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44 Park Street,
Liverpool,N.S.,Canada.
y June 15th, 1965.

Dear lrs. Horne:

Hy former American publisherx, Little,Brown & Co., Boston,
have forwarded your second letter with the first enclosed. By a silly mis-
take on the book jacket, my present New York publishers led many readers of
"The Governor's Lady" to believe that I lived in Halifax. I did as a boy,
but for many yea}rs I have made my home here, a hundred miles down the coast.
My father was a professional English soldier and he took his family to Halifax
in 1913 when he was offered a post in the Canadian army. He became colonel
of the Winnipeg Rifles during the First World War, and was killed in action
at Amiens in 1918. I grew up in Halifax, went to sea at fifteen, and after
some years returned there to make my laving ashore. That brought me to Liver-
poole As a boy I camped on McNab's Island and spent much time on the N.W.
Arm in skiffs and canoes, picnicking at The Dingle, Melville Cove, ete.

I have never visited Belmont, but I knew Winwick in later years when it was
the hospitable home of our late Premier Angus Macdonald. (His widow still
lives there.) As a student of Halifax history I know the long and distin-
guished story of the Johnstons, Almons and Ritchies, although I had no
occasion to write about them. (I did mention the first Dr. Almon in my
history of the city, "Halifax, Warden of the North", published in New York
and Toronto by Doubleday & Co.)

At present I am writing a novel about Halifax during the
latter years of the Napoleonic Wars, when naval deserters and mutineers were
hanged in gibbets at McNab's Island, and French prisoners were confined on
Melville Island in the Arm. The story has much to do with the old McNabs
and with the French prisoners, many of whom mingled with the townspeople
on parole, earning money in all sorts of ways from dancing lessons to the
sale of ship models made from beef bones and rigged with their own hair.

The research for all this has been most interesting. Among other things I
found in the Public Archives an exact plan of the prison on Melville Island,
made at the time by a British army engineer, and showing even the sentry
boxes! You will recall the old red wooden prison, which was torn down in
the late 1920's or early 30's, leaving only the officers' quarters on the
knoll at the east end, and the stone cell-block built by the British garrison
Just before they left Halifax in 1905. The island is now owned by a yacht
club, and the former officers® quarters became the clubhouss.

Helifax in my boyhood was pretity much the same as it had
been for the past fifty years, and everybody had stories of the past and
could point out where this or that happened. I was fascinated, and the fas-
cination has continued all my life. Change began during and after the First
World War, of course; and since the end of the Second in 1945 Halifax has
sprawled like every other modern eity, tearing down old buildings and putting
up tall angular things of metal and glass. The Arm has not changed much,
although the eity's built-up area has spread around to the Tower Park.
MeNab's Island has changed least of all, except that all the forts are now
dismantled and the former camp ground is overgrown with trees. Now there
is a scheme to build a bridge or causeway across the Lastern Passage and
ereate a suburban housing development there. (I hope it fails!)

Sincerely,

Mrs. G.R.Horne,

22 Reservoir Road,
Queenstown,Cape Province,
Republic of South Africa.

(Air mail)
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