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INTRODUCTION


If you bring up the topic of ghosts, legendary people, or events, it often triggers unexpected tales from folks who you would never think of as having experienced the unexplained or being eager to tell their stories. This new edition of Ghosts and Legends of Prince Edward Island is proof of that; it contains first-person accounts from people with intriguing tales that are as relevant today as they were in days gone by.


Mysterious occurrences are unusual but not rare. Spooky things can send a shiver up ones spine and create a feeling of unease, awe, or even joy. Perhaps a spirit is stirring up a bit of mischief or forerunners are making themselves known. Whatever the story, its been a pleasure collecting and sharing them.


There are three things that I especially enjoyed about working on the second edition of this book:



	The reintroduction to the magic that is Prince Edward Island.

	The opportunity to work with my son, John, a photographer who shares my passion for collecting stories and images of magical moments.

	The rediscovery of the writer within. Thanks, Dundurn, for bringing me back after several years of being retirement-busy. I had forgotten how much I enjoy the research and creative process!
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Author Julie V. Watson and photographer John C. Watson love to explore myths and legends, and capture them in words and pictures. Here they are exploring the ruins of Tintagel Castle, the legendary birthplace of King Arthur in Cornwall, England. 
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I cant say I have first-hand experience with ghosts, apparitions, or hauntings. Nor do I want to. No scary stuff for me. I have long felt a connection with fairies  the good, magical, little beings. And Im sure mermaids and such do exist. I admit to having premonitions and sometimes feeling in touch with people who have passed away. The strongest link is with my grandmother, who I lived with when my parents moved out of my high school district. The oldest of many grandchildren and born likeminded, I bonded with Nanny, who was a strong individual heading a large matriarchal family. When we emigrated from England shortly after the end of the Second World War, my parents and I, closely followed by my grandparents, started the family migration. I feel Nanny with me sometimes, and I talk to her when I need to de-stress or work something out. Its a one-sided conversation, but her presence feels very real.


Believers in ghosts, spirits, angels, and even fairies take a measure of pleasure or satisfaction, or even a sense of adventure, from an encounter. They accept that what they experience is possible, even without a logical explanation, and they have an open mind.


I first heard of a ghost in Charlottetown from my son when he was in college. It is amazing to think that today John is an accomplished photographer, practising his trade in Vancouver, British Columbia, and, from time to time, working on projects like this one with me. John and I spent many hours exploring the Island; something we continue to do when he comes home for a holiday or when he is working a gig.


I have always believed that a persons environment, the reality that surrounds them, influences how they perceive life. My generation lived closer to nature, to the land, to roughing it, to making do, and to accepting things as they are. We did not have technology to explain things away or to entertain us. Our play and social time was directed by imagination and storytelling at a level close to our own reality.


When my husband, son, and I moved to Prince Edward Island and purchased a mini-farm in the country, we experienced life as folks did in days gone by, to a small degree. We heated with a wood stove. We had  very little money, so we foraged to supplement our food budget. We battled the elements head on. Life was an adventure. One Im so glad we didnt miss. Driving home in a blizzard, when we had to walk the last mile following the fence, trudging through snow up to our waist, filled us with a sense of achievement when we finally got the woodstove fired up and we settled in to enjoy soup by lantern light. Being self-sufficient and comfortable during raging storms that took out power certainly built confidence in ones abilities.
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On March 16, 1987  the day I began writing the first edition of this book  the St. Patricks Day storm hit, leaving me alone in a house nearly buried in snow for several days. The storm had arrived a day early, not because Mother Nature miscalculated, but rather because a longer stay was planned for the annual visitation. For me, it was a blessing in disguise. My husband, Jack, off to work at Prince Edward Island National Park by 6:00 a.m., quickly let me know he would not make it home until conditions improved. And he didnt.


Challenged with caring for horses, I filled water buckets, bundled myself up, and braved the elements. It was tricky. Snow had drifted about fifteen feet high, encircling both the house and the barn. At times it felt like I was living in a pit. Sleet had frozen the doors shut and the power was off.


But the storm was a good thing. Being alone in a house battered by the weather brought out a creative force. The need to write became intense, and I had few distractions and no reason to go to bed until I was ready. It seemed senseless to rush to bed, since the only incentive to get up in the morning was yet another trip to the barn. For days the snow continued to fall, blow, and sculpt new obstacles. I had to wait out the storm.


In the normal comfort of heated homes with stoves to cook on, televisions and books to entertain, cupboards and freezers full of food, and the inevitable visits of snow ploughs to release us from our snowbound prisons, its hard to envision life as it was in the days when most of the Islands legends and folklore began.


Finding myself in a house that creaked and groaned in the wind, and relying on candles and a woodstove when the power failed, really set the mood. The silence was eerie. Luckily, I had an old manual typewriter! How, I wonder, could early residents have survived in primitive housing, where they were trapped until a thaw cleared the path to supplies and human contact? Without the ability of women to cook sustaining meals from meagre supplies brought in after hours of laborious hunting or bone-chilling work by their men, and without the talents of the storytellers to entertain, life would have been bleak indeed.


This was, of course, just one event early in my writing career. We went on to travel, to experience new and different things. And, I might add, many more storms. Our travel focus was usually camping  roughing it rather than staying at luxury resorts. We did it all: tents, a tent trailer, a box on a truck, a small motor home, and then, finally, a large RV on the road for months at a time.
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Abandoned houses dot the landscape, paying silent testimony to those who went before. If only they could talk and share the stories of those who lived and worked there. 




The St. Paddys Day storm heightened my perspective to a point that I can only hope readers will be able to replicate when reading some of these tales. If they seem untrue or exaggerated beyond realism, take into account the conditions and circumstances in which they were born.


Today we have groups, societies, and organizations researching and often celebrating the paranormal and tales of witches, ghosts, and spirits. There are websites and books that cover such fascinating topics. In this book Ive put the emphasis on collecting tales as they were recorded years ago, as well as passing along newer stories that were related directly to me. Interested in the unexplained? The hunt can be enthralling and rewarding. Many of the locations mentioned in this book are now preserved historic sites, museums, and parks. We urge anyone with a sense of adventure, and a curiosity about such events, to venture out and explore Prince Edward Island. Whether exploring the Island first-hand or just reading about it  enjoy!





one

AN EARLY HISTORY


To fully appreciate any tales of early Prince Edward Island, it is best to understand at least a little about the early peoples and how they lived. For it is with these early dwellers, and the circumstances of their lives, that many legends, folklore, and true tales (as strange as any fiction imaginable) originated.


The Island was first inhabited by the Mikmaq First Nations. Europeans brought additional cultures and approaches to life when they arrived. But these early settlers did not have an easy time adjusting. Most of them were poor and unskilled. The general population had little education, with the exception of members of government or high-ranking military officers. No matter the culture, it was through storytelling, usually around the fire after dark, that many tales were passed down.


Many of the stories originated with early settlers to the Island. While trying to eke out existence from a harsh land, they were beset by pirates, privateers, enemy forces, plagues of mice, devastating fires, and corrupt landlords and agents. Their very lives were threatened by the wars of other nations: the French, the British, the Americans, and then the First and Second World Wars. The expulsion of the Acadians was reflected years later by the arrival of the Loyalists, fleeing from their own intolerable situation. Although an island, the influence of the outside world was never far from shore.


A short history will provide insight into the provinces development, but bear in mind that while these facts were being established, all of the aforementioned obstacles and many more affected the lives of the individual.


It is thought that several thousand Mikmaq people may have lived on or near the Island prior to settlement by Europeans. In 1534, their way of life changed. Jacques Cartier sighted, landed on, and duly reported to his ruler the existence of the fairest land that may possibly be seen. Over the next hundred years, the most frequent visitors were French and Basque fishermen. In fact, it was not until 1720 that Europeans, namely French colonists, began to settle permanently in any numbers.


At that time the Island was heavily wooded. Hard labour was required to even clear enough land to build a home, let alone fields for crops. For a great number of years, settlement didnt extend more than one farm deep from the shoreline. The development of roads was a slow process, so travel was primarily undertaken by canoe. The Hillsborough River was the main water route, accounting for the distribution of the settlers along its shores.


Early settlement concentrated around Charlottetown Harbour, particularly at Port-la-Joye and in St. Peters Bay, as well as in the areas of Tracadie, Orwell, and South Lake. The Islands settler population numbered just over seven hundred people by 1748.


Generally, the north shore area was slow to be settled, because sand dunes and shallow waters barring the entrances to the bays and rivers made it difficult to bring large ships to shore. This situation continues even today, resulting in all large shipping taking place from the south shore, and even small fishing boats occasionally facing problems getting in and out of harbour safely in the north.


Through the 1740s and 1750s, the population gradually increased along the north shore, especially between Malpeque and Savage Harbour. After the French were expelled from the Bay of Fundy area by the British, many travelled to the Island by 1758, creating a refugee camp as much as a colony, and increasing the population to around 4,500 people.


The Island remained under French rule until 1758 when the British, having taken the Fortress of Louisbourg for the second and final time, rounded up the French settlers and deported them. This expulsion and its consequences mark a shameful part of history. Only about three hundred Acadians remained, located south of Malpeque and around Rustico and Souris.


In 1763 the Island was formally awarded to the British Crown as part of the Treaty of Paris. There was pressure on the Crown to award land to influential petitioners; thus Samuel Holland came to survey in 1764. The Island was divided into three counties, fourteen parishes, and sixty-seven townships or lots, with each township containing twenty-thousand acres and each county having its own town.


By 1767, Holland had done his job, and the British Board of Commissioners conducted a lottery in which lots were awarded to military officers and others of influence. Each new proprietor had to agree to pay quit-rents to the Crown, and to settle his township with one hundred Protestants within ten years.


Unfortunately for the Crown and the early settlers, most proprietors were not particularly interested in their acquisitions or in fulfilling the requirements. As a result, lots changed hands, rents went unpaid, and a land-ownership problem began that would cause trouble on the Island until after Confederation  still almost a century away.


Basic settlement patterns followed those of the French, which was a natural progression since the British had simply taken over what the French had begun.


A few proprietors tried to settle their lots, and by 1800 communities were developing. The Tracadie area was among the more notable, where Captain John MacDonald of Glenaladale brought several hundred Scottish Highlanders in to farm the area between 1770 and 1775. He did not stick strictly to the letter of the agreement, however, as the Scots were Roman Catholic.


The eastern shores of Malpeque were settled by Protestant Scottish Lowlanders. Lowland Scots and English Protestants settled the New London area, and a number of Protestant families set down roots in the Covehead area. The Rustico area was heavily populated by Acadians who fled British capture in 1758. The religious patterns continued for many years; in fact, they can still be seen today by the careful observer.
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The Hillsborough River, designated a Canadian Heritage River in 1997, served as a transportation route for early Islanders.





This influx brought most of the north shore land under cultivation, and established transportation patterns that ran primarily east and west. The main route from north to south shores was still the mighty Hillsborough River, and it was there and across the bays of the north shore that the first ferries operated.


The Island had been granted separate government from Nova Scotia in 1769 on the presumption that government would be financed by the quit-rents due from proprietors. As they evaded these responsibilities, land ownership became a volatile issue for the populace, who, in 1798, numbered over four thousand.


Roads developed slowly, with the first of note connecting Charlotte-town to Malpeque and St. Peters. By 1850 a basic network was in place, with roads running north and south to link these principal routes. Settlement naturally followed, and the population crept southward.


Beginning in the 1840s, relatively large numbers of Irish Roman Catholics immigrated to the Island. They tended to concentrate their settlements inland in areas like Saint Ann and Hope River. Immigration continued, and by 1891 the population had grown to 109,000 before it began a decline, reaching a low of about 88,000 in the 1930s. The population then began a steady increase to todays population of around 143,000.


During the first half of the nineteenth century, many residents were able to acquire title to their lands. By Confederation about 50 percent of the lots were in freehold tenure. After Confederation the provincial government was able to purchase land and turn it over to tenants by lease purchase agreements.


The primary source of insecurity and the all too often dishonest dealings was gone, and the population had settled into a pattern of development and modernization following that of Canada as a whole. Modern shipping, stronger governments and law enforcement, electricity, the railroad, the automobile, and other technology served to change life, just as the pattern continues today.




two

A BISHOP WALKS THOUSANDS OF MILES TO SERVE HIS FLOCK


Much is written about Bishop Angus Bernard MacEachern, an amazing man, and his impact on the development of Prince Edward Island. He was truly legendary when it came to efforts made to serve his parishioners. I am probably enamoured of him because I, too, have trudged through blizzard conditions, spent days with no power, and battled the elements, albeit in a small way. That gave me a great appreciation for his strength and determination.
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In 1759, after the Battle of Culloden, Angus (or Æneas) Bernard MacEachern was born in Scotland. Penal laws that forbade following the Catholic faith under pain of death were as severe as in the time of Elizabeth and Cromwell. Determined to pursue his religion, he trained in Spain. Then, in 1790, he came to attend to the spiritual needs of the Catholics of St. John’s Island, Cape Breton, parts of Nova Scotia, and New Brunswick. He, along with displaced Scottish families, joined about 1,500 Catholics scattered over 2,000 square miles. Missionary work, and extraordinary efforts required to physically be with his people, earned him legendary status — more, even, than becoming a bishop in 1819, founding what is now the University of Prince Edward Island, and other numerous achievements impacting settlement.


[image: ]
On Great George Street a statue of Prince Edward Island’s most legendary figure, Bishop Angus Bernard MacEachern, stands with the backdrop of St. Dunstan’s Basilica behind him. This man challenged the elements, travelling thousands of miles to minister to his flock. 




Hardships ranged from the need to communicate in Gaelic, Acadian, French, Latin, and English, a lack of roads and transportation, little money, and people spread over hundreds of miles — separated by vast expanses of tidal salt water, rushing rivers, wilderness, freezing cold, and walls of ice driven by high winds. After offering Mass and duties at a church or community, “he shouldered his missionary pack and set out to visit small, scattered settlements.”


“When we go by the woods, which is generally the case, we go from ten to forty miles without meeting a settlement, sometimes guided by a blaze and often on snowshoes. It is not the number of people we have to serve that distresses us, but the scattered way in which they are forced to settle. You will more readily conceive than I can describe how difficult a task it is for anyone single-handed to pay even an annual visit to so many different settlements; and when the visitation of the sick is in question, no human being can answer the different calls, more especially in winter time, when no human can face a north-west wind; I have gone eighty and often ninety miles to see sick people, and while we are running to one, another dies in our rear, calling for spiritual assistance and none perhaps within one hundred and fifty miles of him,” wrote MacEachern.


Obviously, he was physically fit. In the beginning he trekked through the wilderness on foot, but soon his enterprising nature took over. A report written by Emmet J. Mullally, in 1945 provides insight into this heroic man of the cloth.
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