Chapter Four

The St. Andrews Beacon
n April 1889 St. Andrews had a new newspaper. It was called the
St. Andrews Beacon and its editor was a former reporter with the
Saint John Globe by the name of Robert E. Armstrong. Armstrong
wrote later that he had been invited to St. Andrews by the newly
formed St. Andrews Land Company to promote both the railway
and tourism in St. Andrews, two projects that were at the center of the
Land Company’s interests. Armstrong purchased the plant of the Bay Pilot,
set up shop in the basement of the Land Company’s office at Water and
Princess Royal streets, and until his departure in 1914 turned out the most
interesting and varied broadsheet in the town’s history.
Armstrong was the grittiest of Grits, and for years engaged in what can
only be described as a verbal gun-battle with the Conservative editor of the
St. Croix Courier. He ran unsuccessfully for the House of Commons on several occasions; he was also Alderman, Mayor, Charlotte County Councillor, head of the local literary and historical societies, and the Chair of seemingly just about every committee to be set up in town. Armstrong laboured
tirelessly on behalf of the development of St. Andrews as a shipping and
railway terminus, and was not uncritical of the CPR in this connection.
As editor, his sampling of world and Canadian news was eclectic and
often humorous. As far as local news went, he besprinkled his paper with
an intelligent, gossipy interest in the happenings of the street, and infused
these accounts everywhere with wit, good-natured sarcasm, and highly literary and entertaining sketches of local characters. He had truly a “nose for
news” and a pen in direct communication with it.
Armstrong left the Beacon in April, 1914, having taken a position on
the Saint John Board of Trade so as to more effectively promote the port
development of St. Andrews, and died in February, 1931, aged 74.
His successor was a former engineer named Wallace Broad. Under
Mr. Broad’s hand the Beacon was transformed into something of a literary
magazine, almost. There were the usual samplings of general news, and a
section on local events, but a heavy preponderance of literary and historical
essays now appear in its pages, and except for some sarcastic “broadsides”
directed at the CPR in its handling of the electricity and water crises, gone
is the bright and lively humour of Armstrong’s Beacon. The war years and
economic depression contributed somewhat to this darker tone, no doubt,
but Mr. Broad had not the mercurial disposition or literary panache of
Armstrong.
The Beacon ceased publication in 1919. It was the last St. Andrews
newspaper. •
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The Algonquin Hotel, 1889

Sir John MacDonald
The Conservative Chieftain and His Lady Visit St. Andrews
St. Andrews has been all agog the past week over Sir John
and Lady MacDonald, who arrived here by special train
from Rivière du Loup, on Friday last. It had been known
for several days previous that the Conservative chieftain
was coming, but out of respect to his wishes, his advent
was kept as quiet as possible, lest a horde of office and favor seekers should swoop down upon him and disturb the
serenity of his repose. Sir John was met at Edmunston by
Mr. Cram, General Manager of the New Brunswick Railroad, who accompanied him to St. Andrews. On the arrival of the party here they were at once driven to the Algonquin, where Mr. Jones had rooms in readiness for them.
As Sir John entered the corridor of the hotel, the orchestra
played an overture—“The Red, White and Blue”—in his
honor. He spent a very quiet evening in the company of Sir
Leonard Tilley and Lady Tilley, whose guest he was.
On Saturday morning, Sir John and Lady MacDonald loitered about the hotel piazza, enjoying the beautiful scenery, and drinking in the pure, health-giving air
for which St. Andrews is so famous. It was generally remarked that both the Premier and his partner appeared
to be in the best of health. In the afternoon Sir John had a
drive with Sir Leonard, and in the evening he was present

at the Algonquin hop. The hotel was brilliantly illuminated with Chinese lanterns in his honor, and a number of
fireworks were sent off, all of which he no doubt appreciated. Sunday, he went to church like all good Christians
should, whether at home or abroad, and on Monday morning he was in excellent trim for a trip to Campobello in
the fishery cruiser “Dream.” He was accompanied on this
trip by Sir Leonard and Lady Tilley, and Sir Somers Vine,
of London. The party lunched a the Tyn-y-coed, and got
back to town at a respectable hour. Sir John retired early
on Monday night, so as to prepare himself for the return
journey to Rivière du Loup, which he took on the morrow. The Premier and his party started off in the morning
in a special train, a few minutes ahead of the regular express. Conductor Fred. McLellan, one of the trustiest and
best-looking of the New Brunswick Railroad conductors,
was in charge of Sir John’s train, and deposited the Premier safely at Edmunston. Harry Saunders drove the
locomotive through. Sir Leonard Tilley and family went
with Sir John. They propose to stop at Rivière du Loup
for a brief spell, and then go down to Dalhousie.—Beacon,
August 22, 1889
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The visit of Sir John A. MacDonald
capped off an exciting year for St.
Andrews, which saw the arrival
and explosive development of the
St. Andrews Land Company. The
Company proposed to turn St.
Andrews into a first-class watering
place for vacationers from New
England and the Canadas. To a large
extent the Company’s vision has
been the history of the town ever
since.
Above
Mallory’s Livery Stable
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Travellers Trials
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The St. Andrews hack driver will have to alter his methods if he does not
wish to injure his reputation and that of the town from which he draws
his livelihood. More than one person has complained to us of the annoyances they have been subjected to on landing here, particularly if they
come by steamer, and it is about time that change for the better was made.
Scarcely does the visitor set his foot upon the wharf than the hack driver
and their aides, regarding him as common prey, pounce upon him and a
scramble usually takes place as to which shall get him. One seizes his valise, and another grasps his hatbox, if he is so unfortunate as to have one;
a third grabs him by the elbow, and almost pushes him towards his coach,
so that by the time the unfortunate visitor is captured, and has gathered
his belongings together, he is so dazed that he scarcely knows what he is
about. We are sorry to say that very little more, if indeed as much, respect
is shown to lady passengers. This state of things should not be. In no wellregulated community are such things permitted, and they should not be
permitted here. The hack drivers themselves should be able to see that
the effect of such conduct is to disgust a stranger with this place and give
him a bad impression at the start. And surely they do not want that to
happen.—Beacon, August 7, 1890
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A Peep Within the Walls of St. Andrews Jail
How Some Prisoners Have Escaped. The Story of Hugh Waddell’s Escape
and Recapture Told once More.
The Recent Escapes from the County Jail, Followed by the Removal of Mr. Mark
Hall, for Nineteen Years Jailer Thereto, Have Directed Public Attention to This Venerable Institution.
St. Andrews Jail was not the creation of yesterday, as a glance at its antiquated
walls will readily show. It was constructed as far back as 1832, and doubtless at
that time it was considered to be a model prison in every respect. In these advanced days, however, it is very far from being what it ought to be, and there is
little doubt that to this cause, as much as to the alleged carelessness of the jailer,
is due the numerous escapes that have taken place from time to time. The immense blocks of granite out of which the venerable pile is built were brought all
the way from Deer Island, Maine, in sailing vessels, there being no quarries in
this neighbourhood in operation at the time. The building itself is quadrangular in shape, two stories in height, with a low-pitched roof running down from
the four sides. A little over one-third of the building was designed for the use of
the jailer; the rest was for prison purposes. On the ground floor are the criminal cells, and from the glimpse we got of them in company with Sheriff Stuart,
on Friday last, we would blame no prisoner for tying to escape from them.
They are both small and dark and ill-ventilated, and before they were provided
with a water closet, must have been noisome dungeons indeed. There are five
cells on each side of the corridor. The cell doors are of iron, and the entrance
is so small that a man with a corporation on him of any size would have some
difficulty in getting through. Each cell is 6 x 8 feet in size, and is surrounded
by solid stone walls, two feet thick. There is an aperture in the outside wall of
each cell to admit air and light. These apertures are about four inches wide by
twelve inches high. In olden times, a large wooden plug was used to close them
up, but of late years the wooden plug has been discarded and a sliding window
covers the space. An oldfashioned draw-bar fastens each cell door.
The corridor is, perhaps, five feet wide. It is entered by two doors. The first
door is of solid wood very securely fastened. The second is composed of broad
iron bars held in transverse sections. It is fastened on the outside by means of
a modern prison padlock of ponderous size. There is no fastening whatever
on the inside, so that when the jailer has occasion to go in, he must have some
person to stand guard at the door until he comes out. Usually his wife or his
daughter has performed this service but it is a dangerous job to ask any woman
to perform where there are desperate characters imprisoned. There is a low
window at one end of the corridor, which admits light. This window was protected by thick iron bars, which were considered escape proof, but not many
years ago, the prisoners sawed them through and made their escape. Since
then, an additional grating of the strongest iron has been placed outside of this
first grating (the latter having been repaired), and he would be a bold ingenious
fellow who could saw his way through this window now without detection.
Cutting for Freedom
Even with the old-fashioned grating it was no easy task to cut through to
liberty. The prisoners who did this job must have been at their work for some
time. They unravelled the yarn from their socks before beginning their task
each day, and fastened it tightly around the bar above and below where the cut
was being made. This helped to deaden the sound. For fear any noise from the
sawing should reach the jailer’s ears, the rest of the prisoners tramped up and
down the corridor, whistling and singing, and making as much noise as they
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