
It is close to a century since George and 
Esta MacAulay married in the fall of 1929. 
 
It was a Wednesday, the usual day for a 
wedding in the country when life revolved 
around the milking schedule. The cermony 
typically happened at 8 a.m. in the side 
chapel of the church, with a breakfast at 
the bride's family home afterwards, a day 
of socializing to some fiddle tunes, 
possibly something to eat at the groom's 
family home, and then back to the barn, 
likely in a pretty tipsy state.
 
When I started attending family weddings 
in the late 60s and early 70s, the program 
had altered.  With more people in 9 - 5 
jobs, weddings happened on Saturdays.  
The ceremony generally started at 11:00 
a.m. and would be followed by a cold plate 
lunch and an afternoon of dancing and 
drinking at a hall or a gym, with various 
after-parties always a possibility. 
 
None of this could happen during Lent. 

WEDDINGS & 
WAKES

Four years ago, Richard opened up the family trunk, and we began 

the process of purposely maintaining our connection to a shared 

place - the small family farm in St. Catherine's - and to each other. 

Everyone's contributions at that time helped me obtain an M.A. 

degree, and I thank you so much for your help. 

 

I didn't want the project to stop there, though. I was anticipating a 

larger family gathering in the summer of 2020 where things could 

really take off. We all know how 2020 went! The pandemic did 

allow some family members to take the time to contribute 

recollections and photos to our shared website. Ernie and Richard 

outdid themselves with descriptions of farming and household 

implements. Jean shared cherished photos of the potato harvest 

that evoked the smell of the earth and the satisfaction of getting 

the crop out of the ground. 

 

A project like this requires encouragement to keep rolling. 

Unfortunately, I have been dealing with a chronic health condition 

for many years now, but things really went downhill as I worked to 

finish my degree. I limped through a final year of working in the 

north and retired in 2021. I have been resting since then, and while 

I am still not much better physically, I have recovered the ability to 

think and put words to paper, so I hope to check in with you 

regularly and extend invites for you to participate. 
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Weddings (continued)

Lorraine told me a great story about a wedding that took place when Esta was a girl. 
 
There was a lady in the community who evoked some fear because it was believed that she had the powers of a 
witch. A generation before, she had been keeping company with Aeneas MacAulay, who was apparently a bit of a lady 
killer. He turned his attentions to a girl from the Glen, Susan Mooney, and the two of them married in 1901. Just 
before their wedding, the disappointed woman put what was called a ''scris'' on the couple. She cursed them and 
prophesized that he would find Susan dead in their bed. The fact that Susan did die at home ten years later with a 
post- partum infection likely cemented the woman's fearsome reputation.
 
At some point, this woman must have resolved her heartbreak. She married and raised her own family in LIttle 
Harbour. Her oldest daughter was all set to marry, but it sounds like she didn't have much of a social circle. Shortly 
before the wedding, her mother arrived at her neighbour's household looking for a bridesmaid among the many Power 
grils. Those closest in age flatly refused to have any involvement. Flora took them to the pantry (her usual 
headquarters) and said, look, somebody has to be a bridesmaid or we"ll all be cursed! 
 
The fourth daughter, Esta became the designated bridesmaid. On the wedding day, she and her father, Bill, headed out 
after milking. It sounds like things went fine until the breakfast was over and the fiddling and dancing started. No sign 
of the bride, though, so the new husband decided that the bridesmaid would do just as well. With her father outside 
the rest of the older men, poor Esta spent the day dancing with the groom, very much regretting her role as family 
saviour. 
 
And where was the new bride? That is the kicker. She was upstatairs, sick ... because she was pregnant.

The word ''scris'' has origins in old Irish and 
in Scots Gaelic. To place a scris on 
someone generally meant calling for their 
destruction, ruin, or annihilation. Heavy 
stuff. 



Wakes
My favourite wake-related story comes from David Weale's book, A Long Way 
from the Road. 
 
I don't have the book on hand, but this is the gist of the story:
 
An unfortunate man was at death's door. He was spending his last days in the 
spare room, which was usually on the first floor, not far from the kitchen.
 
He could smell some terrific baking, and he called out and asked if he could 
have some.  
 
''No!,'' said the lady of the house, ''It's for the wake.''

I know everyone has a vast store of wake memories. I remember when a group gathered in Prince George, and the 

conversation topic become, ''When was your first wake?'' Obviously, a watershed moment in everyone's childhood! 

You probably have lots of wedding memories too. 

 

You can share anything you wish on the family website:  https://www.phttps://www.peishanachie.com/have-a-

visit/community/weddings-and-wakes.  (Just cut and paste the url into your browser.) If you don't want to tangle with 

the technology, that's okay. You can e-mail me your recollection, and I will post it. Feel free to share on any other topic.

REMEMBERED

Mary Velma Ward 
(MacAulay)
1933 - 2019

Louise 
Antoinette Cook 
(Power)
1925 - 2002



October is Mi'kmaq History Month.  This year's poster honours Mi’kmaw beadwork and the art of beading. 
Perfected through process and vision, Mi’kmaw beadwork represents life and creation. 


