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for me to get a loan.** I didn’t know anyone to do that for 
me. So, he said he would. I used that truck to continue 
working with that company for another couple of years. That 
is how I got started. After that, I worked for myself all my 
life up until the time I retired.  

I got along fairly good. I retired around 1984-85. I 
brought up three girls and a boy and they are all doing good 
for themselves. They all got a good education. My wife and I 
were married 65 years.  
 

THE END 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
*Father George J. MacLean was born at Purl Brook, in St. Joseph’s Parish, 
Antigonish County. On October 12, 1930, Fr. MacLean became the sixth resident 
pastor at Johnstown and built the Johnstown Parish Hall during the time that 
Etienne was sent there to work. Part of it was eventually converted into a school. On 
January 11, 1949, by appointment of Archbishop Morrison, Father MacLean left 
Johnstown and took charge of the parish of Bridgeport. He was pastor of Johnstown 
for eighteen years and three months (Sacred Heart Parish History, 2018). 
 
**During this time the Antigonish Movement had mobilized educational movements 
of everyday people in rural Nova Scotia, toward economic and social empowerment. 
As a result, Credit Unions were created in rural Nova Scotia communities, including 
Isle Madame, making it much easier for communities in poverty to take control of 
their own finances (Masters of Their Own Destiny - The Coady Story in Canada 
and Across the World, 2018). 
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I never went to school. I never had a chance. The 
little bit of education I got was from my dad – the basic 
reading, writing and arithmetic – while I was working with 
him in the woods. At night he would give me homework to 
do and I had to do it.  

During the day I was cutting up wood for Mercy 
Paper. That is what we had to do because we were not 
getting enough to eat. You had to try and catch whatever you 
could to get a meal out of it. So, instead of going to school I 
was working in the woods.  

I was called to the army during wartime. But, instead I 
went to work for a priest who was running a farm.* He also 
had a parish here in Richmond County, in Johnstown. I 
worked there the best part of five years. I had a good bed to 
sleep in and the parish was feeding me. I got a dollar a day. 
We were very poor. I remember what it felt like to be 
hungry, but, I kind of forgot that when I worked for the 
priest. The money I made went back to my mother and I was 
glad. They were the hungry thirties.  

Times got better and there was more you could do for 
work as I got older. But, when you don’t have education 
everything is tough for you. I was a bit lucky. I took chances 
and I had a bit of a company for myself. That was how I 
made my living - doing construction.  

I first worked for a construction company when I was 
about 21 years old. I was a labourer. But, then came winter 
and there was no work in winter months. We had to hunt 
around for a job somewhere else. The man who was my 
supervisor told me to go out and buy a truck. I said I 
couldn’t buy anything for myself, that I had nothing. He 
asked me why I didn’t go to the bank? No one even knew 
what a bank was. He told me to get someone to sign a note  
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