
Memories of working at Grand-Pre Park 
 
Memories of working at the park include fond memories of my father, the 
boutique, the park grounds, my co-workers, and, especially, the lovely park 
grounds.   Dad was the director of the park, so it was easy for me to get a job 
when I was only 13 years old.  I worked 6 days of the week, at least 8 hours a 
day, for 25 cents an hour, or $16 a week.  Those were the days of bobby socks, 
saddle shoes, crinolines and flared skirts. 
 
Mary Eaton 
 
It was 1959.  One entered the park through a small wooden turnstile, then, 
followed a flagstone path leading to the gift shop. At the time, it was about 50 
feet from the existing  Herbin monument.  Visitors would park on a diagonal, 
adjacent to the park, just off the side of the road.  It was always interesting to 
check the license plates to see where the cars had come from.  Many were local, 
however, it was not uncommon to find several from the U.S.A., as well as other 
Canadian provinces. Park entrance was free.  The gift shop was, as I recall, a 
white stucco building with green shutters and trim. It was probably leased by 
proprietor, Mary Eaton.  She was a tiny lady who was somehow related to the 
prominent industrialist, Syrus E. Eaton.  As a matter of fact, she bore a faint 
resemblance to him.  Her sister-in-law, Mrs. Roy Eaton, was her constant 
companion and business associate.  She was solely in charge of the fine china 
and jewelry counter.  Mrs. Roy, as we affectionately called her, was a tall, 
stately English lady, always well dressed, bejewelled and nicely coiffed.   
 
Gift Shop 
 
Inside the gift shop, the main room was quite small, not quite the size of a 
doublewide trailer, leaving very little space when a bus load of tourists arrived.  
It was not uncommon to have them 3 or 4 people deep all attempting to make 
their way to the counter.  As one perused the room, to the left, was the ice cream 
and soft drinks counter.  On the far right was the jewelry and fine china section.  
Along the wall, directly ahead of the doorway, was the knick-knack counter 
where one could buy an assortment of inexpensive items, mostly made in Japan.  
It always amazed me that tourists would travel miles only to buy things made 
in Japan!  There were many salt and peppershakers, key chains, ashtrays, sugar 
and cream pitchers, usually carrying some depiction of Grand-Pre.  There were 
also chocolate bars and other small mementos that the tourists could purchase 
as a treasured keepsake.  Cigarettes were also sold at this counter.   It was with 
Mary Eaton that I first learned the names of some of the fine china that was 
sold, such as, Irish Belleek and Limoge  from France. Several of the cups and 
saucers were of these collections.   Then, off to the left was a smaller room, 



which was used as a multi-purpose area.  Often seated on an upturned ice cream 
bucket, we ate our lunches.  Mary Eaton could also be seen counting her money.   
 
Uniforms 
 
It was always a treat when Dad  walked in to greet us, as he did every day, in 
his usual jovial manner.  The park guides also, often visited us.  Some names 
that I recall are Jean Amirault, Hubert Gaudet, Raymond Tufts and Pierre 
Melanson.  These guides, as well as my father, were all dressed in a type of 
military looking uniform.  The guides were in a dark green serge, whereas my 
father was in a beige outfit.  All wore a peaked cap similar to those worn in the 
military, even today.  Those were the days of very informative private hour-long 
tours.  Today, the tour is all self explanatory and automated, not nearly as 
friendly and personal. 
 
Employees 
 
There were several girls employed from the area.  Names that I recall were the 
Miner sisters – Hilda and Helen, Diana Trenholm, Eleanor Biggs, Sandy Van 
Zoost, Gloria O’Brien, Sally Eaton and Betty Woodman. 
It was always enjoyable when the various tour operators would arrive, as they 
would often spend their time with us while their busload of people would be on 
a tour of the park.  They came from long distances, such as Boston, New York, 
South Carolina and Texas.  Their accents were particularly interesting.  Locally, 
we would often get busloads of cadets from Camp Aldershot.  They were 
particularly interested in the ice cream counter.  At the end of the summer, my 
right arm sported a bulging muscle as a result of diving into the ice cream freezer 
in an attempt to produce that perfectly shaped cone.  No matter how busy, we 
were always expected to count the change back to the customer.  This was well 
before the day of computerized cash registers! 
 
 
The Park 
 
We always loved the walk up to the church. There, we could use the washroom, 
as the old  gift shop had no facility.  Just to get out into the fresh air and 
sunshine, take in the exquisite beauty of the trees and the lovely flowers was 
such a privilege.  It was always so beautiful, as it is, even to this day, truly a 
fitting memorial to our Acadian ancestors.    Sometimes we would stray off to 
the ponds to visit the ducks.  However, this didn’t happen very often, as we 
would be admonished upon our return for having taken too long!  Lunchtime 
was not a designated time, but, usually, however long it took to eat a sandwich! 
 



It was always fascinating to stray off towards the sundial where the gardener, 
Mr. John Mason, had planted “Grand-Pre” in flowers, red white and blue.  These 
were large enough to be visible from the air.   
 
The ducks 
 
As for the ducks, they seemed to be always on my father’s mind.  Invariably 
concerned about their safety, it was not uncommon for him to get a call at home 
from one of the guides at the park to let him know that some of the ducks had 
escaped their nightly round-up into the duck house.  So, we would, often, all pile 
into the car, for the trip back to the park to round them up.  What chance did a 
loose duck have with up to 4 children running around ready to corral him at 
every turn?   
 
My brother, Eric 
 
My brother also worked at the park in another capacity.  As a family, we often 
enjoyed picnics at the beach.  One of our favorite haunts was Scott’s Bay where 
we would spend our time hunting for beautiful rocks, especially amethyst and 
agate.  Being a budding entrepreneur, my brother decided that he could sell these 
rocks and established that his market would be the tourists at the park.  Now, 
being a federal park, he was not permitted to sell on park property, so he set up a 
card table just outside the park gates.  He had a rather lucrative enterprise and 
often, in conversation, it was brought up that he made more money selling his 
rocks than I did inside at the gift shop!  
 
The Church 
 
The church, which is still the main focus of tourist’s pilgrimage to the park, was 
set up very differently than it is today.  As one passed through the doors, to the 
right, the eye was immediately drawn to a seated mannequin dressed in a 
traditional Acadian costume. There was a large statue of the Virgin Mary, the 
patron saint of the Acadian people, standing at the back of the church.  This is 
probably the only remaining exhibit from the era of the ‘50’s.  Next to 
Evangeline, was a large spinning wheel and a blanket sized loom.  Every spring, 
I recall that my Mother took on the task of making sure that “Evangeline’s” 
costume was fresh and crisp.  The room was full of glass cabinets and tables 
housing artefacts, such as tools, pieces of pottery, period china, as well as much, 
much more.  As I recall, there were many items devoted to the wool industry, 
farming, and  religious artefacts, cooking utensils, the apple industry, 
blacksmithing, cobbler’s tools, coins, buttons, smoking pipes and others, too 
numerous to recall.   The Mi’qmak were represented with a collection of their 
intricately woven baskets and quill work.  On the left hand side of the room was 
a collection of artefacts from the period dating from the Planters (1760) to the 
Loyalists (1780’s and on). People from various parts of Nova Scotia, but 



especially the Clare, Wedgeport and Cheticamp areas, would give my father 
artefacts, which were proudly displayed in the church museum.  
 
New gift shop 
 
In the 60’s, the small gift shop was replaced by one that was much larger, across 
the street from the original.  Still managed by Miss Eaton,  she was able to 
expand her displays and inventory.  By this time, she had, more or less, stopped 
the imports from Japan, opting for a more local flavour, such as the hooked mats 
from Cheticamp and books of local interest.  Just beside the new gift shop was a 
matching building which housed the Superintendant’s office, space for the 
guides, as well as, public washrooms.  As I recall, they were completed by 1967, 
providing a much needed parking area, as well as a lovely new approach to the 
park.  Prior to this building, the only space for the park guides and the director 
was located in the maintenance shed, just behind the church.  This was where all 
the park employees gathered, on a regular basis, so a new building was a much 
needed addition to the well-being of the park.  
  
My Dad 
 
Dad could often be heard saying, “I can’t believe they pay me to work here”. 
For the most part, he loved his job.  He had a vision for the park, one which 
included an Acadian village, which never transpired, except for the blacksmith 
shop which stands at the outskirts of the park.  However, he would have been so 
pleased with the beautiful welcome centre, as it stands as an honorable tribute 
to our Acadian heritage.  The UNESCO designation has, also, given tremendous 
significance to the park and the Grand-Pre area.   Dad certainly felt that it was 
a privilege to work in such beautiful surroundings.  Above all, he enjoyed the 
tourists who came from all over the world to hear about the history of the 
Acadians and the story of Evangeline and Gabriel, which the illustrious poet, 
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow had made so famous. 
 
  
 
 


