smaller ones; but it was also great fun. We 
would go tobogganning, and skating and have these enormous card games together. To this 
day, we are all very close. It was our mother that we can thank for this closeness. She would 
always encourage us to rely on one another and would be there to smooth over fights when 
they would arise as they occasionally would. Our home was always a place of a great crowd 
and good fun! 
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Mincemeat 

This recipe goes a long way in feeding a crowd! 

5 lbs ground meat 
5 lbs apples 
2 lbs raisins 
1 1/2 lbs suet 
1 cup molasses 
2 lbs brown sugar 
1 tsp cinnamon 
1 tsp allspice 
1 tsp minspice 

Mix above ingredients together using your hand. 
Use enough hot water to moisten, salt to taste, if you find that 
it's not sweet enough. 
Add more sugar or molasses. If not moist enough, add more hot 
water. 
Meat should be salted for a day or two, if not already salted seal 
into sterilized jars. (I prefer deer meat to beef.) 
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Zita O'Hearn Cameron 

Zita O'Hearn Cameron's accomplishments are too numerous to mention in a piece as brief as this 
one. In her distinguished career, she was secretary to Dr. Moses Coady, founder of the Antigonish 
Movement. She served as editor of the Maritime Cooperator from 1970-1977. She has also been a 
writer for the Antigonish Casket for over 25 years. She was awarded an honourary doctorate by 
Saint Francis Xavier University in 1978; was granted the Distinguished Cooperator Award in 
1989; and is also an affiliate member of the Order of Saint Augustine. Throughout her life, she 
has held that meaningful work is intimately connected with personal fulfilment. In this interview, 
Zita O'Hearn Cameron reflects on her own work and some of the fruits of her labour. 

I never applied for any of the jobs I had. I was very fortunate, they were all offered to me. 

The way that I became involved with the Antigonish Movement was on account of a parody that I 
had written, called Humpty Dumpty. During the academic year ' 36-' 37, when I was working on 
my Master's, the Xaverian Weekly first admitted women to its staff. I got the idea that I would 
write a parody of Humpty Dumpty, mimicking the styles of various poets — like Shakespeare, 
Byron and Shelley — as though they had written the poem. When I got the degree in May, Bishop 
Morrison, who was the Chancellor of the university at the time, shook my hand and said, " I 
congratulate you, that Humpty Dumpty was a great step." I think what happened was the old 
rector, H.P. MacPherson, asked the bishop what he was talking about, and the bishop told him. So 
the rector read it and he passed it on to Dr. Coady. One day, I was going down Main Street, on 
my way to go home to New Brunswick, and Dr. Coady pulled up in a car, and the rector was 
with him and Dr. Coady called me, "Zita." I was surprised he knew my name, I had never met 
him. He said to me, " Would you come to work for me this fall?" and I said, "Yes." The old 
rector had told him that I was a great writer. The Rockefeller Foundation gave him a grant to do a 
book, and I was to be his secretary during its production. 

Moses Coady would talk and I would type, and then I would put it in order. He liked flamboyant 
writing. He would say, "Put it into purple passages." He had a lot of help on that book; many 
people would put in their two cents' worth. In February 1938, the Rockefeller people suggested 
that he go to a resort in Beaufort, South Carolina, to write and so I went with him. We were 
there for about six weeks, and then he got tired of it, and he said " Let's go home." The result of 
that effort was Masters of their Own Destiny, published in 1939. 

The Antigonish Movement was basically an educational movement. It was based on the model of 
a small study club. Study clubs were also a form of social gathering, because back then, people 
did not travel far from home. The choice of what to study would be left up to the communities. 
The Antigonish Movement became involved in economic issues because people cannot learn or 
study or anything else if they are hungry. Dr. Coady saw the cooperatives as a viable economic 
base. The purpose of the cooperatives was to give primary producers control over their own 
products. 
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