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Howard House, the former residence of the Parker family on Garrison Hill reflects the fine taste of Victorian St. John’s
builders, as do the semi-detached houses above it with their Second Empire roofs. Streetscapes such as this lend today’s
city a charm of its own which is much admired by visitors.
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The Victorian House in St. John’s

Paul O’Neill

Architecture as a profession did not emerge in North
America until the 19th century. Before that in colonial
days house design was in the hands of master designer-
builders. Here in Newfoundland they lasted into the ear-
ly years of this century. Perhaps the most outstanding
of the St. John’s master designer-builders were the
Southcott Brothers.

Men such as the Southcotts combined the design skill
of the true artist, with the practical knowledge of the
mechanic, to produce some of the magnificent structures
we still see around St. John’s today. They were copied
by other less-skilled tradesmen who were accomplished
builders in their own right. These lesser folk translated
the masterful ideas of people such as the Southcotts into
the practical houses one still sees at the east end of Gower
Street or the upper section of Cochrane Street, on
Monkstown and Rennie’s Mill Roads.

Today people often feel they do not belong to their
surroundings because of the inhuman scale of our con-
structed environment. For instance a person living in an
apartment block tends to feel alienated from others liv-
ing in the same block and may pass people living on the
same floor without even nodding. Such isolation is
seldom found in neighbourhoods where people live in
houses designed for the size and activities of their human
occupants.

A house is governed by a principle of belonging first
to the occupants and second to its surroundings. Unfor-
tunately in much of suburbia today this second principle
is often completely ignored and the result is subdivisions
where one overpowering structure competes cheek-to-jowl
with its neighbour instead of harmoniously blending large
with small, expensive with modest, fanciful with simple
resulting in a fabric where the whole is indeed more than
the sum of its parts. All who visit restored or
reconstructed communities such as Williamsburg, Deer-
field, Savannah, in the United States, or the west end of
Gower Street here in St. John’s, to name just a few, are
taken by a pleasing ambiance which does not exist in a
Newtown or an East Meadows.

By examining examples of traditional building we are
brought back to the principle that 19th century houses
were designed to achieve a pleasing relationship with their
occupants. Rough sawn timbers, working fireplaces, cozy
corners, and enough glass to bring in a surrounding street
or surrounding nature without the loss of a sense of
shelter, make these houses comfortable to be in. They
were constructed and furnished to compliment the human

form and its activities. There is nothing uncompromis--

ing about the planes or the mass or the surfaces. Well
balanced facades, a thoughtful use of material and tex-

ture, and a comprehensible scale, even in mansions such
as Winterholme and Sutherland Place, give a pleasant
visual experience and it is this feeling of home and belong-
ing that overcomes our emotions when we leave our lit-
tle boxes or our big boxes in suburbia and visit a 19th
century St. John’s house. It reflects the tranquility of less
harried times.

People in our city are tending more and more to bring
to a rapid conclusion their trip into the monotony of the
suburban social strata and are finding in old houses and
old sections of the town not only a challenge to their taste
and sense of beauty but a sense of community they didn’t
know existed. The word community is derived from the
Latin word ‘‘communio’’ — to share — and share we
must if we are to overcome the separation, isolation, and
polarization currently engendered by our
suburbanization.

A new generation is beginning to question the worth
of the new compared to the old. It shows evidence of
wanting to pursue the value of other times. While it is
doubtful the spread of uncontrolled growth devoid of
quality will cease we can hope that at the same time the
desire for the restoration of structures and streets in the
core of St. John’s will result in a counteracting force.

One example of exploiting the potential of the old ci-
ty is what happened to the Murray Premises. It had
dilapidated to the point where demolition was begun and
it escaped destruction only by the intervention of the St.
John’s Heritage Foundation. The Premises have been
restored to become a major attraction in the downtown
area. The effect seen is an imaginative blend of new
materials and forms with the old so as not to detract from
the old-time quality of the buildings.

In St. John’s there is a movement back to sections
of the city taken over by low-income residents when the
more affluent families joined the post-World War 11 flight
to suburbia. If you look at these fine old homes you will
see many have turrets, porches, and ornamental ginger-
bread on their facades, the most appealing elements of
Victorian-era architecture. They are structurally sound
and aesthetically pleasing, charming enough in their own
right to merit rehabilitation rather than replacement.

WVictorian houses in St. John’s display a number of
forgotten ornamental arts among which one of the most
common is false graining. It was a decorative technique
in vogue throughout much of nineteenth century North
America. Originally a method used by furniture makers,
itinerant craftsmen, and rural people to enhance furniture
and woodwork in their houses the art spread to the larger
towns and cities as houses were constructed from less
desirable woods. Amateur and professional alike
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employed a variety of unlikely materials — feathers, corn-
cobs, combs, sponges, potatoes, even candle smoke —
to create ingenious effects, ranging from the somber
graining of rosewood to whimsical designs. This led to
two types of wood graining — that which was purely im-
aginative, and that which attempted to duplicate wood
grains. Perhaps the most common example of the latter
in Newfoundland is found today in many churches where
what appear to be marble altars or pillars turn out, upon
close examination, to be only a very successful imitation.

Once a grain design had been decided for a piece of
furniture, a door or other woodwork it was necessary to
sand, seal and prepare the wood for painting. When this
was done four steps were followed to completion. First
oil base bright colored paints were applied and allowed
to dry thoroughly. They were then wiped with white
vinegar to clean off any fingermarks and insure a good
bond between the base coat and the glaze. Next a thin
glaze was applied over the base coat that could be remov-
ed with the various graining implements. This changed
the colour of the base coat considerably which is why
bright colours were initially used. Step three, the grain-
ing, was begun immediately after applying the glaze coat.
Here the choice of implements determined the final ef-
fect. The most common tools in use in Newfoundland
were a feather from a goose or turkey which gave a very
fine grain when drawn through the glaze in an easy, wavy

motion; a comb or brush dipped in glaze and applied to

the base coat in swirling motions, and a natural sponge
dipped in the glaze mixture and applied to the base coat
in a pounce motion. The final step after allowing the
graining to dry thoroughly was to apply a coat of var-
nish to it. After drying for at least 24 hours the whole
was rubbed down with a stiff cloth.

Even before graining became popular in St. John’s
a favourite method of interior ornamentation in many
houses was wall stencilling. Wallpaper appeared in the
early 1700s when French ‘‘domino’’ papers, sheets of
stencilled domino designs, pasted end to end in rolls, ap-
peared in English and American markets for the walls
of the few who could afford it. Those who could not
began to paint the decoration directly on the wall.

In the United States and Canada itinerant painters
with highly portable stencil kits would execute designs on
walls for a fee or in exchange for room and board. I have
found no reference in my research into the past of St.
John’s relating to such persons in Newfoundland so it
would appear that wall decoration here depended upon
the talented son, daughter or friend. There were vines and
berries, thistles and flowers, a likeness of swags and
tassels, fashionably draped over windows and doors.
There was a great liking for exuberant colour and no
reluctance to use vermillion and green or yellow accents
with black and white in combination on a wall. If the
walls were of plaster they were often tinted pink, grey
or buff, (which was a kind of ochre).

The earliest houses in St. John’s had earthen floors.
Later these were covered by rough planks. When people
were first able to afford floorboards throughout their

homes they were usually left unpainted. It is interesting
to note that the wider the floorboard the higher up in
the house it was used, attics often having the widest
boards.

Direct ornamenting of floors by painting was a
substitute for expensive floor coverings, more expensive
imported carpets and parquet, or marble floors. Painted
floors were found in the homes of the well-to-do as well
as the working-class cottages. The entry halls of affluent
houses, as well as many of their dining rooms, were
painted in squares or diamonds in alternating colours,
with sections painstakingly veined with feathers to look
like marble. Unfortunately most of the houses in St.
John’s that were decorated in this manner were lost in
the Great Fire of 1892.

In 1860 a man named Walton coated canvas with a
preparation of oxidized linseed oil and took out a patent
on the invention which he called linoleum. It was the
machine perfection of linoleum in duplicating carpets and
carpet squares, at a fraction of the cost of real carpet,
that put an end to the art of floor painting in the 1880s.

Wainscoting was to become another beautiful addi-
tion to the decorative design in St. John’s houses. In the
more affluent it was done on the plaster walls of living
rooms and dining rooms. In the less pretentious house
it was generally confined to the kitchen and bathroom.
Its use in these places was a very practical one as it saved
the wall of a room in constant use from damage.

Kitchen wainscoting was of vertical tongue and groove
boards that began above the baseboard and rose to a chair
rail that ran around the wall approximately half a dozen
inches above the sill or bottom frame of the window. A
strip of cove moulding was used under the chair rail to
hold the tongue and groove boards in place and add a
touch of elegance. Once in place the wainscoting was
usually painted with a gloss paint so that it was easily
washed down with soap and water.

.How quickly the fashion for window curtains caught
on in Newfoundland is not recorded. We do know they
were a novelty in France in the 1670s and 80s, with the
earliest reference to them so far recorded in 1673. By 1700
the novelty had crossed over to England and early in the
18th century three types were known. Of these the
simplest was the single draw curtain. It was hung in taped
loops over a rod and was opened or closed by hand. When
these curtains began appearing in pairs the cloth loop was
suspended from a wooden ring slipped over the rod. By
the middle of the 18th century the ring and rod had
become metal and a draw cord was introduced running
down the side of the window but not covered by the
material. When the single curtain gave way to the use of
pairs we do not know but that fashion also seems to have
originated in France.

In rooms where there were large windows, brass pulley
rods, and heavy hooks to hold up the rods, were install-
ed and the drawstring gave way to silk cord with fine
tassels that were decorative as well as functional. As the
18th century progressed the draw curtain lost popularity
in the wealthier homes and was replaced by the festoon.
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St. Bonaventure’s College’s north wing was erected by the St. John’s firm of M. & E. Kennedy. Like other Victorian con-
struction throughout the city it has fallen victim to modern renovation which saw the chapel turrets and the front portico

removed. In the summer of 1988 a fine attempt was made to restore the remaining structure.

wiped out by the Great Fire of 1 892.

Victorian St. John’s in the sunshine of a summer afternoon a few years before it was
The high-pitched gable roof with dormers was very much in style among the middle class houses. After the fire the gable

roof gave way to the Mansard even in humble houses.
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A festoon was drawn up in two or three places at the same
time and was bunched at the top of the window beneath
a valance. The festoon, also called by some the Venetian
Curtain, was drawn up perpendicularly on a series of
cords to leave the greater part if not all the window
visible.

The third type of curtain was the reefed curtain which
was made with drawstrings set obliquely so that when the
cord was pulled the pair of curtains was drawn up and
apart to frame the window. Today the reefed curtain is
generally found in theatres and halls rather than in private
homes.

When these curtains came into vogue in the 18th cen-
tury they were restricted to the great houses and the
homes of the wealthy, but in the Victorian era they
became commonplace.

In the early 1800s a new type of draw curtain known
as the French draw curtain took over in popularity.
French draw curtains were on rods. When the cord was
drawn both curtains met in the centre at the same time.
When the same cord was drawn the reverse way both cur-
tains flew open. This is the method for pulling drapes
in most homes to this day. The French refinement to the
draw curtain was to add two pulleys at one end and a
single one at the other, which combined with an arrange-
ment of slightly overlapping plates enabled the pair of
curtains to be operated by a single cord.

By the middle years of Victoria’s reign the origin of
the festoon curtain around state beds was forgotten and
it became a symbol of the past. To Lady Morgan, writing
in 1862 of a house in Dublin, the survival of festoon cur-
tains there was part of the old-fashioned character of the
house. The French curtain was here to stay. Its ornamen-
tation was soon improved by the addition of the pelmet
or what we now call the valance.

Around 1450 the poster bed appeared on the scene
and it was enclosed by a valance, a piece of drapery at-
tached lengthwise so as to hang in a vertical position. In
the 1700s the word came to mean the elaborate swags that
were pleated to hang over large windows. Around 1820
it was applied to a more modest board or drapery design-
ed to hide the fittings and pulleys of French draw cur-
tains and it was in this capacity that it first appeared in
St. John’s houses. Many examples survive to this day in
homes around the city.

The well-made Victorian cloth valance depended on
the skill of the cutter and considerable art and ingenuity
was needed to make them hang naturally and with ease.
Frequently modern ones have a sleek and over-
symmetrical look that does not suggest the drape of fabric
at all. A simple Victorian drapery usually consisted of
one or more swags with tails to go at each end, and each
part was made separately. Sometimes the join of the
swags was ornamented by a ‘‘bell’’, that is a box pleat
hanging down between them.

As with the pull curtain, again it was the French who
gave us the draped valance instead of the carved and gilt
pelmet cornice of the mansion that could not be adapted
to the scaled-down Victorian house. To French eyes a

pelmet cornice seemed heavy so there developed in the
early years of the 19th century in France a fashion for
breaking it up with swags of drapery leaving only sec-
tions of the cornice or pole exposed. The idea soon cross-
ed the Channel to England and the ocean to America.
The word cornice for the wooden ornamental projection
inside which curtains were hung dates back to around
1670.

The history of the window blind is as old as that of
drapery or fine upholstery, for the destructive quality of
light was quickly realized. The first form of a blind which
appeared in the early 1700s was called an ‘‘umbrello’’,
and probably ballooned down over a window opening.
By the third quarter of that century the Venetian blind
or Venetian shades, as they were also called, began to
appear. At first they were merely festoon curtains cut in
slats of fabric. Some unfolded like a concertina and were
of solid fabric. They soon were manufactured from
wooden slats. Several firms in St. John’s made and sold
their own Venetian blinds.

Their popularity was eclipsed, however, by the spring
blind. This invention is first mentioned in correspondence
dated 1752. The spring blind did not catch on at first and
it was not until late in the following century that it became
commonplace. In fact it seems to have become the fashion
in America before becoming popular in England. New-
foundland at the time undoubtedly aped English rather
than American fashions.

A few comments are in order regarding pictures and
picture hanging. The picture cornice or moulding is still
to be seen in many St. John’s houses and needs no ex-
planation. It was generally of plaster and ran around the
walls of dining rooms and living rooms a few feet below
the ceiling. If a wall was papered the paper ended at the
picture moulding.

In England there was little understanding of the use
of painting and sculpture as decoration until the innova-
tions of Inigo Jones in the early 1600s. The first use of
pictures was in galleries where it was thought one could
learn the lessons of history from studying the portraits.
In the 17th century people liked the idea of sets of por-
traits, whether they were of ancestors, notables or
beauties, as they were a very positive reminder of the past
to the present, and one could walk up and down study-
ing them on days too inclement to take exercise out of
doors in an age when many men and women were il-
literate and unable to pass much time in reading.

Until the 1700s pictures other than portraits were
regarded as curiosities to be admired for their ingenuity,
their accuracy of detail and their ability to deceive the
eye. During the 18th century they began to appear in
drawing rooms and dining rooms so high as to often over-
ride the mouldings. They were tipped forward so they
could be admired from below. This fashion led to the in-

troduction of a mirror over the mantle to reflect light on

the smaller picture hung above. During the Victorian age
the mirror grew in size and ornamentation until it even-
tually covered the whole of the wall above the mantle . . .
a fashion seen in the many modern 20th century houses.
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Often the mirror was hung in a heavy gilt frame. Other
times a gilt frame border held it flat against the wall.

As the Victorians moved their painting down to eye
level hanging cords suspended the picture from the
moulding. It was not until the 20th century that it became
the fashion to hang a picture from a hook nailed into
the wall behind the picture. The contents of a Victorian
painting were related to their concept of a picture as a
kind of moral lesson. The result was usually the depress-
ing mediocrity of cheap sentiment. Blobs of naked
cherubs garlanded chaste virgins with laurel and vines on
drawing room walls while the owners of those walls were
often off somewhere ravishing ex-virgins. Such was the
duplicity of Victorian morality.

One of the most important arts in Victorian St. John’s
homes was that of the plasterer. Plasterwork is

anonymous stuff, rarely signed and few plasterers’ names

are known to us even in a place as small as New-
foundland. The best kind of plaster was and is obtained
from burning gypsum, the natural mineral form of
calcium sulphate and one of the major sources for this
product in Canada today is the gypsum plant in Corner
Brook. It is found in most countries, but the large
deposits under Montmartre became the best known, and
gypsum from there, sent to England as early as the 13th
century, became known as ‘‘plaster of Paris.’’ The most
widely used form of plaster was however composed of
lime (Calcium oxide).

The usual kind of plasterwork in St. John’s was of
slaked lime, sand and a binding agent such as hair.
Sometimes the finishing coat was in a finer gypsum
plaster. If hair seems a strange substance it was added
to give toughness to the plaster and usually came from
cows, bulls, and for finer work, goats. Brick dust, straw,
dung and gelatine were all variations but the best quality
work was done with hair. Late in the Victorian era
sawdust was sometimes used as a substitute for hair but
the resulting plaster was not as good.

For lime plaster sand was added and it needed to be
sharp, gritty and free from any organic matter or stain-
ing agents. In this way body was given to the soft plaster
and if the sand was good a uniform shrinkage during set-
ting took place. If salt was present, a common problem
in Newfoundland where sea sand was sometimes used,
efflorescence — the white, frothy blotches on plaster —
appeared and the mortar was liable to retain moisture.
To avoid this in a damp climate such as ours plasterers
liked to work in a warm atmosphere and charcoal pots
or salamanders were used not only to heat the rooms but
to bake the plasterwork. This practice led to the deaths
of two people in St. John’s two years before Victoria
celebrated her Golden Jubilee.

The 24 February 1895 plasterers who had been
redecorating the living quarters upstairs over P. Jordan
and Sons, a provisions store on Water Street (about where
the Kitchen Queen China Shop is located today) left
salamanders burning all night to dry out their work. The
smoke from these iron pots suffocated the brothers
William and Andrew Jordan during the night as they

slept. They were the Sons of P. Jordan & Sons. They were
brothers of Bride Jordan, a noted St. John’s theatrical
director and actress.

In the 19th century houses laths, narrow flat strips
of wood about an inch or inch and a half wide were used
as a backing for plasterwork. They were generally set a
short distance apart and thoroughly wetted with clean
water several hours before the plaster was applied. In the
1840s in England a man named Johnson introduced a
fireproof wire lathing which gained rapid popularity and
towards the end of the century in St. John’s expanded
metal lathing was not uncommon. It often took the form
of mesh such as chicken wire.

In the 1860s fireproof plaster appeared on the
market. This superseded the use of plaster containing
lime and hair and did not crack or swell. It dried and
hardened rapidly and could be painted or papered almost
at once. By the 1880s fireproof plasters were in common
use in Newfoundland.

Plaster was applied by means of an ornamental
moulding. Carpenters and blacksmiths sometimes made
moulds but generally plasterers made their own. Or-
namental mouldings were made by reversing carved wood
moulds. Some plaster which was semi-hard was beaten
into the mould which had first been dusted with powdered
marble. The mould designed to last and give repeated
good impressions was often made of boxwood but
various close-grained hardwoods as well as iron, plaster,
wax and gelatine were also used.

Some Victorian St. John’s houses still have the
moulds used in their construction. John and Brenda
Carter have them in their home on the north corner of
Rennie’s Mill Road and Riverview Avenue. They were
put to use in recent years when a part of the ceiling in
the drawing room fell down. Several years ago when
Lewis and Olga Ayre added an extension to their home
on the corner of Forest Avenue and Kings Bridge Road,
they were able to recreate a center ceiling rosette for the
hanging light to match the rosettes in the other rooms
because the moulds were found to be still in the house.

The most spectacular example of Victorian plaster-
work in St. John’s is not in a private home but in the
Roman Catholic Basilica. There a truly magnificent un-
supported plaster ceiling had stood for over a century.
During the centennial celebrations of the consecration of
the church the Rambusch Decorating Company of New
York was let loose on the ceiling with disastrous results.
Chandeliers were stripped from the huge rosettes leav-
ing them functionless and the cornice, brackets, ceiling
etc. were subjected to an onslaught of colour, gilt and
stencilling that overwhelms both the building and the
worshipper.

Plastering was an art but the work of painting plaster
was also an art. Among the most admired examples of
such a talent in St. John’s are the frescoes on the ceilings
of the two chambers of the Colonial Building and some
rooms at Government House. They are the work of
Polish-born, Alexander Pindikowsky, a talented 42 year-
old painter who was brought to Newfoundland by the




THE NEWFOUNDLAND QUARTERLY

SRR

What is perhaps the finest example of the art of the plasterer in Newfoundland may be seen in the Basilica of St. John the
Baptist. This Romanesque structure underwent extensive interior redecoration in 1955 when the building was 100 years old,.
but, except for painting, the plaster work was untouched.

SR a3

This row of elegant post-1892 houses on the north side of Gower Street still illustrates the profound influence of the Southcott’s

introduction of the Mansard roof to St. John’s. While the fronts of some of these structures have been ruined by modern
renovations the area is presently undergoing sensitive restoration.




THE NEWFOUNDLAND QUARTERLY

Anglo-American Telegraph Company to teach art to the
bored wives of company employees in Heart’s Content.
10 March 1880, on a visit to St. John’s, Pindikowsky,
who was in financial difficulties, tried to cash two che-
ques at the Commercial Bank forged in the name of the
cable company superintendent in Heart’s Content, Ezra
Weedon. One was for 250 pounds and the other which
he took to a drugstore, was for 65 pounds. A suspicious
bank employee wired Weedon who telegraphed back a
denial that he had issued the cheques. That evening the
painter was arrested in the Temperance Coffee House.
When he finally came to trial on June 8 Pindikowsky
was convicted and given a 15-month sentence with a war-
ning to leave the country within five days of his release.
While in prison the Pole’s talents as a fresco painter were
discovered. He was assigned the task of painting the ceil-
ings in Government House and afterwards in the Colonial
Building in exchange for a reduction in his sentence.
When the work was completed Pindikowsky was given
a remission of five weeks. Allowed to remain in the col-
ony he painted other walls and ceilings in St. John’s
before leaving the country and disappearing forever.

Stained glass is unique among the arts of the world
because of the relationship that exists between glass and
light. We see colour on a surface through the reflection
of light; the colour we see in a stained-glass window is
from the light refracted through it. The colours of glass
are deadened by reflected light, and when darkness falls
a stained-glass window cannot be brought to life.

Many of the houses built in St. John’s before, and
more especially after the 1892 fire were decorated with
stained glass, usually a transom over the front door or
the window in a vestibule or on a stair landing. For cen-
turies stained glass had only a spiritual role and rarely
appeared in the windows of private homes no matter how
pretentious the house. It was not until Art Nouveau flash-
ed like a meteor through Europe and America at the end
of the last century, only to burn itself out in twenty years,
that stained glass was applied to common domestic use.
In England in 1883 the architect Arthur Mackmurdo
heralded the new style. The Willow Tearooms which he
designed in Glasgow that year with stained glass Art-
Nouveau doors soon became the rage of two continents.
Within a few years stained glass was an integral part of
interior decoration.

The movement had no name until Samuel Bing open-
ed a shop in Paris in 1896 called ‘‘L’Art Nouveau’’ in
which he sold stained glass. Among those who sometimes
worked for Bing was an American named Louis Com-
fort Tiffany who declined to enter his father’s jewellery
firm in New York because it was tainted with commer-
cialism. He chose instead to study art and proclaimed his
faith in creating beauty for the masses. He became the
darling of wealthy followers of fashion. Early in the 1880s
his firm was the most prestigious among interior
decorators in New York and in 1882 he was invited to
redecorate the White House.

In 1878 Tiffany had established a glass workshop and
by 1889 he had gained an international reputation, not

just for his windows but also for the Tiffany lamp which
is today back in vogue. Like Art Nouveau Tiffany himself
went quickly out of fashion and when he died in 1933
he was almost forgotten. It was 20 years later before his
true worth was recognized.

The late Victorian houses in St. John’s still feature
windows of tulips, poppies, grapes, corn and snow-laded
boughs representing the seasons. Look around and you
will be amazed at the domestic use of stained glass in the
city from the leaded panes of the mansions on Circular
and Rennie’s Mill Roads to the etched ruby and blue glass
set in simple wooden frames in more humble houses.

To fully appreciate the 19th century St. John’s house
in its own environment, as a distinctly dynamic expres-
sion of its time, we should also know something of the
local craftsmen who designed, built and decorated these
structures which have become so identified with the city.

First and perhaps most important of all were the
Southcotts. While others built more impressive houses
their introduction of the Mansard roof was to influence
St. John’s housing construction to this day. James and
John Southcott came to Newfoundland from Devon,
England. They began making a name for themselves in
the colony when they were hired by the cable company
in Heart’s Content to construct houses for the company
employees. It was here the Mansard roof was introduc-
ed by the Southcotts in Newfoundland.

Francois Mansard, 1598-1666, was a French architect
whose fine classical designs are said to have influenced
Wren in his designs for St. Paul’s Cathedral. His pupil
and grandnephew, Jules Mansard, designed the Grand
Trianon (Versailles), Place Vendome (Paris), and Dome
des Invalides. The family name became applied to
concave-curved roofs, often with dormer windows.
Houses in Newfoundland with this type of roof are usual-
ly referred to as International Second Empire. A fine ex-
ample of this style of Southcott building is Park Place,
Rennie’s Mill Road.

Much has been written about the Southcott family.
John’s daughter, Mary, made a name for herself as
matron of the General Hospital for many years.
Southcott Hall is named for her. Besides the Southcott
Brothers there were other important builders and artisans
who worked at creating the residential areas of Victorian
St. John’s which are so admired today.

The Davey brothers descended from William Davey
who was born in Barnstable, Devonshire, in 1783. He
served his full apprenticeship at the carpentering and join-
ing profession in England before coming to New-
foundland in 1808 and settling at Coley’s Point. He later
moved to St. John’s where he began contracting with his
son Edward Davey. They soon became the leading
builders in the city erecting both Bishop Feild and Bishop
Spencer colleges. Davey Brothers, however, were Edward
and George Davey, sons of Edward Davey, born in St.
John’s. Under the direction of their father they acquired
a thorough mastery of the carpentering trade and entered
into a business partnership in 1879. On the death of their
father in 1884 Edward assumed control of the business.
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Another son, also a contractor and appraiser, was the
Hon. John Davey, a member of the Legislative Council,
born in 1865. His son George, worked with his father’s
firm for twelve years, until 1923, when he went into the
carpentry and masonry business for himself as George
Davey & Co. Among the many impressive private homes
the Davey family constructed in the city is the former
home of the Chief of Police at Fort Townshend, the
residence of the Chief of Staff at Waterford Hospital,
and their own dwelling on the east corner of Gower and
Wood Streets.

The senior member of M & E Kennedy, Contractors
and Builders, was Edward J. Kennedy. The son of John
Kennedy he was born at St. John’s in 1862. He served
an apprenticeship in building and construction with his
father, upon whose death, in 1892, he formed a partner-
ship with his brother, M. J. Kennedy. The brother died
leaving him in charge of the firm. The importance of Ed-
ward Kennedy as a builder in St. John’s has been greatly
underrated. Among the places erected by his firm was
St. Bonaventure’s College north wing, the Standard
Manufacturing Co. factories still in use on Water Street
East, the King Edward Nurses Home at the old General
Hospital, the Newfoundland Clothing Factory on
Duckworth Street, which until recently housed the Even-
ing Telegram, the Peter O’Mara Drug Store on Water
Street West now a museum of pharmacy, and George
Knowling’s department store (later Ayre’s), torn down
to make room for Atlantic Place.

Among the many private residences constructed by
M. & E. Kennedy, still to be admired, is Kedra, after-
wards Canada House, built for the Hon. J. D. Ryan, on
the northeast corner of Circular and Carpasian Roads,
the presbytery for St. Joseph’s Church in Hoylestown,
and the residence of newspaper editor, J. J. Furneaux
(grandfather of Jane Crosbie), at 36 Monkstown Road,
now occupied by Stratford Canning.

We presently know little or nothing of a personal
nature about Pidgeon & Murphy, although their firm was
responsible for some of the finest buildings and private
homes in turn-of-the-century St. John’s. Pidgeon came
to the city from Canada in the construction boom after
the 1892 fire and formed a partnership with Murphy, a
native of the city. They built many structures throughout
St. John’s, such as the old St. Joseph’s Church, still
standing but no longer used as a church, and private
residences, including T.S. Clift’s, 65 LeMarchant Road.
Perhaps their most important construction was the
Italianate residence for the Roman Catholic archbishop,
adjoining the Basilica, erected when fire destroyed the
old Palace in 1921.

Edward Albert Thomas, born in 1833, founded a
small contracting firm in St. John’s which operated under
his name from offices on Barnes Road. When his sons
Henry James and James Harvey took over the operation
in the 1890s it became Thomas Brothers and established
a name as one of the foremost constructing companies
in Newfoundland. Cabot Tower, on Signal Hill, stands
today as a monument to their building skills. It is perhaps

the most widely known Newfoundland landmark across
Canada.

When James left the partnership in 1932 to become
City Appraiser, Henry J. was joined by his son Eugene,
who had been a bridge builder with the government. The
firm then operated under the name Henry J. Thomas &
Son, which it uses today. Following the 1892 fire Thomas
Brothers erected the Board of Trade Building on Water
Street along with other important structures. A number
of Victorian houses around the city were also constructed
by Thomas Brothers.

The last of the well-known Victorian builders in St.
John’s to be dealt with here is William J. Ellis, born in
the city in 1859. He apprenticed at the mason’s trade,
and in 1882 commenced a building partnership with his
brother John. After the fire of 1892 his services were in
great demand and among the many structures he erected
was the King George V Institute built for Sir Wilfred
Grenfell on Water Street. A member of both the St.
John’s City Council and the House of Assembly, he was
elected Mayor of the city in 1910, and served a four-year
term. Several prominent Victorian houses in St. John’s
are credited to the building talents of William Ellis.
Perhaps his most important edifice from a popular point
of view was the Total Abstinence and Benefit Society
headquarters on Duckworth Street which housed, on the
top floor, the famed Casino Theatre, afterwards the
Capital movie house, destroyed by fire in 1946.

The houses of Victorian St. John’s were places in
which design yielded to display. Like nature, the Vic-
torians abhorred a vacuum and every inch of available
space was decorated as outlined in this article, adorned
with stuffed birds and animals, preposterous furniture,
and endless bric-a-brac. The Great Fire of 1892 destroyed
many of these houses but enough remain for us to enjoy
a serendipitous walk today along the streets of the old
city.
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Spruce Partridge

R. K. Osmond

““You kill it, you eat it.”’

God knows, this is one code of behavior which, if suf-
ficiently enforced, would serve as a very powerful deter-
rent to violence and killing.

Having been raised in a household where the biggest
threat to wildlife was my oft-neglected fishing rod, my
primitive hunting instincts found their greatest relief dur-
ing aggressive games of hide-and-seek. And during my
adolescent years, when many of my friends spent their
spare time bagging small game, I spent mine bagging
groceries for cantankerous old ladies in the local super-
market. Consequently, I was little prepared for the out-
door life of Labrador.

I accepted a position as English teacher in Makkovik
my first year out of university — partly out of despera-
tion, and partly because the romantic in me heard the
call of Big Adventure. You know: toughing it out in a
one-room cabin, living off the land — the stuff of which
legends are made. After all, I reasoned, I knew how to
ride a snowmobile, and I had finally learned to shoot (a
.22 rifle, at a paper, stationary target, on an indoor range,
while lying flat on the floor . . .).

Makkovik was not exactly as my romantic, adven-
turesome mind had pictured it. For instance, it had roads
(until the snow covered them), several stores; houses, as
opposed to cabins (mine had two stories and four
bedrooms) . . . in general, it shot my whole heroes-of-
the-North image right to hell. True, living there had its
difficulties, it was not the same as living on even the
fringes of mainstream North America. But it certainly
wasn’t ... romantic. All the same, I remained un-
daunted. My Big Adventure was out there somewhere;
of that I was certain.

My first real opportunity came the weekend of the
first good snowfall. Killy, a friend of mine from the com-
munity, asked me if I'd like to go hunting spruce par-
tridge with him. I happily said yes, borrowed a .22 from
Kit, the school principal, and followed Killy on
snowmobile to Ranger Bight Pond. We spent two hours
traipsing about the woods on snowshoes, during which
time Killy shot three of the defoliating beasties. I never
even loaded my gun.

But the next weekend showed promise. Again it was
fine, and not too cold. More snow had fallen, and Killy
decided there was now enough snow to head for prime
partridge territory. We would hunt, he said, as soon as
he’d cut a load of wood. So we loaded the snowshoes
and chainsaw aboard the komatik, grabbed the guns (I
borrowed Kit’s again) and headed out.

The trail was long, and easily the roughest I’d ever
ridden. Busting broncos would have been as easy. But

after an hour of rattling our bones like windchimes in
a gale, we came to the clearing where Killy was to cut
his wood. I stopped my machine, dismounted, unslung
my rifle . . . and nearly died from shock.

My rifle — the rifle I had borrowed from the school
principal — no longer had a bolt. How could this be?
It had had one when we left Makkovik. We concluded
the rough trail must have shaken it loose. So while Killy
cut his wood, I returned slowly, and with heavy heart,
to Makkovik, in search of the lost bolt.

(I had no luck; the bolt had vanished. I had only one
consoling thought on the journey back to the clearing:
At least Kit couldn’t shoot me.)

By the time I returned, Killy had his load of wood,
so we left the komatik there and went further inland,
where Killy was sure we’d find partridge. Several times
we stopped, strapped on our snowshoes, and went into
the forest. It made no difference that we had only one
rifle between us — we found nothing to shoot anyway.

Finally, we made what Killy promised would be our
last stop before heading home. This was welcome news
to me, for by this time I was extremely hot and tired, and
the steam from my breath was freezing onto my glasses,
making it extremely difficult to see where I was going.
Strapping on my snowshoes one more time, I stumbled
blindly on after him.

And into him. For Killy had stopped and was now
pointing to a spot in one of the nearby trees. ‘‘Partridge!”’

““Can you see it?’’ he asked. I squinted, trying to see
through my severely frosted glasses. Through my left lens,
I saw only ice crystals. Through my right lens, however,
I could see something in the tree.

Killy handed me his rifle. ‘““Here, you shoot it,”’ he
smiled. It was a nice gesture; only problem was, being
left-handed, my left eye is my shooting eye — and that
was the side I couldn’t see out of. Killy suggested I take
off my glasses. I knew better. Without my glasses I
wouldn’t be able to see well enough to shoot myself, let
alone a bird in a tree.

I tried to scrape the ice off with my fingernail. It
didn’t work; the ice was too thick and too hard. I tried
to melt the ice with my breath. My breath froze on as
well. But I was determined to get that bird. Desperate,
I tried one more thing. I put my glasses on, raised the
rifle, tipped my head to one side, and tried to aim with
my right eye. I missed.

Unfortunately for my ego, spruce partridge are in-
credibly stupid birds; this one sat complacently on the
branch as Killy reloaded, aimed, and shot it out of the
tree. Picking up the bird, Killy informed me the partridge
was a cock — which meant there would probably be two
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hens in the vicinity. My spirits rose somewhat, hearing
this: perhaps I would get a chance to partially repair my
damaged ego. I trudged along behind Killy as he search-
ed the area. My glasses were cupped in my palms now,
the ice slowly melting. I was praying hard that I would
be able to see soon.

No such luck. Killy spots the first hen, and hands me
the gun. Rifle up, head tilted, wrong eye — missed! Kil-
ly reloaded, shot, and the bird dropped at our feet. ‘““‘One
more’’, he said.

My pride was severely damaged by this point: first
I lose Kit’s gun bolt, and now I have succeeded in miss-
ing fwo partridge at point-blank range! I just had to get
the last one.

I stumbled along blindly, warming, scraping, and wip-
ing my glasses. At last they were clear enough to see
through. I put them on, looked up . . . and there was
the last partridge.

“Killy, give me the rifle!”’

I raised the gun. I sighted with my left eye. This was
all too easy; I was sure I was going to miss again. My
arm shook with nervousness. Then I was back on the ri-
fle range: ‘‘Breathe in, aim, exhale slowly, hold, re-aim,
squeeze . . .”” The bird fell from the tree.

Oh happy day! My first partridge! I was beaming with
pride all the way back to the snowmobiles; smiling broad-
ly as Killy and I tied MY bird between my snowshoes and

lashed the snowshoes to the back of my machine; happy
as could be as we rode the rough trail back to Killy’s
komatik.

I was still smiling when Killy looked over at me and
asked ‘““Where’s your partridge?’’ For the second time
that day, the bottom dropped right out of my world.

It is still a mystery as to how a dead bird, tied to a
pair of snowshoes, could manage to escape. Being dead,
it didn’t get very far, though; I found it a little way back
up the trail.

We had no more incidents on the way home.

I remember thinking, as I plucked and cleaned the
hen, that this was going to be one expensive partridge
dinner. ““Well,”’ I figured philosophically, ‘‘at least it will
make my first taste of spruce partridge that much more
memorable.’’

Did it ever! Sitting down to supper that evening, the
plump partridge steaming on the plate before me, I reach-
ed out, cut off a leg, sank my teeth into the tender flesh,
and allowed my taste buds to savor the taste of . ..
TREES! The damned bird tasted like SPRUCE TREES!
I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

I gave the bird away, of course. I couldn’t stand the
idea of just throwing it away, after all it had cost me.
But from now on, I shall stick to target shooting. At least
that way, I’'ll only have to swallow my pride.
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The Royal Newfoundland Constabulary

The Royal Newfoundland Constabulary was
reorganized in 1871 and since that time has maintained
a proud tradition of law enforcement in Newfoundland
and Labrador. We have recently begun the task of
researching and fully documenting the history of the force
together with collecting and cataloguing artifacts and
photographs. Our goal is to establish a police museum
that will be open to the general public at our Fort
Townshend headquarters in St. John’s.

It is with great pleasure that we offer a selection from
our photographic collection for publication in the New-
Sfoundland Quarterly. 1f anyone can provide further in-
formation on these photographs or can offer any
assistance in our project, it would be most appreciated.

E. J. Coady

Chief

Royal Newfoundland

L nsiapae de Constabulary
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On parade, c. 1952
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Constabulary Guard of Honour
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Constabulary under inspection

On parade at Fort Townshend
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The Ludlow Light

by

Ed Smith

I was just a small boy when I first heard the story of
Jenny Ludlow. The facts as related to me by my young
friends were no doubt richly embellished by overactive
imaginations, and each time I heard the story during my
youth it seemed as though something had been added,
or taken away. Thus, what really happened to Jenny
Ludlow is still very much a mystery. What happened to
me will be starkly clear to the last moment of my life.

Jenny had been a pretty little girl of sixteen when she
and Walter Ludlow made their reluctant way down the
aisle. She had gone, then, to live with Walter and his
father, Ambrose, in the old, tall house on the point, per-
ched on the rocks like a lost fowl. Below the house, jut-
ting out from the shore into the narrows of the harbour,
was the tiny wharf, shivering with every surge of the sea,
and looking as though it would collapse under the weight
of anyone foolhardy enough to walk over it.

From this little ‘stage’, Ambrose and Walter would
row their small boat out to the fishing grounds and help
with the traps for a few fish. If the fishing was good, and
the larger boats could not take all the catch, the Ludlows
would get what was left. When the trap season was over,
they jigged cod around the rocks and the shoals, often
in vain. At the best of times the living was meager and
the work hard. When the fish were scarce the work was
harder and the living barely an existence.

Ambrose Ludlow was not well known to the people
who were his neighbours, despite the fact that he had lived
among them all his life. He was a slight, bowed, sharp-
eyed man who rarely smiled and spoke only in
monosyllables. Rumour had it that he was a hard father
to his son, whose mother had died bearing him. It was
well known that he hated children who in turn feared him.
Women he. ignored almost completely.

Jenny and Walter were married in late March, the
long and hungry month when winter has not made up
its mind to leave, nor spring to appear. Ambrose was not
at the church and there was no reception. The only honey-
moon was the long walk around the harbour and out to
the lonely house on the point to a bed where there were
no secrets.

A month later, almost to the day, Walter Ludlow
plummeted to his death from the damp cliffs outside the
point to the deep waters a hundred feet below. Perhaps
because of the heavy Arctic drift ice in the area at the
time, his body was never recovered. The tragedy occupied
the community tongues for weeks, but only a few

wondered briefly why Walter’s gun was found carefully

lodged against a boulder, high up on the cliff, and fully
loaded.
Jenny remained in the house on the point. Whether

or not the choice was hers will never be known. Both her
parents had died from diphtheria when she was a small
child, and the aunt who had raised her had gone to live
with her son-in-law. Jenny was now almost five months
pregnant.

People saw less and less of Jenny and Ambrose after
Walter’s death. On the rare occasions that the old man
came to the store for supplies, it was noticed that his eyes
were heavy and his manner more impatient than ever. He
spoke only when spoken to. Sometimes, Jenny could be
seen standing on the edge of the cliffs above the house,
her swollen body outlined against the low clouds and her
dark hair lifted by the salt winds off the sea. She would
stand there until the villagers wearied of watching her or
the mist enclosed her in its shroud.

In June, the fishermen put out their nets and again
prepared to do battle with the sea. When the heavy trap
skiffs sluggishly made their way out through the harbour
narrows in the grey dawn, Ambrose Ludlow could be seen
pushing his small boat off from his stage and rowing
slowly after them. And always, sitting in the stern, would
be his daughter-in-law, Jenny. Whenever old Ambrose
went to sea, she was with him. If it rained or blew hard,
she was wrapped in oilskins, huddled in the stern. If there
were fish, she could be seen lifting heavy buckets of water
up to the wharf, or forking cod out of the boat up onto
the stage.

Ugly rumours began to circulate to the effect that Am-
brose kept Jenny a virtual prisoner, never letting her out
of his sight. No one seemed to know why he did this, but
young people would often report that they heard crying
coming from the house late at night, and the old people
would simply shake their heads and say nothing. There
was no policeman or law of any kind. Even the clergyman
came only once a year, in the fall. So everyone minded
his own business and Jenny Ludlow was left to whatever
the fates had in store for her.

Late in August, Ambrose and Jenny rowed out one
chilly, foggy morning as they had done so often before.
There was no wind that day and the mist hugged the land
as though loath to reveal what lay on the ocean. About
midday, the little boat rounded the point, emerging out
of the fog like a weasel from its cover. The familiar huddl-
ed figure of Jenny was no longer in the stern.

There were men waiting on the stage when Ambrose
rowed in. He told them that Jenny had leaned too far
over the boat and fallen into the water. He had held on
to her for some time, he said, but she had been too heavy
to haul back into the boat and finally exhaustion had
compelled him to let her go. Jenny and the child she was

bearing had slipped beneath the glassy surface of the sea.
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A Ranger was called in from the larger centre of Cape
North, but he stayed just long enough to question Am-
brose briefly and left on the passenger boat the very next
day.

After that, Ambrose was seen even less by the rest
of the village. He appeared once a month to buy
groceries, and then the house on the point swallowed him
up again. Few spoke to him. Men regarded him with
hostile eyes and women turned their backs when he
approached.

Jenny’s body was never recovered.

It was shortly after her death that the Light first
appeared.

On nights when the moon and tides were full, and the
sea was calm, it was said that a strange light would
wander into the harbour from the sea outside. Through
the narrows it would come, staying close to the rocks
along the shore and wandering slowly around the coves
until it found its way back to the open sea once more.

Several people reported seeing the Light. Not all of
them were very young or very old. Some were hardened
fishermen without any other knowledge of fear, and even
they spoke hesitantly about the strange thing they had
seen moving over the face of the water.

Some said that it gave off a high-pitched hum, as
though it were electric. Others claimed that it always paus-
ed off Ambrose Ludlow’s stage before moving on to the
open sea. The school teacher suggested that it might be
a school of phosphorescent fish swimming in to the rocks
to feed, but few paid any attention to anything that
foolish. One thing was sure: those who saw the Light ran
first and looked back only from a safe distance. Gradual-
ly, it became known as the Ludlow Light because of its
reported interest in the Ludlow premises. Whether or not
old Ambrose ever saw it on its searching journeys around
the harbour is unknown.

The Ludlow Light was an institution when I was a
boy. It was at once the terror and the pride of the village.
Those who had seen it were regarded as something special
and were required to repeat what they had heard and seen
over and over again. Many a storyteller enthralled his
listeners with real or imagined encounters with the Light.
Of course, there were those who passed the whole thing
off as silly superstition. My parents were of that school
of thought and warned me repeatedly not to be influenc-
ed by any such foolishness.

Still, I believed in the Ludlow Light, although I had
never seen it. It was as real to me as the city of St. John’s
which I had never seen, either. The Light was part of my
existence, like ponds and trees and school books. Hav-
ing never seen it, I was more or less content to let things
stay that way, although I felt a twinge of envy for those
of my friends who swore they had. And then, on an
August night when I was just fifteen, the Ludlow Light
and I came face to face.

It was one of those nights when the moon reaches out
with its light and claims the earth and the sky and the
water as its own. The sea was calm and the tides full. It
was the kind of night that fills an adolescent’s heart and

mind with a restlessness and longing that he cannot iden-
tify and does not understand. About mzidnight I slipped
out of the house and walked the short distance to the
beach where the swelling fullness of the sea seemed
somehow to satisfy the frustration in my soul. The moon
lit a path of silver across the harbour waters, and I sat
on the bottom of an overturned boat and wished with
all my heart that I could walk that path of moonlight in-
to a world that was never less beautiful than this.

Then suddenly, I saw the Light.

Already well within the harbour, it was making its way
around the little coves and beaches, a soft, bluish haze
that was neither on the sea nor in it. It gave no light at
all, yet seemed to pulsate with its own contained radiance.
It seemed about my size, but had no discernable shape
or parameter. All this I saw in the first moment of gather-
ing terror. My impulse was to run, to scramble madly
over the rocks and get as far away from the water as
possible. But I could not move. Something held me rooted
to the boat, and I could only wait, paralyzed with fear,
for the thing to reach me.

The Light was drawing ever nearer. Now it was close
enough to hear, as well as see. A strange, almost human
sound that seemed to come from a great distance reach-
ed out toward me, and I could not have moved if all the
screaming sirens of the deeps had been coming for me.
I felt my mouth open for the cry that gathered in my
throat as the Ludlow Light slowly drew abreast of me
— and stopped.

The scream never came. The fear that had threaten-
ed to engulf me died before an emotion that swept me
up and reached down deep inside of me to the secret
places where even I had never been before.

The Light was only a few feet in front of me, but even
at that distance I could not see it clearly. But the sound!
It was neither scream nor moan, or similar to any sound
I had heard before, or have heard since. It was terrify-
ingly real, and yet a part of that other world of the moon
and the heavens and the depths of the ocean. It was preg-
nant with despair and longing and grief. Frustration, bit-
terness and above all an implacable hatred swelled over
the water as one, and I trembled violently, not from fear,
but because no human creature could experience what I
felt and not have his heart burst within him. For a long
moment I was a part of the Light that moved upon the
waters and shared its being. My own restlessness of soul
and body was swallowed up in what seemed to be the
source of all the loneliness and pain the earth could know.

Then suddenly I was released and the Light drew back
within itself, leaving me weak and utterly drained of all
emotion. Once more it moved along the rocks and around
the coves, until at last I saw it pause before Ambrose
Ludlow’s rickety wharf, just as others said it did. And
then, it moved toward the shore, crept up the path toward
the darkened house, and disappeared.

How long I waited, still clinging to the keel of the
boat, I do not know. I knew only that I should not, could
not move until the Light had gone. And then it reap-
peared, creeping down the path that led to the stage and
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the water that was its home. I kept my eyes on it because
now the Light seemed to be definitely above the water
where before I could not tell. But as it moved into the
path of moonlight once more, heading for the mouth of
the harbour and the open sea, I saw why.

Ambrose Ludlow was slowly rowing his little boat out
through the narrows, and huddled in the stern where Jen-
ny used to sit, was the Ludlow Light.

I told no one of what I had seen, not even when my
parents wondered why I had grown pale and refused to
eat. I told no one, not even when they found Ambrose
Ludlow’s empty boat drifting around on a calm sea three
days later.

I told no one, because the Ludlow Light was never
seen again.

. Early police equipment
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The Moose Let Loose

Joseph Michael Gale

“A TROPHY!, is what you got here, me son’’ ex-
claimed Charlie, the legendary hunting and fishing guide
of South Branch. ‘‘A prize bull if I ever saw one.”” He
grinned up at the excited hunter in from western Canada,
‘“‘A real beauty, this will keep them talking out on your
prairies for a spell.”’

““A magnificent animal,’”’ answered the hunter still
very much in awe and toying with the rack. ‘‘The ma-
jestic head! The spread of antlers! I’m totally speechless.”’

““‘Hope you took along a good camera?’’ said Charlie.
““You sit back and relax now. You shot him and you
got him! Get him cleaned up, grab the weasel and we’ll
get him in for you.”

That evening under the stars, Charlie sits on the step
when the hunter appears around the corner.

““Out having another look at the moose?’’ asked
Charlie.

““I still can’t get over it, such an animal. Where do
they come from, Charlie?”’

“‘Lots of them roaming these woods and the Long
Range Mountains I can tell you.”’ replies Charlie. ‘‘New-
foundland is full of them.”

““I realize that but what I really mean is, WHERE do
or did they come from?’’ asked the hunter. ‘‘New-
foundland is an island. How did the moose get here?’’

“Aw, Geez! Here we go now. I’'m a guide, not a
historian. Have to think on that one a bit,’’ said Charlie,
rising. ““I’ll get us a cup of my well-laced tea and see if
I can answer that one for you.”

Charlie disappears into the cabin and returns with the
spirited tea. ‘““‘How did the moose get to Newfoundland
you ask?’’ ponders Charlie. ‘‘I would say that they ar-
rived here by boat, shipwrecked maybe, like the horses
on Nova Scotia’s Sable Island.”’

‘““You really think wild moose would have travelled
that way, back then?’’ questioned the hunter. ‘‘I can see
moose meat going by ship but its hard to visualize live
moose on board.”

‘““True, you’re right I guess.’’ Charlie grimaces from
his tea. ‘““‘Maybe they could have drifted here on the ice
floes. It’s happened with other animals in different parts

of the world . . . It’s a question I’ve never had to answer
before but its a good one.”’
¥ %k %k

Little did legendary Charlie or the hunter with his
moose realize that another legendary guide and his moose
were part of the reason they were celebrating their hunt
over well-laced tea. Little have the many who have hunted
or made their living amid the moose in Newfoundland.

The other legendary guide was John Connell of Bar-
tibogue, New Brunswick. Born in Bartibogue, this son

of an Irish immigrant was to leave his mark on New-
foundland as well as New Brunswick’s sporting history.
You see, John Connell sent the moose over to New-
foundland, and their offspring now roam the land in great
numbers. The story of the moose being captured in the
Mirimichi forests for shipment to the rugged coast of
Newfoundland is unique, to say the least. The winter of
1904 in Newfoundland or New Brunswick was not uni-
que, it was cold!

An experimental attempt to introduce the big game
animal into Newfoundland began with an out-and-out, old
fashioned round-up. John Connell led this round-up
through the deep New Brunswick snow. He and a small
group of hearty men donned snowshoes, as it lay up to
four feet deep in places, and went to find a herd or par-
tial herd of moose. It was very hard on their horses pull-
ing the sleigh and John knew the moose would be hav-
ing a rough time maneuvering in the deep snow.

This proved to be very true. When the men came upon
the moose gathered together in a cluster, they circled
them. The men began lassoing them as the moose had
no antlers at that time of year. It was also the time of
year that the moose was at his thinnest, his weakest, so
much easier to handle than when in its prime in the fall
of the year. As each moose was lassoed, it was tethered
and the men would drag it to the waiting, horse-drawn
sled with its high side walls. The round-up went on until
six moose were captured and delivered the ten or so miles
into Chatham to board the train. It is said that John Con-
nell and his small group received $50.00 a moose, a good
price back in 1904. Word has it that one moose died of
fright at the station and that another died during the
journey. However, four of them, two cows and two bulls,
made it to Newfoundland. Many years later, Jack Con-
nell of Chatham received a press release from the Depart-
ment of Tourism in Newfoundland. The release noted
that the government had just come into possession of a
photograph showing one of the first moose to arrive in
Newfoundland. The press release reads,

This photo shows a yearling cow which was one of four
released in the Howley area of Newfoundland in 1904,
as an experimental attempt to introduce this species of
big game animal to Newfoundland. The success of this
project is now a matter of record, since the animal shown
in the photograph became one of the original progenitors
of the moose population.

The moose population of Newfoundland went on to
flourish in a province as rugged and as majestic as the
moose itself. John Connell, guide, hunter, trapper, fisher-
man, also went on to add to his own legend, that rose
from a small community, spread to towns and ports and
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eventually throughout the whole province of New
Brunswick and beyond. In 1910, John added more fire
to his growing saga when he and Daniel Lloyd found a
year-old cow moose floundering about in the snow. Cap-
turing it easily, they led it to John’s home, where he fed
it a diet of tender brush and warm bran mash.

The cow moose became a family pet and was named,
“TOMMIE”. Tommie along with JOHN, became a
legend in her own time. That winter, John taught Tom-
mie to haul and in full regalia had her pull the sleigh to
Chatham, twelve miles away. Once when she got lost,
disappeared back into the woods, she was sighted by Fred
Connell in a hunting party. When he called her name,
she came to him as a dog would to his owner. John had

also used her to decoy bull moose during the fall season
and in 1912, she met her end doing just that when a
neighbor, out hunting alone, spotted her and shot her.
John Connell lost his cow moose but his legend lives on
in Bartibogue, on the Miramichi and across the province
of New Brunswick . . . And his moose? I would venture
to say there are a few offspring roaming the hills and
valleys of Newfoundland today. Ice floes, shipwrecks?
Really now!

NOTES: The MIRAMICHI WEEKEND — September 15th.
1979 Vol. 14, No. 30 (The Articles of Sharon Fraser)
Walter Connell, Sydney, Nova Scotia.
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The Finding of Fort Lampson: A Preliminary Report

by J. Callum Thomson,
Curator of Archaeology and Ethnology, Newfoundland Museum

On August 23, 1867, Donald A. Smith arrived in
Saglek Bay aboard the SS Labrador to establish a trading
post for the Hudson’s Bay Company. This action would
place his company in direct competition with the Mora-
vian Missionaries, who were at that time expanding their
operations into northern Labrador and, as well as pros-
elytizing, attempting to maintain exclusive trading rights
with the Inuit. In this same year, or perhaps the previous
year, the Moravians had also begun to set up a Mission
post somewhere in Saglek, but abandoned the effort in
favour of Ramah Bay. Within five days of entering Saglek
Bay, Smith and some of the boat’s crew had erected a
store about 25 km from the mouth of the bay. The HBC
flag flew over Fort Lampson, as the Post was now named,
the furthest north trading establishment in Labrador.
A sketch drawn a few years later shows two buildings and
a woodpile on the site, situated below a distinctive,
conical-shaped hill. Aided or, more accurately, hindered
by several inaccurate archival maps, previous attempts
by archaeologists to find the remains of this Post had
failed, but when the sketch was rediscovered by New-
foundland Museum staff in the HBC section of the
Manitoba Provincial Archives in Winnipeg the hunt was
on again.

In August, 1988, assisted by Mark Allston of Trin-
ity, Trinity Bay, and Charlie Terriak, Nain, I landed in
Saglek Bay and set off by boat to find Fort Lampson.
Apart from the challenge of finding the lost site, I wanted
to assess its potential for future field investigation, and
incorporation of the results into a museum exhibit on the
Hudson’s Bay Company in Labrador. The exhibit plan
called for a section on the extent of the various social,
cultural and technological impacts on the Inuit of a
trading post in their immediate vicinity, in Saglek Bay
for example, through examination of changes in settle-
ment and subsistence patterns and material remains. Two
years of poring over maps and Post journals, discussions
with residents of the north coast, and previous arch-
aeological surveys in the area over the past eight years
had convinced me that I now knew the most likely loca-
tion of the Post and some of the Inuit camps referred
to in the journals.

Shortly after landing late in the evening on a long,
grassy terrace below a conical hill at the west end of
Saglek Bay, we saw the deeply shadowed outlines of two
long, rectangular structures a few metres back from the
rocky shore. The architectural details, the proximity to
the present beach indicating recent vintage, and the
perfect fit of the site to the 19th century sketch made it
certain that we had found Fort Lampson.

For the next week, we mapped and tested the two

seven by five metre building foundations and their in-
teriors. In one 5 x 0.5 m test trench we were able to discern
the walls and original floor, and found a wide range of
materials including coal, fragments of iron, clay pipes,
lead shot, window and drinking-vessel glass, ceramics,
trade beads and pieces of floorboards and green-painted
wooden walls. Most of these artifacts were extremely
small, suggesting that they had fallen between the floor-
boards. The Inuit who had traded at the Post for these
articles, various food commodities and other goods dur-
ing Fort Lampson’s ten years of existence exchanged pelts
from foxes, polar bear and caribou, seal oil and fat, and
fish, then returned to their camps around Saglek Bay.
They were not encouraged to live close to the Post for
fear they would drain the Company’s resources. In fact,
despite (or because of?) this policy, post records indicate
that the Company employees themselves came perilous-
ly close to starvation when the annual supply boat was
delayed and local game and fuel were exhausted.
While we worked at the Lampson site, persistent high
winds prevented us from taking our boat out to locate
and examine some of the Inuit sites vaguely referred to
in the Journals. We were able to record six new sites
reached on foot, and mapped the extensive tent ring site
on the Lampson terrace which most likely came into ex-
istence following the abandonment of the Post. There is
some structural and artifactual evidence to suggest that
the Post buildings, or at least the foundations, were re-
occupied by Inuit after the Hudson’s Bay Company
moved the operation north to Nachvak Fjord in 1878.
We also spent a few days surveying for other arch-
aeological sites and located an additional 14 new ones
including 4000-3500 year old Maritime Archaic In-
dian and Pre-Dorset Eskimo hunting camps on raised
beach terraces and Dorset Eskimo tent rings at lower
elevations, all situated for exploitation of spring and fall
seal herds, and Inuit caribou hunting blinds, fox traps
and fishing stations. Unlike some of the Moravian Mis-
sion stations, Fort Lampson seems to have been ideally
situated, geographically and environmentally. Within a
few kilometres, many traditional subsistence or new
trade-related resources were available either seasonally
or year round, thus placing the Post at the heart of Inuit
travel routes and habitation sites. Apart from possible
small incursions by the sea at the southeast corner of each
of the buildings, the Post seems to have been surprising-
ly immune from the effects of sea and<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>