Chapter Four

I sl a n d of Brok e n Dr e a m s

The feeling of many people in St. Andrews seems to be that it is a pity the Island has again fallen into
American hands. Some people expressed disappointment that Government did not acquire the Island
and establish a provincial park. They feel that the character of the Island may well be destroyed. However,
Norman Langdon appears deeply interested in developing the Island slowly and carefully. Langdon believes
that man destroys that which he loves and feels the beauty of the Island must be retained at all costs.—St.
Croix Courier, 1972
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n 1958 the Historic Sites and Monuments Board of Canada considered and rejected Covenhoven as an historic site, and the Royal
Trust Company, on behalf of Beverley Ann, put the Island up for
sale. It soon had a taker. In late 1958 or early 1959 Harold Hossler and
his two brothers, Marion and Arthur, owners of Hossler Brothers Inc.,
a general contracting firm in Tiffin, Ohio, were in New Brunswick looking at property on Campobello Island. With a bit of money in their
pockets and a desire to purchase some rustic summer real estate, they
had come up to Canada to inspect the Roosevelt estate, then for sale.
They weren’t impressed and on their way back stopped overnight in
New York where they chanced upon a copy of the Financial Post featuring Minister’s Island. What they saw seemed too good to be true: a 500acre island cutting 200 tons of hay and raising enough oats to feed 100
head of cattle; a great cattle barn, stone bath tower and colonial manager’s house, gardener’s cottage, manicured grounds and, topping it all,
a 26-room mansion completely furnished with paintings, antiques and
oriental carpets in the most extravagant late Edwardian manner. “Ideal
for Summer Colony, Club, Executives’ Vacation Resort, or Religious
Institution,” ran the ad. Asking price—a mere $80,000.
Immediately interested, the Hosslers gave a tentative yes by telephone and returned home burning with excitement over this unusual
find. When they finally got to inspect the Island in person, they were not
disappointed. Jane Hossler, daughter of Harold Hossler, though only 12
at the time, still remembers what for a girl from a town of 500 seemed
lavishness on a grand scale: a Steinway piano, dining room table to seat
40 guests, Spode china, Wedgewood and Delft accessories, 17 bedrooms
with brass beds and monogrammed linens. Elegance, she remembered,
was an understatement. This was the first time, the cook remarked, that
a lady clad in slacks had ever dined at Covenhoven.
The Island also came with a small staff, much reduced from Addie’s
day. The Manager, remembered Jane Hossler, was a kind-hearted bachelor by the name of Pat Pethick, Billy’s old friend. Pat had many stories to tell about Billy’s antics, some of which seemed to pass into the
realm of myth. The gardener was Bill Clarke, a spry and spunky fellow
with a bit of the blarney in him. You could never tell if he was serious
or pulling your leg—unless you stepped on the 90 degree edge of one of
his flower beds. Bill was helped out by his son Henry, “a ruggedly goodlooking fellow that all the girls had a crush on soon after meeting him.”
The Hosslers liked the small town charm of St. Andrews, where if you
were staying out later than 9 o’clock at the Shiretown Hotel, you would
be given a key to the front door.
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I sl an d o f B ro k e n D re ams
Behind the scenes, last-ditch efforts were being made to prevent the
Island from falling into American hands. Reverend Charles Mersereau
recalled later that when he heard the Royal Trust had found a potential
buyer, he telephoned Beverley Ann in Montreal to ask if she could postpone the sale for a few days. Mersereau then phoned New Brunswick
Premier Hugh John Flemming, explaining the urgency of the situation.
Flemming convened a meeting of his cabinet
and the Treasury Board the next day but, to
Mersereau’s shock, absolutely nobody in government, not even the member for Charlotte,
expressed an interest in saving Minister’s Island,
concluding that it was not appropriate for government to support a private venture. And so on
May 1, 1960, Addie Van Horne’s San Zenon
Company, now controlled by Beverley Ann,
deeded to the newly formed Van Horne
Island Club all of Minister’s Island. It then
supplied the Company with a mortgage of
$37,000. An American flag had been raised over
Covenhoven.
The Van Horne Island Club, Limited, was
controlled by six stockholders: Harold Hossler
and his two brothers; Chauncey Huber, engaged
in the general trucking business in Tiffin; and
Lester Rausch and Donald Vorce, both involved
in the general insurance and surety business in
Columbus, Ohio. Mr. Rausch was the President, but
Harold Hossler is remembered as being the moving
spirit behind it.
The stated purpose of the Company, Mr.
Rausch later wrote to a St. Andrews businessman
as a part of a loan application, was “to maintain the
Island as a semi-private club utilizing its facilities for
shareholders and their friends and acquaintances.” Ideally, this would
include members from the local area as well, with the goal of having 15
to 20 equal owners of the Club. The farm at that time was possessed
of 12 Jersey cattle. Farming operations would be continued, wrote Mr.
Rausch, with the goal of building up the herd to 50 or 60. The owners
had invested approximately $150,000 of their own money and intended
to modernize the main house, barn and other buildings. They had taken
out about $200,000 insurance on the Island as well.
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Jury Find Mrs. Weary Not Guilty
On May 15, 1960, a week after she finalized the sale
of Minister’s Island to the Van Horne Island Club,
Beverley Ann Weary (née Van Horne) shot and
killed a house guest at her Ste. Adele, Quebec home.
She went to trial on a charge of manslaughter, and
was acquitted on all counts.
Mrs. Weary was at that time estranged from
Martin Weary, her second husband of approximately
two years, and being stalked, harassed and threatened
by him. The steering and brakes of her car and
the cars of houseguests were being tampered
with. At one point Mr. Weary assaulted her maid
and her friend Mr. Marvin Aitken, a Ste. Adele
photographer, and vowed to the police to break
all of the bones in Mrs. Weary’s body. It was these
mitigating circumstances which helped acquit the
accused, as she seemed to have feared Mr. Weary’s
appearance at a drinking party to which she had
invited half a dozen guests. The victim was Clifford
Bridger, an RCAF radar man at the local military
base, who had been invited to her home along with
several others but who was otherwise unknown to
her. According to the testimony of Mrs. Weary and
Mr. Aitken, Mrs. Weary thought she heard a noise
outside her veranda, on which Bridger and Aitken
were either having a conversation or an argument.
Entering the veranda with a cocked and loaded .22
caliber rifle, provided to her a few days before by Mr.
Aitken, she tripped and shot Mr. Bridger through the
heart. An hysterical Mrs. Weary spent a few nights
in jail, during which she wrote a dramatic account
of her ordeal with Mr. Weary, and then a week in
hospital under heavy sedation. It was yet another sad
episode in the life of the poor little rich girl. The trial
received extensive coverage in the local press, but
curiously only once or twice was Mrs. Weary referred
to as the heiress of the Van Horne fortune. •

August 31, 1962
Miss Jane Ashley
c/o The Van Horne Island Club
P. O. Box 50
St. Andrews, N.B.
Dear Ms. Ashley,
I was very interested in seeing the rug which
was brought up here. I had taken a colour
slide of this rug when I visited the Island two
years ago so of course I recognized it instantly.
In the note given to Mrs. Braam when
she called for it we hastily put down Haida.
I would like to break down the tribe a little
further so here is the history.
The rug is actually made by a branch called
the TLINGIT tribe, British Columbia. It is
called a “Chilkat Blanket” and woven of wool
from the mountain goat. These blankets were
the most valued of ceremonial robes and were
worn by both sexes at ceremonies, and, on
the death of a chief or an important owner
were placed on the grave and allowed to
disintegrate as a mark of esteem.
Because the blankets were woven on a
pattern board there were many duplicates.
This design represents a whale diving.
On our visit to the Island we found several
smaller items which interested this Museum.
If at any time some things are being sold,
would you please ask the Club members to
notify us.
Sincerely,
Huia Ryder (Mrs. K. W.)
Acting Art Director
n ew bru nswick m useum
•
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