
The Bay Pilot

n 1876 a lively little paper called the Bay Pilot, published by John G. 
Lorimer out of Grand Manan, first saw the light of day. Though de-
voted to “Bay” news, it contained considerable St. andrews materi-
al; might even be said to be mainly Shiretown-centered. In 1879 the 
plant was bought out by St. andrews businessmen, including John 

S. Magee, John Wren, Robert Robinson, W. D. Hartt and Robert Glenn, 
the office moved to King Street, St. andrews, and the paper renamed the St. 
Andrews Bay Pilot. Mr. armstrong of the Beacon later gave high praise to the 
editorial abilities of both Lorimer and Magee, and certainly the Pilot was a 
bright and newsy little weekly. Lorimer’s version was especially interesting 
for its opening series titled “Jottings on the Street,” in which the editor tra-
verses Water Street from the blockhouse at one end to the train station at 
the other, and in each edition describes some notable building, business or 
person connected with the present or past. Magee’s Pilot was, if anything, 
even better than Lorimer’s. It contained considerable wit and humour, and 
a number of lively sketches of local events. 
 Signal events in the short life of the Pilot included the long-delayed 
completion of the Short Line from Montreal to Mcadam, a rail conduit 
which was to prove essential to the development of St. andrews as a tour-
ist destination in the next few decades; the arrival of the St. andrews Land 
Company, and the Company’s construction of the algonquin Hotel in 
1888-1889. 
 The Pilot ceased publication in 1889, the year in which the algonquin 
Hotel was opened and St. andrews was launched on its career as a watering 
place of the first order. •

Chapter Three



A Three-masted Schooner at the Lighthouse Wharf
In the foreground can be seen the remains of the railroad extension, constructed in 1857, which connected the railroad at 
the lighthouse wharf with the main wharf. It was used largely for shunting coal and was no longer in use by the time of this 

photograph, circa 1888.
Charlotte County Archives 

P69.328

The Bay Pilot 55



James Rait
StanDInG at tHe upper end of the town, and just where Harriet Street 
coyly touches Water Street, we look away down Water Street, taking into 
view as best we can its length and its breadth. One mile long it is said to be, 
by actual measurement. The statement is accepted.
 Here, at our starting point, a look in the opposite direction sees a di-
lapidated building—grim and warlike-looking, even in its antiquity. It 
bears the name of “Block House.” “It cants its head towards”—well, the 
east. Whatever service it may have rendered in the past—it promises none 
in the present or the future. now, on each side of the street, here at the 
Harriet Junction, are private residences. Those on the water side are not 
so cozy-looking as their opposites—neither have they fine garden plots as 
have the others. a few rods bring us to a vacant water lot—and here, some 
40 years ago, James Rait, esq., carried on a great trade as Merchant and 
Shipbuilder. The buildings were capacious, and in keeping with his very 
extensive business. Those were the times when grumbling over “hard times” 
was at a discount. The wail of “no work” was drowned by the busy hum of 
business on the shore, and the cheery “yo-heave-ho,” of the gallant tars in 
the harbor. Farmers, too, rattling along the streets with their rural products, 
found ready prices.
 The wharves presented a lively scene, and prosperity smiled upon St. 
andrews.
 a sigh of regret escaped many a lip when the active businessman, 
James Rait, left St. andrews for Jamaica. His enterprise was not confined 
to the town of St. andrews, only; it was felt in the Parish of Pennfield; 
and “Rait’s Mills” at Beaver Harbor will always be a household word. nor 
there alone—out in the Bay on Grand Manan, his enterprise extended it-
self, as did also that of John Wilson, esq., of Chamcook; (of whom we will 
have something to say hereafter) and many an old “saw log” can yet be seen 
imbedded in the Island soil, that escaped the teeth of the mill saw. Those 
whose memories can carry them back 40 years or more, may remember 
Mr. Rait as being in personal appearance of splendid physique—tall and 
portly—pleasing expression of features, and engaging in his manners, the 
true type of a gentleman-merchant; he was calculated to win esteem, and 
he did. He died on the island of Jamaica in the year 1842, where his remains 
are interred.
 One can hardly pass along from this vacant lot, the former site of “Rait’s 
Store,” without a brief delay, as the feeling spontaneously wells up to moral-
ize on the brevity of life—its shifting scenes—its vicissitudes—its joys, its 
sorrows, it entrees and its exits!—Pilot, May 30, 1878
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The “Tamanda,” Captain Richard Keay, St. Andrews, Master
Charlotte County Archives 
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Mr. Christopher Scott
aLL aLOnG tHIS part of the water side of the street, over 50 years ago, an 
old Scotchman, Mr. Christopher Scott, could walk and call it his. Large, 
long and substantial wharves ran far away down towards low water mark; 
and Christopher Scott’s name was synonymous with busy life and indus-
try.
 The wharves are all gone; and so has their owner and builder, old 
Capt. Scott. He was a singular man, had many good qualities but was ec-
centric. He was a zealous Presbyterian and evinced it in the zealous and 
expensive completion of the Kirk. He was an old sea captain, and made 
many voyages from St. andrews to Scotland. He had a partner, who is 
said to have been a most excellent man; his name was John Strang.
 The Presbyterian Congregation having begun the building of the 
Kirk, found themselves unable to finish it. Capt. Scott proposed to finish 
it, provided they gave him a title deed to it, and built a manse. to this they 
agreed, after some parleying about the details. Col. McKay owned the lot 
on which the manse was to be built. The cellar was dug, the foundation 
laid, and other preparations for the manse, the old Captain in the mean-
time pushing on the work on the Kirk with vigour. He spared no expense, 
and the edifice to this day shows, by its elaborate, rich, mahogany finish, 
and other costly decorations what money was laid out on it with no miser 
hand. The house now occupied by the editor of the Standard stands on 
the very spot selected as the site for the manse. another stipulation made 
by the eccentric Scott was that an Oak tree should grace the front of 
the steeple. as there is no rose without a thorn, so the Oak tree had its 
thorns.
 The Congregation failed in their contracts about the Manse, and 
then Scott swooped down in Scottish ire upon the Kirk. He swore—just 
as Uncle toby swore in Flanders—he swore that he would lock up the 
Kirk, and so he did—Scott locked up the Kirk, and so things appeared to 
come to a “dead lock” for a time.
 Scott had a son called “Willie,” and he determined to give “Willie” 
the title deed of the Kirk, and so called in Mr. Wm. McLean as notary to 
write the conveyance. Scott had a fine dinner prepared and wines in abun-
dance (Scott never wore the “blue ribbon”), several friends invited, and 
all things ready to witness having “Willie” put in possession of the Kirk. 
Mr. McLean refused to write the conveyance, and by dint of persuasion 
so far pacified the irate Scotchman, who got “tight” on the occasion, that 
he relinquished the conveying at that time; subsequently, however, he got 
another scribe and had it conveyed to “Willie.”
 He closed the church gates—took down the bell, and again the old 
Captain swore that he would convert the building into anything but a 
Kirk. He had brought over from Scotland Rev. Mr. McLean, and that 
pious and good man did much towards restoring confusion to order. after 
a time, the difficulties were all removed. “Willie” resigned the title, the 
congregation and Minister became the legitimate owners, and the church 
came forth all the brighter from the trouble.
 Under the broad leaves of that majestic Oak tree, and about half 
way up its trunk, black letters on a white ground, read thus: “Greenock 
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