






Dear Mrs. Horne: 

44 Park Street, 
Liverpool. N.S. , Canada . 

June 15th, 191i5, 

Hy fonn er American publishe r.a, 11tUe , Brow & Co., Bos ton, 
have forwarded y our s econd letter with the first enclosed. By a silly mi s -
t ake on t he book jacket, my pr esent New York publishers led m·aey r eaders or 
"The Governor's Lady 11 to believe that I lived in Halifax. I did as a boy, 
but f or fflaJ"l¥ y eaj rs I have ma.de my home her e . a hundred mi les down the coast. 
My !ather was a professional English soldier and he took his f amily t o Halifax 
i n 191 3 when. he was ofi"e r ed a post 1n t he Canadi an army. He became colone l 
of t he Winnipeg Rifles during the First World War, and wa s killed in action 
a t Ami ens in 1918. I e;rew up 1n Halifax, went t o sea a t fifteen , and af t er 
s ome y ears returned there to make my l•ving a shore. That brou~ t me t o Liver-
pool. As a boy I camped on McNab 1a Isl and and spent much t ime on the N. W. 
Ann 1n skiffs and canoes , picnicking at The Dingl e , Melville Cove , etc. 
I have never visited Belmont, but I knew Winwick in later years when it was 
the hospi table home of our l a te Premier Angus Macdonald. (Hi s widow still 
lives ther e . ) As a s tudent of Halifax hi s tory I know the l ong and di stin-
guished s tory of t he Johnstons, Almon s and Ritchies, although I had no 
occas i on to wri te about them . ( l did mention the firs t Dr. Almon in my 
histoey of the city , "Halifax, Warden of the North 11 , published in New York 
and Toronto by Doubleday & Co. ) 

At pr es ent I am writing a novel about Halifax during the 
l atter y ears of the Napoleonic Wa rs• , when naval des e r ter s and mut inee r s wer e 
hanged in gi bbets at HcNab 1s I sland , and French prisoners were confined on 
.Melville Isl.&nd 1n the Arm. The story has l'IU Ch t o d o wi th t he ol d McNabs 
and with the French prisoners, many ot whom mingl ed with the townspeopl e 
on parole , e arning money 1n all s or ts or W4¥S from dancing l e ssons to the 
sale of ship models made fro;n beef bones and rigged with their own hair. 
The r e search f or all this has been most interesting. Among other things I 
f ound in the Public Archive s an exact plan of the prison on Melville Isl.And. , 
made at the t ime by a Br1 tish army engineer, and showing even the s ent ry 
boxes ! You will r ecall the old red wooden prison, which was torn down 1n 
the late 1920's or early JQ 's, leaving only the officers • quarters on t he 
knoll a t the east end , and the stone cell-block built by the British garrison 
j ust bef ore they l eft Halifax 1n 1905, The island i s now owned by a' y acht 
club, and the termer of f icers I quarters became the clubhouse . 

Ha.ll!ax in my boyhood was pretty much t he same as it had 
been for the past fi!t,y- years, and everybody had s torie s or t he past and 
coul.d point out wher e this or that happened. I was tascina t ed , and the f as-
cination has continued all my life . Change began during and ai'ter t he First 
Wor ld War, of course ; and since the end or the Second 1n 194.5 Halif'a.x has 
s pr awl ed l ike every othe r modern city, t earing down old 00.U dings and putting 
up tall angul a r things of metal and gl ass. 'Ihe Am. has not changed much, 
a lthough the city ' s built-up area has spread around t o the Tower Pa rle . 
!{cNab •s I sl and bas changed l east 0£ all, except tha t all the £orts are now 
dismanUed. and the former camp growld is overgrown with trees. Now there 
i s a s cheme to build a brid ge or caus ewq across the Eas t ern Pas s age and 
creat e a subur ban hous ing devel opnent ther e . (I hope i t f ails !) 

Mrs. G. R. Horne , 
22 Reser voir Road , 
Queenstown, Cape Pr ovince, 
Republ ic of South Africao 

Sincer ely, 

(Ai r mail) 
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