
Old di stillery 

Montgomery foundry built 6 engines for ICR · ' 
towed t hem up Barrington street caused riot. / .\ 

To Richmond. Then the end of steelo {~~ 4 .t?ttU4-~ i.: t4 ~ ~19/0j 
Bishop Inglis residence Home of Bonham-Carter (now Sir Stuart S) 

OC 5th. battle squadron earlier Churchill 1 s 
naval secretary 

Old residences gave way to modern warehousing after Hitler War. 

Mi ssions to seamen. Flying Angel .'nu/,J,.,..4 ~·Vil C.11.f) 
Peter M. i:eeXµ Seeley 

Freemasons Hall R. v. Harris 

Green Lantern famous name in Hx. 

Nova Scotia Tartan Bessie Murray 

City Hall 

Hong Kong Cafe 

Bell's Lane 

Grand Parade 

Farmer s Hotel 

635t Globe Hotel 

763 Eva s. Coulstrin 
-:.;:..=..;;..:="""'-~~~~~~--

!l~.rn x z x g i: t R Z 

Nova Scotia Tech 

street armories 
College 

(ad. cemetery) 

Hart 

Mr s . Macaulay 

Doc Savage 

St. Mary's Basilica Glebe Parish Hall convent 

City Club 

Churchof En gland IHstituteo 

St. Paul's church 

1893 bldg. burned with 10 people. 

Wallace MacAskill ship photog. 
a 

Other ~ide 
Lighthouse 

Dockyard 

tavern south S way tavern north 

n Shipyard Stadacona. 

Mricville 



2 Barrington 

A great day for the Grants. 

You're the first governor ever did this for me. 
Under six lieut-Govs. 

GOVERNMENT HOUSE. ~~ ~' /u~L L ,_.,._ 
Nigger opening a pr$vy 

~~lie ~'I(,*"' 
"' in Preston. Mac was there. 

Slop bucketA at Government House. 

Angus t hought MacCtlrdy too tight 
himself. 

Constitutional crisis in House. 

Table centre piece. (Irwin) 

with hooch. Used to tend bar 

Bioscope company made pix. Around 1910. Long be:fb:'e first war. 

Theatres: 

Old Senator 

"Evangeline" Mitchell with wooden leg. 
Wife a Giety girl. Made pix. 

Wire fence son Gr and Pre 
Narrow tires on wagons. 

King George in colonel's uniform. 
Vangie milked on wrong side. 

Nickel where Family is now. 
Bijou n/w corner Sack and Barr. 
Len Acker upstai r s with Acker's Variety House. 
Frisco Cafe (Milt Gregg) n-w- corner Sack end 
Orpheus where Paramougt is now. 
Empire where Clayton bld now 
iazxt£k Strand now Garrick 

Barr 

s/e 
Academy 

Rankin 

of Music now Capitol. (Frank Power) 

Mccurdy lot "Privy" councilloro /I W.~~ J 
William Dennis: Nose tweaking and McCurdy incident. 

' 

~ ~ MeH- Press flims - f or t oilet papero 
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Dougald McG 

St.Matthews church 

: ;;;-d:J :;;J A . 

Macinnis. Stewart and M~ 

Mitchell RMS Packet line. Lord Helpus a nd Count Rendered. 
Mrs. Macinnis. 

Gener al Mitchell a n~hree squares a day. 

Bonham Carter and the sailors (Mrs. Oland). Hobrecker. 
--------·---

Peter Seeley and Mrs, Oland. Mrs. McCarthy. Worked for her. 
Boston widow he married later. 

Said to be Australian. 1928-9. 

Typical Halifax newspaper intrigue. 

Govt. HOUSE: Sir George Prevost (exclusive). 

Mrs. 01and and the corn beef • 27 cents a nd 2 2 cents. 

Silver Slipper ~1Gonorrhea Race Track~ Kid O'Neil Kept horse in kitchen 

Johnny Greenan World Series. 
H I 

Joe 8 1 Brien horseman. PEI Who swiped the bishop's pippins? 

wears -1' .wJ}_ run against a horse 

Leona Dillabaugh Dillabaugh. (Ducij.ess) 

naval type cap. 
~J?tu~ i'.d j~ ,., 

I 

Chauf feur, waiter and handyman footmano 

Mrs. Peter ~ack coffee and t oast. Young ave. After Peter died. 
_..- ------------~---_!Gi~nd champagne 

stove out of cat house: Market street. 
~ cops took kitchen stove pipe and all carried it down~ 
and put it in Jean Graham 1 s place e#l- 1~ ~ . 

Part of district between CN yard and Park known as Green Bank. 
Many notable s lived there. 

J<Diexz Sam Brookfield 
H. R. Silver 
Baulds 

built E&NA contractor 

John E. Furness 
Judge Mellish and the Galicians. (pun on 

My Lord, I know realize why 

Furness-Withy 
Ga latians) 
St. Paul wrote to the Galatians. 

Irishtown: NS Hotel to Sackville street, east of Barrington. 

Gas Lane 
Victoria 



First catholic church in Halifax (barn) just south of South. 

Truder homestead cor Inglis and Barr for filling station. 
~ .. 



Max Valensky dead now but see Tom Webber (son-in-law) 

for oddit ies an d stories . 

Big Hector MacLeod noted traffic cop. Myer says always corned . 

Salvation Army gal (old lady) who goes ~round collecting and 

selling War Crys . 

Daddy Adams 

Tmn Connors 

veteran photog now over 100 

also photo collector. 

Legs Diamond at Nova Scotian with former Halifax girl Sis Stoneman . 

She Follies girl in New York. 

Zero Zeman and son Larry Semon 

Byron Dauphinee and clerical disguise with police escort 

from Hd . of St . Margs Bay to Arm Bridgeo 

Mrs . Clancy the iron woman. 

Joe 0 'Brien. A (yachtsman's cap) horse race f ollower and 
1~((0'~ ~· 

PEI booster Fell in love with horse. 

Jo hnn Greenan (Li t t l e Johnny) badly crippled magazire vendor 

goes to World Series and NHL games each year. 

J. M. Robins '.)n, f ather of Cyril, has much material. 16 Lucknow street o 

Len Acker (theatre tycoon) and Owen Trider (pro gambler ) met daily 

Roy Mitchell 

at Barr & Sack and walked down to Buck intersection. 

Betting $100 odds aoo even on street car numberso 

ex box fighter turned evangelist . Harangued crowds 
passing parade. Sodom and Gomorrah. 

Old man Keeler the blind colored preach and newsboy • 
• "'Wr.(;~ 

Kid O' Neil Box fighter and promoter
1 

1\3* Derby Tavern, Gottingen street . 
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BARRINGTON 

by 

'fhoma.s H. Raddall 
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Barrington Street weaves its way like a tipsy sailor along the west slope 

of Halifa::c harbor from the rail:way station to the shore of Bedford Basin, a 

long tour miles including the 1.'"inks and jogs. DiUlii You•re never far from the 

wateri evecy eross-l.a.ne running down the slope breaks the wall of shops and 

houses and gives you a loophole view of' the harbor. r aturally there's a nautical 

flavor. A salt breeze comes up the side streets from the wh..arves. The uniforms 

you see are mostly those of' t he navy and merchant service. In the st eamship 

offices you can buy a ticket to almost any port in t he world. You can buy a 

beer i n taverns called The Lighthouse, The Sea.way or the Harbor View. 

However y<Yu. don't f'irxi nruch awareness of the sea in the crowds o£ shoppers, 

clerks, stenographers and other business types who pour in and out of the buildings. 

fost of them live uest or Citadel Hill in a vast sprawl of residential streets 

that might be ;my- suburb of Toronto o:r Winnipeg. To these Barrington is a place 

t o work or to buy or sell, and. the harbor is just a cold wind and a smell. This 

used to surprise me in my own seafaring days but I :found it true of every big 

seaport, where t lL'e landfarers and T.he seafarers live in different worlds. l t's 

true• too, that they meet and mingle on Barr ington Street, but the :real harbor 

folk a.re the ones who live between Citadel ill and the water . 

This includes the people wt.o actually live on Barrington. The merchants• 

mile runs only from the rail.way station to the crossing of Buckingham Street; 

the next mile takes you to the dockyard and shipyards through a dreary procession 

of shabby brick or wooden tenements, usually with small shops on the ground floor 

and lodgings to let upstairs. At the Navy's dockyard Barrington passes under t he 

massive shadow of the harbor bridge, skirts the shore of the Narrows, and takes 

a wide curve around the Bedford Basin anchorage to Fairview. On this stretch 

you find an odd succession of smart suburban bungalows , a view of the grim City 

Prison at Rock ead, and the smelly shacks of Africville . In short a j ourney 

along Barrington f r om one end iak to the other is a tour of the Halifax social 
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world with everytr~g f'ro.il Government House and Birks' diamonds to the most 

squalid pov1:;::rty knovm to roan. 

The business mile ls t he heart of Hnlifax a.Tld every inch of it is precious. 

but you find no skyscrapers . 'I he average b 'ilding has four or five stories; most 

of t hem are at least half a century old , and sorr.e are absolute antiques . You 

ave only to look above t he sho s. In some of those upper rooms and attics : ou 

can still see t he little square window-panes 0£ t_ e colonial age . And down below, 

i n some of t e base·:nents ,. you can f1,nd qu.eer eellars like cat.-'lcombs, walled with 

stone dragged out of t he Hali£ax hillside back in the eig.."1teenth centur-.:r. Yet 

the street floor s 1ops have all the cle~n glitter of glass tile and chrome and 

plE.stic that you find in any ,ain street in Mode n ~'ort America .• 

To a merchant on the business m.i.le.. especially the part between Government 

House and City F.all. the street has a good side and a bad one. On t hat stretch 

of Barrington t he Haligonians prei'er to tramp t he east sidewalk rather than t he 

west • lhy, nobody knows . But as a result t , e shops alol"..g the east side get the 

cream of t he business , and a f rontal f oot of 1.md t 1e1•e is worth t least forty 

percent more t han a foot across t he street . The city assesoors recognise this , 

and taxes are figured on t hat basis . 

This is a prosperous c1.ty, and fran old habit Barrington is still t he chief 

shopping street. A lot oi' money changes hands here in a day. 1rlhat the f uture 

_JJ. do to all this is anotl1er mutter. The narrow cmd crooked streets of downtown 

F.alii'ax were laid out in the middle of the eighteenth century when a sedan chair 

at a j.og trot was the ottest vehicle in town. The motOi" age has brought a traffic 

and par king eadac .e t hat aff'ects merchants and custooers alike . Business is 

moving out along ring Garden Road and large mot~shopping centers are s ringing 

up in the outskirts. 
' ' ', ., I 

Meanwhile Barrington hustles along as best it can. It has certain advant&ges 
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that nothing ean take awayi the chief merchant shipping docks and the railway 

station lie at its south end; to the north it has the navy yard, the shipyar ds 

and 5tadacona nr.val barracks, a sr.iall city in themselves. Right in the middle 

are Barrington•s theatres, restaurants, shops and offices. Grand Parade makes the 

centrepiece, with City Hall at one end and St . Paul's church just beyond the other. 

Every day at sharp noon the time gun on Citadel Hill sounds its thunderclap over 

the Barringto:n roofs as it has for generations, the shops and offices let forth 

a swarm of' ungry humans heading f or the restaurants, and suddenly you realise 
are nhat 

that Barrington a."ld its side stree!i!/r~e this city tick. 

At night i~s another story. alifax has no legitimate theatre. Touring 

play companies have to put on their shows in. a high school auditorium far across 

the Common. Barrington Street has the lar est and best movie houees, but there 

are no night clubs or cabarets. Ten mirrutes after the last movie shows play 

God ;:;ave the ueen the street is as dead as Hamlet•;s father. It wasn•t always 

so. Years ago Barrington Street was the :ni ght-time haunt of Halifax playboys in 

and out of uni.form. and a parade for ladies of the demi-monde in a variety not to 

to be seen anywhere else east of b ntreal. Someth.:.ng of t he sort sprang up again 

d ring War Two, but it perished quick1y afterwards .. Old rounders agree that the 

autom0bi1e really killed Barr1ngton•s night life in the 1920 's, when dance-end­

dine roadhouses bega..,"1 to appear outside the ei ty and the gay blades took the 

ancient advice of Horace Greely and followed the sunset westward. 

en I was a boy it1 Halifax the old main stem had f O\W different names, in 

fact it was four dif'ferent streets. They happened to connect with each other by 

odd zigs and zags , a common feature of Halifax geography .. and f rom south to north 

they were knmm as Plwasant Street. Barril1gton Street, Lockman Street and Campbell 

Read. After Wa.r One the city fat hers called the whole meandering thoroughfare 

Barrington. And Barrington wandered on after War Two, when the name took in the 

r oad aroun Bedford Basin to Fairview. Even Haligonians used to t eir higgledy-

pi ggledy stt-eets find this a. bit conf'using . Ask anyone exaetly where Barrington 
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begi ns and ends. Ten to one you•n get a a wug or a wrong answer. 

The confusion real ly began back in 1749 , when Colonel Edward Cornwallis 

brought a rabble of grumbling cockneys straig t i'r Oill London to a wild fiord 
' 

known to the local savages as Chebooktook ... - "The Big Harbor11 • The i lea was to 

set up a r ival British base to t he French base at Louisburg . ( Ulti!~tely it was 

to be a springboard for the conquest of Canada.) So Halifax was a f i t ci t y t hat 

sprang full-panoplied from Bri t axi-d a. ' s brow. The or i g4...:r-.ial tor ... -n plan was sketched 

on a London dr afting boar d when the actual sit e was still a pi:ne i;.idge and a swa..11p 

in the 'ova Scotian bush. 

On ari"i ve..l Cornwalli.s had his surveyor l ay of f a samll grid of streets and 

cross-lanes on the harbor slope o:f t he ridgo, and set his cockneys to work ha0king 

d~m the pi.'les that covered t he whole oeene . The middle street along t he slope 

was tagged Barrington -- nobody knows why . The other streetLJ in the original 

layout were named o viously for members o.f the current British cal;:linet 01• their 

'i:'elatives and f riends , -vl'ith "George" . "Prince" and 11 Dukeu streets taking care or 

the bl er hlood . The only Barrington evi dent in homw circles at t he time was 

William Wildrria.n • ViscoUJ1t Barrington of Ardglass. in t he Irish peerage. Eventually 

he became a Secretary of War, but :tn 1749 he was a bobody ~ Some say the street 

was meant to be named aft.el" t he Earl o£ Harringt on , Secretary of' St ate. and by a 

quill~driver•s slip a B got into the act . Anyhow Ba:rtJington the street became. 

Sixteen years later t he rude !ore-fathers of t he hamlet got tired of walking in 

t he mud. planked one sidewa.l.k all the way f rom G1•arid Parade to the s outh end . and 

f or t he next fifty years ca.1.lert this splintery p1'"<>menade The Mall,, just to add to 

the confusion . 

At first Bar rington Street wao just a. ·t r ail leading to the graveyard outside 

t he to~m stockade. Death Y.1as uusy in t hose early years, what wit h typhus and 

s .allpox (not t o mention Indian raids). and dail y funeral parties beat o. muddy 

track through t he south gate in .t he palisades, at what is now the junetion of' 



5 

Barrington ai1d Spri.."lg Garden Road. Gradually the track re.ached past the tombstones 

and went on through t ,1e s l ore woods to Point Pleasant . I . dia.118 still s tulked 

a.rr.ongst tho treas; but f'or t heir healt. t e citizens ueede a change of' view· and 

fresh air once a week , and each SUt1!Iller for sever al years t sre was a Su day afternoon 

par ade of Il'J.3n , women and c iildren , :igged out ·.n t heir best, :rr..archL"lg as f~r as 

F:i;-esh Water River ::rnd back} ~ gain11mder the gu ~rd of ar med redconts and pac,~d by 

fife a..."'ld rum. 

T is so-called l'iver was a brook t hat f lowed out 0£ the swamps behi:nd Citadel 

Hill. crossed the Barrington track in t he woods tm ards oint Pleasant, and s plashed 

on into tle harbor. Ships in t!e a.nch rage used to send oat partias to ill t heir 

.mter casks just belQ,- the rustic bridge on !'Pleasant s treet11 • rnerever you f ind 

sailors you soon find c;irls; so it beca ne a meeting place of tie young nd i'rlvolous, 

knor..n1 f or yea.rs as -··he Kissing Brid ·e • The strealJl has disa.pJ:Jeare;d &i.nce in a 

s ewer under 13arrinocrton Street and t he site o~. t he IG~ssing Bridge is• alas , a section 

of railway line . 

In my 0tm youth t hat Gnd of _arrin~-ton wa.s still C' lled leasant. Street ; a 

qUiet quarter o:f t he ;;ell- to-do, ;nth worn and hum y red · •ick sidewall.cs, cobbled 

gutters, a.n.d rm s of tall narrow houses in the Georgian and early Vietorian 

style. It ran all t e " y to Point Pleasant Park, n t ' fine views o:f the harbor 

in the p· rt, we called Greenba.nk. Here t .ie IIalifa.x Brahmil13 f lourished in all 

t heir glory, a well ncrurished caste, cultured in a starc. y Victorian fashion, 

proud of t heir ancestr-.r ( rnany had British army ot• naval f.ficers hanging like 

rich fruit in their family trees,, often with titled connections) and rather smug 

about it . All t his stolid contentment was s r..attered in 191.3. when out of a blue 
s 
ijky ottawa decided to nake Halifax a nation 1 port . Tlw.t meant large and extensive 

modern docks and piers , and the chosen site was Greenbank. Much of Pleasant 

Street 1>1as demoli shed to make way for l."ailway sidings leading to the docks, and an 

army of rough-necks dynamited and ~tea.m ... s ovelled a deep canyon through the 
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slate be 'rock of t ' e South En' ·o br:i.n t 1e r ai_ llne in f ror.: Fairview. The 

Brahnins f led away t o<;-1 rds th~ still peaceful waters o.f Northwest _rm. They we:re 

never t he same again. or was Pleasant ... treet ;. an am utated stub., doomed to lose 

its very na e nn to become the f irst half- n:ile of nar:rinu on. The i itru.sion of 

the r ail way yards cut off the clubhouse of t he Rcya.1 o . .Scoti ~a:aht <".lquadron and 

left it on t he t {;;end o he st:reet . in t'e edae oft e Point Pleasant woods . 

To reach i t f ro , Barrington nowadays you must travel t . ree Jong sides o"" a square 

by way of t he overhea pd$S at Young Avenue . But Raligonie.ns are a s tuboorn f olk. 

Aft er forty years the yachtsmen still _ i"'11~e t. eir ,, 'dress · s 11Barrin6ton St,reet" 

iµn t he ;phone · oo , • 

When you come t.o Halifax by train yo-.1 roll across the south e cl of Barrington 

(w ere ·the Kis"i!lg ridge used to be ) and at once you •re in t he rumbling cavern 

of the station. Ju'>t outsi e .. fa.cine Darrin ton Street.. i s tbe ! ova Scotian 

otel . If you get a room loo ' i ng on t he har or you can w· t ch t e s,hipping moving 

in and out . and at night the li~hthouse on George ' s Island reg r ds you with a 

benevol ent green eye . Ori tile Dartmouth si e of t he har bor• where the I m erial 

Oil re.finery spre~ds i t s r ipe& and stac s a d tanks over t z slo e,, you see , after 

clar k , the yellow !lame of t.he waste- gas pipe,, tall in t he n1-ght • .flickering like 

a. huge torcl and lighting up t he wi1ol e anchorage . Seen t r ough a copper window 

screen in the hotel at night the flame shi nes a cmtciform like t e St ar of Bethlehem 

on a Christmas card. and 2-irmen st the Shearwci.t er Naval Air St ation find it vecy 

useful i n thick weat her T hen t he f og an""s low. 

All sorts oi' people have been entertc:.in~ at t he Nova 0ootian ,. f rom actual 

royalty ( King George Sixth and his 'een) to ttLegs" Diamond, f3,ous ki ng of t he 

New· York underworld l n t he wild and woozy days 0£ · ·:i:-obibition, and us current 

moll, a Halifax. blonde ho haci made her way i nto t he chorus of Zeig.feld's Follies. 

During t he last ·ar the ?fova Scotian was t e place t o dine a:r . dance -- I 'Wonder 

how many wartime l~ow.ances started t here? - and f rom its lwrborside windows you 



7 

could watch the ont; convoyrJ :r.1oving stoically m :t ('>P thankfully in fl-om t he 

Atlantic, an o!'ton you could .ear hie soun of gun.fire an the woomp of ~pth 

charges fro tr..e "' r' or mouth . Tl.a Iova Scotian has a b · t of par k before it . a 

little island of gree:r.sward and s rubs ; nd th -re i n bronze, lif' size , c:itands the 

Eonorab e Edward Cornw:a.llio, f mder .of t l e c.i.ty . This 8.'Jle but ot-tempered 

Englishman stayed juet long enough to sea h .s coch'neys housed a.nd SE3ttled.,, a.."ld 

today he s tan . s on his pedcs al gazing out to sea ., wit li-s back to the wh0le t hing . 

ie 1as gl d t o leave ' al.if ax, although t was t he only er.duM.ng t J.ng e ever Il".ade 

or di d . T 1e res t o "' • .1is career was a dis.s.st ~1· . 

On t he other slde of Barrington , ast t e bronz~ governor and hl..s s . r ubbery« 

stands a lnrge s ·uare buil ~1r1g of tcrra-cotta colored ric:k: . bl.tilt by t he ~Javy 

League many years ago . During t :.e lat war tt became headquarters of t he combined 

naval and cir st affs guarding tie s&'.tways out of Iall£ax.- E~re was (and -.... s) the 

£amous Operations Room w i ch governed t he lon battle wit ~ the r. -b~ ts in the 

lestern Atlantic and still plays t. e s ame r ol in tr.e c".:ll d -v ar of t he resent time. 

0.fticialJ.y i t is "eadcp1arter'"' of "aritime Air Comma."1d., Yh'hic directs aD. RCAF 

practice i n t he sha of convoy escort nd a.nti-s · arine 1 ¢'..rf r·- , , combining with 

t he fi!Avy i these matters -- full blast operation in hesc times . T e; officer 

commandi g here comes u."1d0r ;.o;s.cls.nt (Supreme Allied Cowmander tlantic , at present 

an .. er:lcan admiral) i n t he ~~ATO scheme, and t he vlgilanc~ is :round-the-clock, 

no f ooling. If trouble - fig.ting troubl 0 -- ever starts with You Know Who, 

Halifax will be one of the prime t argets . No .one in t ' is quiet-looking bulding 

on Barr'lngton ever forgets it. 

A few hundred y<; r ds up Barrington. on the other side, you com.c to quite 

another hea.dqual"te1~s and a r e: r abl y 1ffe rent flag - the "Flyi ng fl.:neel" of 

t e An lican }I ssions to Seamen. And you meat a remarkable man, the Reverend 

B. J • WillJ.ams, a brisk and stocky relshman who has served t 1e Flying Angel in 

many parts of t he world. - all the way from Bel giuin to Australia. The Halifax 



8 

i·oost of t he Angel i s one oi' t he old rahmin mansions typical of t his part of 

Barr·iugton Street , tall and narr-ow., wi·th steps rising eight or t en feet to the 

f ront door. wit:1 red rick walls. high..+eeili.nged :roo .1S and t he invar i.a le bay 

windows. The padre s hows you iv-:.i.th ;pride is little chripel in t he f ol:"mer ·ni..."1g 

room., complete with altar and crucifix and a f 'ew rows of pJ.ywor.xi chaix•3; And then 

t he games roOlil• t he libr ar y , , ths · ~oe:J.al r oom with l · s polished floor "or dancing 

t his in what used to be t he ;ansi',)n' s s table . Dar1cing partners f or t he i s s1on•s 

semilen a.re no proble.11,. the Y. r.c.A. is right next door,. and. t he girls com3 well 

cr.iapevoned. 

nsailors , 1 ob::>ervas the pa "e• naren 't what they used to be . The pay, t he 

f ood, and iu.arters o.boo.rd ship today corqpare 1avorably With anything ac.hore ,. and 

the life attracts a steadier class of nen. 0£ course we get e ·ceptions . 11 Jill<! 

Pr estot in comes an exception wit a rolling gait a d a soraeJhat :fog~ eye, demand-

ing .money., which he has left in t 1e padre1s charge.. The padre goe to t ' e rnoney 

box,. unloc s it , passes ovel' t he r equested s· , and tak~s a rece:l.pt .. Ho protest, 

no ser-.mon, just a sigh and a whirasical,, tt There gOEJ.s another sixty doll.•.n:·~ to the 

tavern keepera. 11 But in genel .. a l the padre's word is t ""!le . 7he ntei, .. chant sail.Cl'" 

isn't what he used to 'be. Thousan s of seamen use t .• e .11 'Jission facilities every 

year, and in the winter season, when the St. Lawrence i s frozen and Hal:if'ax takes 

the bulk of Canada ' s sea traffic, t he placa is always jammed. 
((.. 

'l'hen there• s a startli.ng wooden ax<k, p..;intedA glaring blood red and used as 

an officers• me~s by the city militia, In rny childhood this wa.s t he Ladies• 

College, a chaste white building where the daughters of the genteel learned every-

thing f rom water colors to t he pianof orte• In t hat age ever.! small boy~ v ere 

praetically shackled to a. piano f or an houris practice every day,. and r.r;; orro nru.sic 

t eacher used to hel d a.m:iual recitals in the auditorilli11 of t he Ladies• College 

a horrid e)...-perience for rne and the rest of her half-doz.en niale pupils • i f not for 

her thirty~d smug little girls. I still have a reminiscent shiver when I pass 
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t he lace . ( I s .ietim..;..s think i~~ was those piano ordeals that drove me off to 

ea ,.) , 

Then you C!.)tr..re to Government House, the fine old Geo •gian residence f or Nova 

Scot.• a..•s l i e t ena.nt-gcvDrnt:rs, built i.n the time of' Sir John an LadJ •ranees 

VTentworth . She wa. a minx and a sche ner -- a colo ial ecky Sharp • A1f10ngs·t 

other adventures s .e had a love affair wit P .1..nce 

IV). w e11 te .;as a rip-roerin0 yc·un r1a.va.1 cap~1 on ·t. a Nc;:-t l Aonerican station. 

!er antics scan al.1.zed all Hp.l.ti'ax ; · ut Fanny pa:rlayed a svelte f igure into a 

gove or ' s job an · a title f or hei- accommodating husband• and eventually for 

herself a sinecure across the sea as L:ld~~;r-In ... iaitin to the en .. 

Across the street is the old town cemetery wit i t s stone llcm high on the 

br~mstone a.re 1 ._. a monument t o 1ova Scotians w io died in the Crimean · a r • 

Amongst the more ancient t c.nn stoue · in this patch o' green you t ll fillcl a slab on 

pedest <:JJ .o covering t le gl~a of Ge eral Fo "'rt oss . i e i:nan who captured and burnt 

Was ingto.ri ( an ~ died in a:!'l at tac ~ on Baltixt~re) i n t he War· of 1 12• The f leet 

brot1ght i s corpse ac!< · o Hali ... ax. reserve-J in a c sk of I u, a buried it with 

01.a. :>0ratl:} ho .ors here .. In ':h(;; ri t s o£ 'f-day, 1945., w ien t ri.:rst.y taro bro Ei into 

various Halifax liquor· stores,. one canny m~u hid his loot unde:A.• eneral Ross!s 

t ombsto1 e · nd drew it fui4th .. bo-Ct ..e 1..>y bottle• as r e uirec! - a new sl.a11t on the 

good old Navy CWJtom of 11ta pin t he a ' ·'.ral.11 • 

Barr'i!!!!'ton Street took a bc.tl eating i ~ tho~e riots . Allaost · every s iop 

·win ow fron the Docky-ard t o GO'V'e.rnt.lent House was s sl e , and 1UQ6t of tile shopa 

were looted. N~1.v. 1 :>ersonnel. bored wit h ~v.x and the war, · orked off' t heir 

ca arg iP. one gor ryeous spree, a i de · arid abetted by merch.:.nt sear.1en vf twer1ty 

nation&lities and °b"J sw l'.'IU of civilian males an ' e111ales of the light-finge~ 

el as..c:i . The city ;;•nr servi.ce :p<>lice wez•e hel less and f or twenty ... our hours the 

ci ty was a hoo J.Ulnt s pa ;r.•a.dise . Ba.rrington •s o n places - t he Gran arade, the 

ol d tmm cemetery, t he patch of park be-fore t he Hova Scoti a.'l hotel - all -w-ere the 
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i.."'.lg s" I'\ eel by ec:il B. 

D~ illo hut ui'"h a s ... 1~ipt by ... ab~.l.ais . At one s; e "- hilar" ow:; t a,ct stood on the 

st eps of st . Pa\.u ·•s , cnlled -t;. le, att ention 

wear shop -:.cross t he s .... reet, cried out , "Boys , wc-.. nt ·1.lit .. 11 Tie 

boyo pr oi:'lptl y smashed into -the :::; o ~"'ld. br&. 1 it h~~r h:<i " a ·oi; ~n 11 t ') l'Y i'or · ize. l'.I 

s_ e "id , ·t o . ther-... o the ch ;re_ s-'· ps . w1 · 1 ...., t ie rr:ob clle~r- • 

Sni nt Pai.l *s lost. none cf it ancient d gnit;;.r. The old woo i:m c rch (its 

timbers ca e from Bo~tou when the .own wa·, founded m-i·e t:1ar.. 200 yr~Gil'S <t t'J ) has 

seen raan;v dd t .in . s in its ti :e; a con-=-r$ at ion o_ s • v ge< chanting in th0 !liemac 

tongue ; r e..,,i!i!e:it s of stiff bluEH:.:o.:rLe Hessi , r.s , each ·i· ' h:· s ' j.(•ta 1 ·lone u_ in 

an e!i;!lsl: · • ma. ching · o he· r a German sermo:i ; a successio... or f · mous wor"" 1i pars 

fx·c 1 .::>lfe to P.alph Connor (wuo r a · sed same o ' f\~ i;f·iioned Aneliean eyeb "OWS 

'b<J woaring t e kilto in t:.E: pul pit) end n~Jver for • .... t'i:.i g I-ri:.1c~ D:lw ... :"u• Elu.ke of 

Kent •. cow. an <.r of t: e ,..e.rrison for six ·· e •s durina the Nb.· oleo c \.!. rs . a."'ld his 

ch:trrnir.,, little rench- Canad1.cm mist css Jul;'.i.e , uho ca4ed herself ft....1 ·hcm, ine 

T. 10rm:>c e:.~:i. i.ue Julie de Mont.gen~t · e S i nt Laurer t . : .1ein you te L ide 

't . Fau.J.. ' s :rou 1 :.nd .... curiou... ' quiet .retre.::i: ac sv t'!t:J roa fror.1 s· mo of ..,'1e 

.. ~in ohops . y a ' J1er used to tn ·:~ .. e U el:e as .a b ; -- ~1d l'Ot. i.," rr.e to t i me I 

look in t~ ecapture t: ol emeries , an to gla1'Jcc - t hl.s nar.ie n -'· e ' ro ze 

memo-rial t t c dead of War One . 

, few steps a "-Y ... s -~he G ·.,.,nd Para ~e , w.1ere i n the ays of n i mi ,,.ria l ga?:Tison 

whole regi.?J.cnts of re 'coa t s used to a.sseIY'.ble with v. air 'ands for a cer emonial 

changing of the guar • • oviadays '>:i :ien the Canadi.an Black {ateh a.re in t eir Nova 

Scotia qu.,..rters . t.1ey sEmd their r,..i es nd dru..?JlS \;oo l y every smnn .-sr dsy :tn the 

Grand Parade , in full i'ie -- lurr.ed blac . Lusb~es , re ' coats , kilts . s X>rrans , 

· cet! stoc .ings . 'rhey !"aw a c ·owd a lways• :md so et i ies yoo oee ... ~y r Leonard 

Kitz slippin . out of . is o!.fice i n City ran to ut<o.>, and e j oy t e pibroch at 

close range . La.st summer when the Black Watch were away for a ti1r.e on divisional 
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ia oeuvres• aJj.f<'x had its ba~ d.pe music . · ust t he sam . • ! t ea.me from one sJ'!'.all 

-irt. Deani. Munroe, fourteen years olct , ~rini:r £uJ_l T1ia:hl and costume i1.th the 

soft blu.e .... ·white-a.nd ... r•reEm · ova Seoti a t:trtan . Each morning f i;- m te t0 the era.ck 

o.f ,hA Citadel•s noon m . and eae afternoon from two to .our,, Deanie wa l ked .slowl y 

11p a."1 down t he 1inth of the var Me.morlal in G,..and P. l"a e , pl t.>;Vl.nc everJ!:,h!ng 

pipes . Anr . 6$'.:t11.c s ch rrr-J.n<: in herse, . •. T .el"e t ere 5.1 .s w: :.e:. yru could 

hardly hear the not€s of er chanter f · .. c ickine of t e ce..mer es. 

tr.irta: tie -- I t! ink r as t e Rey~l tewart -
and ! 1· as T.:ea.rin.i it ne d<>. on Barrington Street when I met t. ~ l te Premie 

A.TI in t . .ca.cc!.onaJ..d. "So ;,"<Y'. *re a cot, 00111 . e said .. "You. nevel"' t .ol d me ." I 

blood is pure Sass enach . I• .,. fat er ·-ra.e a. Cornish n and my mot.he~ can ~:rorn Kent." 

ngns consider d t h:· s gr av ly for a motjent. " ·Jell", he said ju ~Lciousl.y., 0 i f' 

your f.'a.t e r :was a Cornis h!J',,.."l.n • }'• 1lood i s h f Celtic . That ts nothing sr.iall,. 

, . frien • It makes . 011 a . l?J.f- brother to any of the Gaels", and after f'urtber 

consideration . e eclar d :andly, "Tom, O! . ve m:y permission t o wear any t a:rta.n 

best . 

I f · rst knew the st~ forty-odd yea:rs ago as a. s tr1J1ll boy" when it '!>ms a 

dirty t horoughf re., p ved only :ln the street car trae.~s. !li".lddy in s p:ring and fell , 

w'"'.t th t he sea ·wind.<> blowing clou.ds of · ust tlong it in t e summer tin:le.. I came to 

see Barrington•s glamor later as a young sea'l'l~..n w en , wit h I'IJY c p <!ooked on t hree 

hairs , I s t .,,lked t he sidei;-. .. .-a.lks wit what I hoped was a vastating eye ori the 

gi.rls . ! n those ..:iays t he old street to me was PiecadU1y ar d Broadway rolled into 

one _.., and I'd seen the others;. min<l ., And Bamngton re lly had eolo:!.4 ill hose 

• 
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days• Color and noise - the old yellow t ram cars had square wh~ls according to 

popular belief - and it seems to me people laughed and yelled a d haci. a ot 

more fun than they do nowadays, when electric -Lrolley coac' es w isper along ors 

rubber ·tires and everybody speaks in a hushed tone as if someone or sor.iet.hing 

imp~.rtant were dead . 

Just the same I like Bar1•ington still. I get a k:l.ck out of t he unyones'lue 

characters you nieet there. People like The Admiral, alias Joe 0 1.Brien, who always 

wears a gold- braided yachtin -: cap ·out actually worships horses and ppends half' his 

time followine the gee.gees about the tracks of t l1e l'i:aritirne ovinces. And 

Blind lkeshire, who sits against a building with his tin cup and his three 

5 
opworn pencils , day after day near t he •usy corner of Sackville. And J ohrmie 

Greenan, he crippled magazin6 vendor, who considers t e base 11 man 1s finest 

invention a d makes a pilgrimage -- ~nd damn the cost - to t he ·world Series every 

year • And the little old pixie who bobs up amonest the g~<westones when you step 

inside t he old town cemetery - he 1 s t here to mO"w the grass of course, btit he knows 

who's in everry grave and talks about t hem as if t hey were old riends. 
;iii 

And t he 5hosts. I miss old Wallace i aillski.ll, best o sail.ors an fin3st of 

marine photographers , a J.:.rue poet of t e camera, pottering about his lit,tle shop 

up a dark f light Qf stairs - though the shop is still t here and you .cun t i ll 

buy his pictures. I can see t e ghosts of· Len Acker and Owen Trider. sportsmen 

and gamblers born, who used to meet daily on Barring on Street , walk to t he corner 

of Buckingham (where t he old electric tx·arns used to bounce and clatter :.froi·1 four 

directions), and bet a hundred dollllrs on t he number of the next car to heave in 

sight, odd or even. And Roy l'it.chell the negro heavywe:i.gh C. 11 a eaut.ifully built 

fighter and a good one who went blind. got religion , ar.d used to preacl to Barring ... 

ton's passing throng f rom the entranc<=> to Grand Parade. 

There's never anythiug dull about Barrington if you keep your eyes and ears 

open and take ~r time. And don•t forget your nose . 'l'l:iere are interesting 
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smells on Barrington; the rich blast o rr.alt f rom the tavern doors, whiff s of 

hot food, o pastry, of silks and furs,and t he pecul1ar1. expensive XllDlli" scent 

taat goes with t he silver and diatnonds 1n iDX jewelry shops; the smell of 

wet gr ass after rain in the old town burial ground (God bless General Ross and 

t he heroes of' Sebastopo The gamy smell of t he old seedy characters 1ihG 

inhabit t he b nches undel' the elms oi' Grand Parade; t e sweeter cachet of choc­

olate f r om Moir ' s fact ol.'y just above ; t he dry smell of paper and old varnish 

t !:lat drifts out o:f a hundred offices; the dim religious smell of Saint Paul's, 

a."'ld of Saint r ary•s. j st above Be.rrington on s ring Garden Road, where my father 

(a stout Protestant) loved to come and hear the Catl}.olio cho:i.r,. '£he masculine 

tan0 of t he tobacco s ops and the men's wear shops. including the wet-dog reek 

of Heb:ridenn t weeds which are so po llar in t hese parts; the oil stink of 

I niperoyal wl en the wind ' s t hat way ; and always and everywhere the· smell of 

salt. and kel p drifting up the side streets fl'Om t he docks - Barrington couldn't 

live wit hout t hat, nor could Halifax; the city•·s motto says so. 

But you need a bit of second-si~ht, a t ouch of t he eerie, 1.f you want the 

full smack of t he street; for Barrington is haunted by the long procession of 

t he past. Thi s is where they ca.res; t he sweating coclmeys hacking down the pines 

and finding the skelet ons of D1Anville 1s men; t he pi gtailed sailors from t he 

ships, the dri.mken Indians an stoic squaws. the blue-clad Hessians and buck­

skinned rangers, t he press gangs armed with clubs and cut lasses. the r~eoats 

who roi1ght at Bunker Hill, the wild black Na.roons from the hills of Jamaica, 

t he toueh Bluenose privateersmen fresh from battle on the Spanish Main, t he lads 

of Ross who kio:Hmt captured washington and burned the White House in :reve11ge for 

Toront.o i n t he !far of 1812. This where they st ill walk; the ghosts of Boscawen 

and 1 lol.f e and Jeffrey Amherst• Rogers of the Rangers, General Howe and his fancy 

woman Mrs, Loring, .:Tohn r1oore who died at Cor\llla, Hardy who kissed a P.alifa . 

bride in his arms not long a.£ter Nelson died in t hose same arms off Trafalgar, 
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.t-!E.r yat t • Leon · r t sk ancl the l~e t there 1 s ?l;fnd o 'e . - includi."'lg f ive 
i1 

princes w- , b !<' ozcame l -· nzs of ., '""1.a.'Yld ani on v · ecam~ i in ·· of ~ an t:. .-

'I'his i 3 t he i; lace . Ri ght h re .. Yo ca:n t t e.oca them ... - l 
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The streets of Canada: 

BARRINGTO 
In its four salt-scented miles of kinks and jogs it harbors 

the highest and lowest life in Halifax. It belongs to shopkeepers, seafarers 

and tenement dwellers ... and the eerie ghosts of a panoplied past 

TEXT BY Thomas H. Raddall PICTURES WITHOUT WORDS BY Horst Ehricht 

MACLEAN'S MAGAZINE, JUNE 7, 1958 

BARRINGTON STREET weaves its way 
like a tipsy sailor along the west slope of 
Halifax harbor from the railway station to 
the shore of Bedford Basin, a long four 
miles including the kinks and jogs. You're 
never far from the water; every cross-lane 
running down the slope breaks the wall of 
shops and houses and gives you a loophole 
view of the harbor. Naturally there's a nau­
tical flavor. A salt breeze comes up the 
side streets from the wharves. The uniforms 
you see are mostly those of the navy and 
merchant service. In the steamship offices 
you can buy a ticket to almost any port in 
the world. You can buy a beer in taverns 
called The Ligpthouse, The Sea-Way or the 
Harbor View. 

However you don't find much awareness 
of the sea in the crowds of shoppers, clerks, 
stenographers and other business types who 
pour in and out of the buildings. Most of 
them live west of Citadel Hill in a vast 
sprawl of residential streets that might be 
any suburb of Toronto or Winnipeg. To 
these Barrington is a place to work or to 
buy or sell, and the harbor is just a cold 
wind and a smell. This us~d to surprise me 
in my own seafaring days but I found it 

Continued on next page 
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BARR I NG T 0 N co11ti1111ed 

true of every big seaport, where the land­
farers and the seafarers live in different 
worlds. It's true, too, that they meet and 
mingle on Barrington Street, but the real 
harbor folk are the ones who live between 
Citadel Hill and the water. 

This includes the people who actually 
live on Barrington. The merchants' mile 
runs only from the railway station to the 
crossing of Buckingham Street; the next mile "' 
takes you to the dockyard and shipyards 
through a dreary procession of shabby brick 
or wooden tenements, usually with small 
shops on the ground floor and lodgings to 
let upstairs. At the Navy's dockyard Bar-
rington passes under the massive shadow of 
the harbor bridge, skirts the shore ' of the 
Narrows, and takes a wide curve around the 
Bedford Basin anchorage to Fairview. On 
this stretch you ·find an odd succession of 
smart suburban bungalows, a view of the 
grim City Prison at Rock Head, and the 
smelly shacks of Africville. In short a jour-
ney along Barrington from one end to the 
other is a tour of the Halifax social world 
with everything from Government House 
and Birks' qiamonds to the most squalid 
poverty known to man. 

The business mile is the hea rt of Halifax 
and every inch of it is precious, but you find 
no skyscrapers. The average building has 
four or five stories; most of them are at 
least half a century old, and some are abso­
lute antiques. You have only to look above 
the shops. In some of those upper rooms 
and attics you can still see the little square 
windowpanes of the colonial age. And 
down below, in some of the basements, you 
can find queer cellars like catacombs, walled 
with stone dragged out of the Halifax hill­
side back in the eighteenth century. Yet the 
street-floor shops have all the clean glitter 
of glass tile and chrome and plastic that 
you find in any main street in modern North 
America. 

To a merchant on the bus iness mile, es­
pecially the part between Government 
House and City Hall, the street has a good 
side and a bad one. On that stretch of 
Barrington the Haligonians prefer to tramp 
the east sidewalk rather than the west. Why, 
nobody knows. But as a result the shops 
along the east side get the cream of the busi­
ness, and a frontal foot of land there is 
worth at least forty percent more than a 
foot across the street. The city assessors 
recognize this , and taxes are figured on that 
basis. 

This is a prosperous city, and from old 
habit Barrington is still the chief shopping 
street. A lot of money changes hands here 
in a day. What the future wil l do to all this 
is another matter. The narrow and crooked 
streets of downtown Halifax were laid out 
in the middle of the eighteenth century when 
a sedan chair at a jog trot was the hottest 
vehicle in town. The motor age has brought 
a traffic and parking headache that affects 
merchants and customers alike. Business is 
moving out along continued on page 38 
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The seafarers and the landlubbers live in different worlds-but they meet and mingle on Barrington Street 
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Barrington Street continued from page 18 

"Suddenly you realize 

side streets are what 

Spring Garden Road ; motor-shopping 
centres are springing up in the outskirts. 

Meanwhile Barrington hustles along as 
best it can . It has certain advantages 
that nothing can take away; the chief 
merchant shipping docks and the railway 
station lie at its south end; to the north 
it has the navy yard , the · shipyards and 
Stadacona naval barracks, a small city 
in themselves. Right in the middle are 
Barrington's theatres, restaurants, shops 
and offices. Grand Parade makes the 
centrepiece, with City Hall at one end 
and St. Paul's church just beyond the 
other. Every day at sharp noon the time 
gun on Citadel Hill sounds its thunder­
clap over the Barrington roofs as it has 
for generations, the shops and offices let 
forth a swarm of hungry humans head ing 
for the restaurants, and suddenly you 
rea lize that Barrington and its side streets 
are what make this city tick. 

At night it's another story. Halifax has 
no legitimate theatre. Touring theatri cal 
companies have to put on their shows 
in a high-school auditori um far across 
the Common. Barrington Street has the 
largest and best movie houses, but there 
are no night clubs or cabarets. Ten min­
utes after the last movie shows play God 
Save the Queen the street is as dead as 
Hamlet's father. It wasn't always so. 
Years ago Barrington Street w.as the 
night-time hau nt of Halifax playboys in 
and out of uniform , and a parade for 
ladies of the demi-monde in a variety 
not to be seen anywhere e lse east of 
Montreal. Something 0f the sort sprang 
up again during World War II, but it 
perished quickly afterwards. Old round­
ers agree that the au tomobile really 
killed .Harrington's night life in the 1920s, 

that Barrington and its 

make Halifax tick overn 

when dance-and-dine roadhouses began 
to appear outside the city and the gay 
blades took the ancient advice of Horace 
Greeley and followed the sunset westward. 

When I was a boy in Halifax the old 
main .stem had four different names; in 
fact it was four different streets. They 
happened to connect with each other by 
odd zigs and zags, a common feature 
of Halifax geography, and from south 
to north they were known as Pleasant 
Street, Barrington Street, Lockman Street 
and Campbell Road. After World War I 
the city fathers called the whole mean­
dering thoroughfare Barrington. And 
Barrington wandered on after World War 
II, when the name took in the road 
around Bedford Basin to Fairview. Even 
Haligonians used to their higgledy-piggle­
dy streets find this a bit confusing. Ask 
anyone exactly where Barringtqn begins 
and ends. Ten to one you 'll get a shrug 
or a wrong answer. 

The confusion really began back in 
1749, when Colonel Edward Cornwallis 
brought a rabble of grumbling cockneys 
straight from London to a wild fjord 
known to the local savages as Chebucto 
- "The Big Harbor." The idea was 
to set up a rival British base to the 
French base at Louisburg; ultimately it 
was to be a springboard for the conquest 
of Canada. So Halifax was a fiat city 
that sprang full-panoplied from Britan­
nia's brow. The original town plan was 
sketched on a London drafting board 
when the actual site was sti ll a pine ridge 
and a swamp in the Nova Scotian bush. 

On arrival.Cornwallis had his surveyor 
lay off a small grid of streets and cross­
lanes on the harbor slope of the ridge, 
and set his cockneys to work hacking 

" Let 's make a mad dash for the car!" 

MACLEAN'S MAGAZINE, JUNE 7, 1958 
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N o ah meets "Royal" Manager 

Noah is saying " welcome" to Stan 
Hughes, recently appointed manager 
of our Frobisher Bay Branch. The 
" Royal" was the firs t bank to open a 
branch at Frobisher Bay, in Canada's 
Arctic Islands. 

has a f uture in Fro bisher 

M E ET NOAH ! Present address, Frobisher Bay, 

on the southern tip of Baffin Island. Race, 

Eskimo. Chosen occupation ... a one-man 

welcoming committee to all newcomers to the North. 

So when the "Royal" recently moved from 

Frobisher Townsite to the Airport a few miles 

away, Noah was on hand with a smiling greeting 

for our Manager, Stan Hughes. 

On December 6th, 1957, a senior officer of the 

Royal Bank had flown in to open the first 

branch of any bank at Frobisher. Since that 

time we have been providing daily banking 

service for Noah and the people who are 

building a new Arctic city at this half-way 

mark on the great transpolar air route. 

A bank, of course, is something quite new 

in Noah's young life. But he's becoming 

accustomed to change, and will witness 

many other exciting developments in his 

"home town" . Soon six major airlines are 

expected to be routing air cruisers through 

Frobisher, creating jobs and fresh 

opportunities for Noah and his friends 

in Canada's new North. 

T HE ROYAL BANK O F C ANADA 
Canada's largest bank, 
growing with a growing country 

down the pines that covered the whole 
scene. The middle street along the slope 
was tagged Barrington-nobody knows 
why. The · other streets in the original 
layout were named obviously for mem­
bers of the current British cabinet or 
their relatives and friends, with George , 
Prince and Duke streets taking care of 
the bluer blood . The only Barrington 
evident in home circles at the time was 
William Wildman, Viscount Barrington 
of Ardglass in the Irish peerage. Eventu­
ally he became a Secretary of War, btit 
in 1749 he was a nobody. Some say the 
street was meant to be named after the 
Earl of Harrington, Secretary of State, 
and by a quill-driver's slip a B got into 
the act. Anyhow Barrington the street 
became. Sixteen years later the rude 
forefathers of the hamlet got tired of 
walking in the mud, planked one side­
walk all the way from Grand Parade to 

. the south end, and for the next fifty 
years called this splintery promenade The 
Mall, just to add to the confusion. 

At first Barrington Street was just a 
trail leading to the graveyard outside 
the town stockade. Death was busy in 
those early days, what with typhus and 
smallpox (not to mention Indian raids) , 
and daily funeral parties beat a muddy 
track through the south gate in the pali­
sades, at what. is now the junction of 
Barrington and Spring Garden Road. 
Gradually the track reached past the 
tombstones and went on through the 
shore woods to Point Pleasant. Indians 
still skulked among the trees; but for 
their health the citizens needed a change 
of view and fresh air once a week, and 
each summer for several years there was 
a Sunday afternoon parade of men, wom­
en and children, figged out in their best, 
marching as far as Fresh- Water River 
and back again, under the guard of arm­
ed redcoats and paced by fife and drum. 

Alas the Kissing Bridge 

This so-called river was a brook that 
flowed out of the swamp behind Citadel 
Hill, crossed the Barrington track in the 
woods toward Point Pleasant, and splash­
ed on into the harbor. Ships in the an­
chorage used to send boat parties to 
fill their water casks just below the rus­
tic bridge on "Pleasant Street." Wherever 
you find sailors you soon find girls; so 
it became a meeting place of the young 
and frivolous , known for years as the 
Kissing Bridge. The stream has dis­
appeared since in a sewer under Barring­
ton Street and the site of the Kissing 
Bridge is, alas, a section of railway line. 

In my own youth that end of Barring­
ton was still called Pleasant Street, a 
quiet quarter of the well-to-do, with 
worn and bumpy red-brick sidewalks, 
cobbled gutters, and rows of tall narrow 
houses in the Georgian and early Vic­
torian style. It ran all the way to Point 
Pleasant Park, with fine views of the 
harbor in the part we called Greenbank. 
Here the Halifax Brahmins flourished in 
all their glory, a well-nourished caste, 
cultured in a starchy Victorian fashion , 
proud of their ancestry (many had Brit­
ish army or naval officers hanging like 
rich fruit in their family trees, often 
with titled connections) and rather smug 
about it. All this stolid contentment was 
shattered in 1913, when out of a blue 
sky Ottawa decided to make Halifax a 
national port. That meant large and ex­
tensive modern docks and piers, and the 
chosen site was Greenbank. Much of 
Pleasant Street was demolished to make 
way fo r ra ilway sidings leading to the 
docks, and an army of roughnecks dyna­
mited and steam-shoveled a deep canyon 
through the slate bedrock of the South 
End to bring the rail line in from Fai(-
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view. The Brahmins fled away towards 
the still peaceful waters of Northwest 
Arm. They were never the same again. 
Nor was Pleasant Street; an amputated 
stub, doomed to lose its very name and 
to become the first ha lf-mile of Barring­
ton. The intrusion of the railway yards 
cut off the clubhouse of the Royal Nova 
Scotia Yacht Squadron and left it on the 
tag end of the street, in the edge of the 
Point Pleasant woods. To reach it fro m 
Barrington nowadays you must travel 
three long sides of a square by way of 
the overhead pass at Yonge Avenue. But 
Hali gonians are a stubborn folk. After 
forty years the yachtsmen _still give their 
address as Barrington Street in the phone 
book. 

When you come to Halifax by train 
you roll across the south end of Bar­
rington (where the Kissing Bridge used 
to be) and at once you 're in the rum­
bling cavern of the station. Just outside, 
facing Barrington Street, is the Nova 
Scotian Hotel. If you get a room look­
ing on the harbor you can watch the 
shipping moving in and out, and at night 
the lighthouse on George's Island regards 
you with a benevolent green eye. On the 
Dartmouth side of the harbor, where 
the Imper ial Oil refinery spreads its pipes 
and stacks and tanks over the slope, you 
see, after dark, the yellow flame of the 
waste-gas pipe, tall in the night, flickering 
like a huge torch and lighting up the 
whole anchorage . Seen through a copper 
window screen in the hotel at night the 
flame shines a cruciform like the Star of 
Bethlehem . on a Chri stmas card , and a ir­
men at the Shearwater Naval Air Station 
find it very useful in thick weather when 
the fog hangs low. 

New 

All sorts of people have been enter­
tained at the Nova Scotian, from actual 
royalty (King George VI and his Queen) 
to Legs Diamond, famous king of the 
New York underworld in the wild and 
woozy days of Prohibition, a nd his cur­
rent moll, a Halifax blonde who had 
made her way into the chorus of Zieg­
field 's Follies. During the last war the 
Nova Scotian was the place to dine and 
dance- I wonder how many wartime ro­
mances started there? - and from its 
harborside windows you could watch the 
long convoys moving stoically out or 
thankfully in from the Atlantic , and 
often you could hear the sound of gun­
fire and the woomp of depth charges 
from the harbor mouth. The Nova Sco­
tian has a bi.t of park before it, a little 
island of greensward and shrubs; and 
there in bronze, life size, stand s the 
Honorable Edward Cornwallis, founder 
of the city. This able but hot-tempered 
Englishman stayed just Jong enough to 
see his cockneys housed and settled, and 
today he stands on his pedestal gazing 
out to sea, with his back to the whole 
thing. He was glad to leave Halifax , 
although it was the only enduring thing 
he ever made or did. The rest of his ca­
reer was a disaster. 

Un m istakably . . 

On the other side of Barrington, past 
the bronze governor and his shrubbery, 
stands a large square building of terra­
cotta-colored brick, built by the Navy 
League many years ago. During the late 
war it became headquarters of the com­
bined naval and air staffs guarding the 
seaways out of Halifax. Here ·was (and 
is) the famous Operations Room which 
governed the long battle with the U-boats 
in the Western Atlantic and still plays the 
same role in the cold war of the present 
time.. Officially it is headq uarters of 
Maritime Air Command, which directs 
all RC AF practice in the shape of con­
\UV· escort and anti-submarine warfare, 
c.run i:ni ng with the Navy in these mat­
ters-a full-blast operation in these times. 
The officer commanding here comes un-
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der Sac/ant (Supreme Aiiied Com mander 
Atlantic, at present an America n admiral) 
in the NATO scheme, and the vigilance 
is round-the-clock, no fooling . If trouble 
-fighting trouble-ever starts, Halifax 
will be one of the prime targets. No one 
in this quiet-looking building on Bar­
rington ever forgets it. 

A few hundred yards up Barrington, 
on the other side, you come to quite 
a nother headquarters and a remarkably 
different flag- the Flying Angel of the 
Anglican Missions to Seamen. And you 
meet a remarkable man, the Reverend B. 

J. Williams, a brisk and stocky Welshman 
who has served the Flying Angel in many 
parts of the world-all the way from 
Belgium to Australia . The H a lifax roosr 
of the Angel is one of the old Brahmin 
mansions typica l of this part of Barring­
ton Street, tall and narrow, with steps 
ri sing eight or ten feet to the fron t door, 
with red-brick wa lls, hi gh-ceilinged rooms 
and the invariable bay windows. The 
padre shows you with pride his little 
chapel in the former dining room , com­
plete with altar a nd crucifix and a few 
rows of plywood chairs; and then the 

TIME FOR AN 

games room, the libra ry, and the social 
room with its polished floor for dancing 
-this in what used to be the m ansion's 
stable. Dancing pa rtners for the Mis­
sion's seamen a re no problem; the 
Y.W.C.A. is right next door , and the gi rls 
come well chaperoned. 

"Sailors ," observes the padre, "aren't 
what they used to be. The pay, the food, 
a nd quarters a boa rd ship today compare 
favorably with a nything ashore, a nd the 
life attracts a stead ie r class of men. Of 
course we get exceptions." And presto! · 
in comes an exception with a rolling gait 
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a nd a somewhat foggy eye, dema nding 
money, which he has lef t in the padre's 
charge. The padre goes to the money box, 
unlocks it, passes over the requested sum, 
and takes a receipt. No protest, no ser­
mon, just a sigh and a whimsical, "There 
goes · a nother sixty do.lia rs to the tavern 
keepers." But in general the padre's word 
is true. The mercha nt sailor isn 't what he 
used to be. Thousands of seamen use the 
mi ssion faci lities every year , and in the 
winter season , when the St. Lawrence 
is frozen and Halifax takes the bulk of 
Canada's sea traffic, the place is a lways 
jammed . 

T hen there's a startling wooden ark , 
pa inted a glaring blood red and used as 
an officers' mess by the city mili ti a . In 
my childhood this was the Ladies' Col­
lege, a chaste white building where the 
daughters of the genteel learned every­
thing from water colors to the pianoforte. 
In tha t age even small boys were prac­
tica ll y shackled to a piano for an hour·s 
practice every day, <> nd my own music 
teacher used to hold annual recita ls in the 
aud itor ium of the Ladies' College - a 
horrid experience for me and the rest of 
her half-dozen ma le pupils, if not for her 
thirty-odd smug little girls. I still have a 
reminiscent shiver when I pass the place. 
(I sometimes think it was those pi ano or­
deals that drove me off to sea.) 

T hen you come to Government House, 
the fine old Georgian residence for Nova 
Scotia 's lieu tenant-governors , built in the 
time of Sir John and Lady Frances Went­
worth . She was a minx and a schemer­
a coloni al Becky Sharp. Among other ad­
ventures she had a love affair with Prince 
William (later King William IV), when he 
was a rip-roaring you ng naval captain on 
the North American stat ion. Her antics 
scandalized a ll Halifax; but Fanny par­
layed a sve lte figure into a governor's job 
and a title for her accommodating hus­
band, and eventually for herself a sine­
cure ac ross the sea as lady-in-wa iti ng to 
the Queen. 

One gorgeous spree 

Across the .street is the old town ceme­
tery with its stone lion high on the brown­
stone arch-a monument to Nova Sco­
tians who died in the Crimean War. 
Among the more ancient tombstones in 
thi s patch of green you 'll find a slab on 
pedesta ls covering the grave of G eneral 
Robert Ross, the man who captured and 
burnt Washington (and died in an a ttack 
on Baltimore) in the War of 1812. The 
fleet brought his corpse back to Halifax, 
preserved in a cask of rum, and buried it 
with e laborate honors here. In the riots 
of V-day, 1945, when thirsty tars broke 
into va rious Halifax liquor stores, one 
canny man hid his loot under General 
Ross's tombstone and drew it for th, bottle 
by bottle, as required - a new slant on 
the good old Navy custom of "tapping 
the admiral." 

Barrington Street took a bad beating 
in those riots. Almost every shop window 
from the Dockyard to Government House 
was smashed , and most of the shops were 
!coted. Naval personnel, bored with H a li ­
fax and the war , worked off their cafard 
in one gorgeous spree, aided and a betted 
by merchant seamen of twenty na tiona l­
ities and by a swarm of civilian ma les 
and females of the light-fingered class . 

The city and service police were help­
less a nd for twenty-four hours the city 
was a hoodlum's paradise. Barrington's 
open places-the Grand Parade, the old 
town cemetery, the patch of park before 
the Nova Scotian Hotel-all were the 
scenes of a fantastic broad-daylight de­
bauch like something staged by Cecil B. 
De Mille but with a script by Rabelais. 
At one stage a hilarious tart stood on the 
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steps of St. Paul's, called the attention of 
some sailors to a smart women's-wear 
shop across the street, and cried out, 
"Boys, I want a bathing suit." The boys 
promptly smashed into the shop and 
brought her half a dozen "to try for size." 
She did, too, there on the church steps, 
while the mob cheered. 

Saint Paul's lost none of its ancient 
dignity. The old wooden church (its tim­
bers came from Boston when the town 
was founded more than two hundred 
years ago) has seen many odd things in 
its time; a congregation of savages chant­
ing in the Micmac tongue; regiments of 
stiff blue-coated Hessians, each with his 
pigtail done up in an eelskin, marching 
to hear a German sermon; a succession 
of famous worshippers from James Wolfe 
to Ralph Connor (who raised some old­
fash ioned Angl ican eyebrows by wearing 
the ki lts in the pulpit); and never forget­
ting Prince Edward , Duke of Kent, com­
mander of the garrison for six years dur­
ing the Napoleonic Wars, and his charm­
ing little French-Canadian mistress Julie, 
who called herself Alphonsine Therese 
Bernadine Julie de Montgenet de Saint 
Laurent. When you step inside St. Paul's 
you find a curiously quiet retreat across 
the road from some of the main shops. 
My father used to take me there as a 
boy; and from time to time I look in to 
recapture the old memories, and to 
glance at his name on the bronze memor­
ial to the dead of World War I . 

A few steps away is the Grand Parade, 
where in the days of an imperial garri­
soll" whole regiments of redcoats used to 
assemble with their bands for a cere­
monial changing of the guard. Nowadays 
when the Canadian Black Watch are in 
their Nova Scotia quarters, they send 
their pipes and drums to play every sum­
mer day in the Grand Parade, in fu ll fig 
-plumed black busbies, red coats, kilts, 
sporrans, diced stockings. They draw a 
crowd always, and sometimes you see 
Mayor Leonard Kitz slipping out of his 
office in City Hall to stand and enjoy the 
pibroch at close range. 

In summer '56 when the Black Watch 
were away for a time on divisional ma­
noeuvres, Halifax had its bagpipe music 
just the same. It came from one small 
girl, Deanie Munroe, fourteen years old, 
wearing full H ighland costume with the 
soft blue-white-and-green Nova Scotia 
tartan. Each morning from ten to the 
crack of the Citadel's noon gun, and each 
afternoon from two to four, Deanie walk­
ed slowly up and down the plinth of the 
War Memorial in Grand Parade, p laying 
everything from The Barren Rocks of 
Aden to The Road to the Isles. Not one 
in twenty Haligonians has a drop of H igh­
land blood but all Nova Scotians have a 
built-in passion for the pipes. And Deanie 
was charming in herself. There were 
times when you could hardly hear the 
notes of her chanter for clicking of the 
cameras. 

Years ago someone gave me a tartan 
tie-I think it was the Royal Stewart­
and I was wearing it one day on Barring­
ton Street when I met the late Premier 
Angus L. Macdonald. "So you 're a Scot, 
too!" he said. "You never told me." 

I was honest about it. I said "Mr. Pre­
mier, I'm sailing under false colors. My 
blood is pure Sassenach. My father was a 
Cornishman and my mother came from 
Kent." 

Angus considered this gravely for a 
moment. "Well," he said judiciously, "if 
your father was a Cornishman your blood 
is half Celtic. That's nothing small, my 
friend. It makes you a half-brother to 
any of the Gaels ." And after further con­
sideration he declared grandly, "Tom, 
you have my permission to wear any tar­
tan you like- even the Macdonald!" In 
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my Barrington Street memories I like that 
one best. 

I fi rst knew the street fo rty-odd years 
ago as a small boy, when it was. a dirty 
thoroughfare, paved onl y in the street-car 
tracks, mudd y in spring and fa ll , wi th the 
sea winds blowing clouds of dust along it 
in the summertime. I came to see Bar­
rington's glamour later as a young sea­
man when, with my cap cocked on three 
hairs, I sta lked the sidewa lks with what 
I hoped was a devastating eye on the 
girls. Jn those days the old street to me 
was Piccadilly and Broadway ro lled into 

go for 

one- and I'd seen the others, mind . And 
Barrington really had color in those days . 
Color and noise-the o ld ye llow tram 
cars had square wheels according to 
popular belief- and it seems to me people 
laughed and yelled and had a lot more 
fun than they do nowadays, when electric 
trolley coaches whisper a long on rubber 
tires and everybod y speaks in hushed 
tones as if someone or something im por­
tant were dead . 

Just the same I like Barrington st ill. I 
get a kick out ·of the Runyonesq ue char­
acters ·you meet there. People like T he 

native" 
\\ 

go 

Ad miral, a li as Joe O'Brien, who a lways 
wears a gold-bra ided yachting cap but 
actu a ll y worships horses and spends half 
his time fo llowing the gee-gees about the 
tracks of the Mari time provinces. And 
Blind Du keshire, who sits against a bu ild­
in~ with his tin cup and his three shop­
worn pencils, day after day near the busy 
corner of Sackville. A nd John nie Gree­
na n, the cripp led magazine vendor , who 
considers the baseba ll man's fi nest inven­
tion and makes a pilgr image-and damn 
the cost- to the World Series every year. 
And the little old pixie who bobs up 
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among the gravestones when you step in­
side the old town cemetery-he's there 
to mow the grass of course, but he knows 
who's in every grave and talks about 
them as if they were old fri ends. 

And the ghosts. I miss o ld Wallace 
MacAski II, best of sailors and finest of 
marine photogra phers, a true poet of the 
camera, pottering about his little shop 
up a dark fli ght of stairs - though the 
shop is st ill there and you can still bu y 
his p ictures . I ca n see the ghosts of Len 
Acker and Owen T rider, sportsmen and 
gam blers born , who used to meet dai ly on 
Barrington Street, walk to the corner of 
Buckingham (where the o ld e lectric trams 
used to bou nce and clatter from four 
d irections), and bet a hundred dollars on 
the nu mber of the next car to heave in 
sight, odd or even. Anc; Roy M itche ll , the 
Negro heavyweight, a beautifull y buil t 
fighter and a good one who went b li nd , 
got religion, and used to preach to Bar­
rington's passing throng from the en­
trance to Grand Parade. 

There's never anything du ll about Bar­
rington if you keep you r eyes and ears 
open and take your time. And don't for­
get your nose: T here are interesting smell s 
on Barri ngton : the r ich blast of ma lt 
fro m the tavern doors, whiffs of hot food , 
of pastry, of silks and furs, and the pecu­
liar expensive scent that goes with the 
silver and diamonds in jewelry shops; the 
smell of wet grass after rain in the old 
town buria l ground (God bless General 
Ross and the heroes of Sebastopol). The 
gamy smell of the old seedy characters 
who inhabi t the benches under the elms 
of Grand Parade; the sweeter cachet of 
chocolate fro m Moir's factory just above; 
the dry smell of paper and old varnish 
that dr ifts out of a hundred offices; the 
dim reli gious smell of Saint Paul's, and 
of Saint Mary's just above Barrington on 
Spring Garden Road, where my father 
(a stout Protes tant) loved to come and 
hear the Catholic choir. The masculine 
tang of the tobacco shops and the men's 
wear shops, including the wet-dog reek 
of Hebr idean tweeds which are so popu­
lar in these parts; the old stink of Im­
peroya l when the wind's that way; and 
always and everywhere the smell of sa lt 
and kelp drifting up the side streets from 
the docks- Barrington cou ldn't live with­
out that, nor cou ld Halifax; the city 's 
motto says so. 

But you need a bit of second-sight, a 
touch of the eerie, if you want the full 
smack of the street, for Barrington is 
haunted by the long procession of the 
past. This is where they came; the sweat­
ing cockneys hack ing down the pines and 
finding the skeletons of D 'Anville's men; 
the pigtai led sailors from the ships, the 
drunken Indians and stoic squaws, the 
b lue-clad Hessians and buckskinned rang­
ers, the press gan.gs a rmed with clubs and 
cutlasses, the redcoats who fought at 
Bun ker Hi ll , the wild black Maroons 
from the hi ll s of Jamaica, the tough Blue­
nose privateersmen fresh from battle on 
the Spanish Main, the lads of Ross who 
captured Washington and burned the 
White House in revenge for Toronto in 
the War of 18 12. This is where they still 
walk; the ghosts of Boscawen and Wo lfe 
and Jefferey Amherst, Rogers of the Ran g­
ers, General H owe and his fancy woman 
Mrs. Lori ng, John Moore who died a t 
Coruna, Hardy who kissed a Halifax 
bride in his arms not long after Nelson 
died in those same arms off Trafalgar, 
Chafles Dickens, Joe H owe, D 'Arcy Mc­
Gee, Tom Moore, the Irish poet, Captain 
Marryatt, Leon Trotsky and the rest­
there's no end to 'em - including five 
princes who became kings of E ngland and 
one who became king of France. 

This is the place. Right here. You 
can't escape them-not on Barrington. * 
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