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Allan Pellerin
Our family is very grateful to have the opportunity to honor Alan Tyler as our father's
grandfather, husband and son of a Acadian community of larrys river. Alister chishlom in for the
thoughtful nomination after chats with Alan back in the 1980s of his experience as a survivor of
the Halifax explosion now over 100 years ago.
When she scored in there sugar in 1896 to Murley Woodrow's Isaiah Polaroid she would have
had a Childhood typical of the times. A time that most of us have all the conveniences we enjoy
today. Although he had no formal education he was nonetheless a great man of great wisdom
who loved his community and was a friend to all.
On September 3, 1915 at the young age of 18 in the Royal Canadian travel volunteer reserve
and served on The pope ship as an able seaman in Halifax dockyards. Pretty sure duty
sometime in the late fall of 1917.
During the First World War the Port of Halifax was the hub of wartime ships passing through to
restock relief supplies, munitions, and troops crossing the Atlantic to go to war in Europe. The
city's population increased greatly at this time with soldiers and families heavily populated
neighborhoods close to the harbor. On that fateful day, December 6, 1917 Alan was in the
Halifax stockyard in one of the naval officers' residences. The harbor port and city were bustling
as usual. Two of the many ships in the harbor were the Norwegian ship the lmo, empty of its
cargo, heading out of the Bedford basin. The French ship, the Mont Blanc was entering the
Harbor carrying a highly toxic mix of approximately 2,500 tons of explosives and gas. After a
series of grave navigational errors the two ships collided resulting in Canada’s greatest tragedy
in terms of destruction and loss of life.
As so many did that morning, Allan turned to face the harbour, in his case looking out the
window from the building he was in. It was spectacle to see the fireworks of explosives as the
Mont Blanc drifted and burned. It is said that many feared the german had invaded. In fact, what
happened approximately 20 minutes after that initial collision was beyond anything an enemy
invasion could unleash. 2,000 people were killed and 9,000 more injured, thousands of homes
were completely destroyed or damaged and thousands of people left homeless. Every window
within the radius of the explosion shattered. It is said the bang of the explosion was felt here in
Larrys River and as far as Cape Breton. The force of the explosion threw Allan and he endured
a severe eye injury as glass shattered and metal and other debris showered down around him.
Although his left eye had detached, another crew member taped his eye with black tape to hold
it in place and in true Allan fashion he stayed in the area and tried to help as many people as he
could.
At some point that day, he walked from the Dockyards to the Camp Hill hospital through all that
terrible destruction. The hospital was overflowing with the injured and upon seeing so many
people having their eyes removed - “buckets of eyes” he would say, Allan left. He heard there
were doctors from Boston coming and decided to wait till they arrived. We believe this was a

couple of days later, and he finally received medical attention without anesthetic. He said he had
to lie perfectly still and absolutely no blinking. How difficult that would have been! It was deemed
that he was permanently blind in his left eye. Although his eye was saved at the time, it was
replaced in later years with a glass eye.
We just can't imagine the suffering of that day for those living or working in Halifax. The
explosion was so powerful. The city was covered with shattered glass, debris and oil, fires
burned and the explosion caused a 15ft tsunami drowning many who had originally survived the
blast. Survivors were covered in oil and dark ash and wandered around bewildered and dazed.
That night, a blizzard dumped 40cm of snow on the city, covering the injured and deceased, and
then temperatures plummeted making recovery that more difficult. The stories of the Halifax
explosion are so painful, that it really took years of personal accounts to be recorded. We all
wish we had listened more intently and could remember more details of Allan's story.
Allan received an honorary discharge from the Royal Canadian Navy in January 1919 due to his
eye injury. He spent a short time back in Larry’s River and then went to the US in the early
1920’s. He worked in Boston at the Biscuit Factory and New York on the docks and tug boats.
He returned in the late 1920s to Larry’s River working various odd jobs. He also travelled by
train out to the prairies to help his sister and family who had fallen on hard times with their farm
due to drought and the start of the depression. He assisted them in their move back to Larry’s
River.
In 1930 he married Bertha Pellerin. Working various jobs for a few years, he eventually became
employed with the Department of Public Works, working on dredges at various locations in the
Maritimes. Since this job took him away from home so much, Bertha spent many years raising
their family of six, while running the East Side shop in addition to her gardens, milking the cow,
tending to chickens and pigs and managing a household. There was always cause for concern
that Allen wouldn't make it home for Christmas. Daughter Jean recalls that they pleaded with
him whenever there was contact (but not by email or text)n to be home by Christmas morning.
Allan retired in 1961 and he and Bertha enjoyed many years of retirement together. He bought
his first tv around that time and loved to watch his favorite shows “Maude” and ``Don Messer’s
Jubilee”. Neighboring children were always welcomed in to watch their favorite shows or sports.
He always looked forward to the delivery of the evening newspaper and enjoyed a healthy
discussion of politics. Allan willingly helped Bertha with her bountiful gardens which provided
fresh produce and root vegetables for their family. They were very generous sharing with
neighbors, visitors and friends. One of his favorite meals was Bertha’s delicious garden soup
with homemade bread or biscuits and molasses.
They also loved going to the camp and cooking a good feed of potatoes and herring or a corn
beef dinner usually with Percy and Lizzie or Eva and Andrew. Usually a game of Auction 45’s
followed.

Allan stayed actively involved and was a well known member of the Torbay Branch of the Royal
Canadian Legion. He wore his service medals proudly and always participated in the Annual
Remembrance Day ceremonies and willingly boarded the Legions float in the Labour Day
Parade. He did this well into his late eighties.
As the years went by, many grandchildren came along, 17 in total. There were many summers
that the entire clan arrived at 99 Pellerin Road. As everyone came piling in we were always
greeted with hugs and someone would without fail say “where will we all sleep” Allan usual reply
was “ there is always room for one more”.
As a family we have been reminiscing and recalling stories. Here are a few of our favorites:
● He was very wise when it came to weather patterns. We all have vivid memories of him
looking out the kitchen window, checking the wind direction, the eater in the river and
then checking the barometer on the living room wall to predict the weather. He was
always right. There was a major wind storm in the 1970 that caused severe damage in
the village. Allan saved his truck by moving it to a location he deemed to be safe after
reading his barometer. Meteorologist Cindy Day wrote a book called ‘Papa Says!’
●
●

●

●

●

He would come up behind you, tap you on the back and say, “guess who's back” and
give a little chuckle.
Wilbert's camp was very popular for the teenage grandchildren and the boys especially
would be itching to get there as soon as possible. He would always say, no need to
sleep at the camp, there is plenty of room here. The beds were like loaves and fishes in
his mind
Grandchildren would look forward to piling into the back of his truck and going on what
we all thought of as great adventures - the “ other side”, to Farm Lake, Guysborough,
clam digging, or to Tor Bay beach. He could have told us he was taking us to disney and
we were so excited for where we would go next. He loved having everyone around and
was a proud grandfather.
Jude recently told us a story about Basil Pellerin riding from Guysborough with him on a
particularly icy winter day. As they attempted Salmon River Hill and conditions worsened,
he started singing in a calm voice in French ( j’allons pas le faire) “ were not going to
make it”.
At the age of 80 he climbed the roof of the house to check out a repair that had to be
done. No problem, he would say!
Although 99 Pellerin Rd is not the same without Allan and Bertha , and the house is now
more of a summer home, the memories run deep. Future generations are now creating
their own memories grounded in the simple life but rich history that Allan and Bertha
created.
Allan has left a legacy of respect, honesty, being an engaged community member and
always being kind and generous to others. We are so thankful he survived the great
tragedy of the Halifax explosion of 1917.

Ernest Francis Pellerin
It's a real pleasure to be here tonight, on behalf of my family, to pay tribute to one of
Larry’s River’s greatest sons, Ernie Pellerin, my father.
I must say though that when Jude brought this to my attention several months ago, I was
a little hesitant because you see, my father didn't talk a lot about himself and I didn't ask
too many questions. Anyway, this is what I can share with you and I hope you enjoy it.
Ernest Francis Pellerin was born in 1905 to Shopique and Simon Pellerin. He grew up in
Larry’s River and did his schooling here. There wasn't a lot of opportunity back then for
the young men and women. Fishing was the main industry, as you well know, and it
served its people well but it wasn't for everyone.
At a very young age, my father left his home and family in search of a better life…. So he
believed. Boston seemed to be “the” place to go and off he went to seek his fortune. In
no time he had a job at a biscuit factory. It was a start and it paid for his room and food
and I'm sure a little entertainment because I do remember him saying he saw a few
Boston Red Sox games. Now I would think that would have been pretty exciting for a
young fella from Larry’s River.
Soon, though, he realized he wasn't going to make it in Boston… not at the biscuit
factory anyway. He packed his bags and headed back to Nova Scotia to pursue his
dream of becoming a teacher. In 1925 he graduated from Normal College, which is now
called Nova Scotia Teachers College.
He taught mostly in Larry’s River but also in the neighboring communities of Charlos
Cove and Lundy. He walked to Charlos Cove and even to Lundy on occasion. It would
be interesting to know how many of us here tonight had Ernie Pellerin for a teacher. How
about a show of hands?
In 1956, he welcomed the Sisters of Notre Dame to our schools and to our community,
as did everyone. These sisters would have just been starting their teaching career and
they relied a lot on my father for guidance and support. I'm sure coming to Larry’s River
and Charlos Cove in itself would have been a big adjustment for them.
My father retired from teaching in 1966 after 32 years!
Now back to the Boston years for a moment. Rumor has it that Ernie courted a lovely
lady who just happened to hail from Larry’s River as well. Her name was Clara Gerrior. I
don't know who followed who back to Larry’s River but in 1934 they were married and
had nine beautiful children.

Ernie Pellerin was a teacher but he was also a community leader. He gave his time
freely and willingly to all aspects of community life whether it be for school, church or any
other events and im not saying he was unique in this respect. I'm sure everyone did their
part in making this small village a great place to live.
One of the big accomplishments in this area was the establishment of The Co-Operative
Movement in the early 30’s. To help this happen, Study Clubs were initiated as
recommended by a Professor A.B. MacDonald of the St. Francis Xavier University
Extension Dept. My father coordinated these clubs. There was a Men's Club, a Women's
Club and a Youth Club and the purpose of these clubs was to bring the people together,
to learn how to solve problems and become leaders of their communities. That's what
the Co-Operative Movement is. Larry’s River was a busy little village.
And who remembers this…. He ran the movie theater in Larry’s River. Boy were we
excited for movie night. I can still hear the sound of that old projector.
My father was the bookkeeper for H.A. Pellerin & Sons for several years.
Now I would like to talk about the not so serious side of Ernie. He loved fishing,
especially fly fishing and, of course, he had many stories to tell. He enjoyed time at his
camp, La Garde Lac, which he often referred to as his second residence. It was more
commonly known though as Papa’s Camp and you were always welcomed to join him
for a feast of cod cheeks and tongues or salt herring and if it was pretty close if you
asked Ernie. In fact, he accommodated a couple of the sales agents who did business at
H.A. Pellerin & Sons.
On Saturday morning, you'd probably find Ernie à l’hétérière supervising his boys. This is
where we got our winter supply of firewood. I'm sure there was the odd dispute between
the brothers as to who would handle the ax or who may not be contributing enough to
the cause. My brother Earl recalls that on one Saturday there was a hockey game
scheduled à la Cap du Muraille and Maurice really wanted to make that game. So, ashes
cutting wood he's also scheming, as Maurice could do so well. Then suddenly the only
ax is broken. Who knows how that happened but production came to a halt and Maurice
made it to the hockey game.
My father was also very witty and had a great sense of humor. He loved to play jokes on
his friends but sometimes he was on the receiving end of these jokes. Let me tell you a
little story. He and his buddy Jean Luc enjoyed rabbit hunting and there was always a
little competition going on, as you can imagine. So the story goes that there was a period
of time when Ernie wasn't having much luck but Jean Luc was getting lots of rabbits and
this was not sitting well with Ernie. One morning though Ernie had five rabbits. He
couldn't believe it and could hardly wait to tell Jean Luc. Jean Luc was surprised and
said he didn't even have one rabbit that morning. I can almost see that little smile on my
fathers face now. But the truth is Jean Luc did have rabbits…. As a matter of fact, he had

five rabbits!you may know where this story is going. Yes, he took the rabbits and put
them in Ernie's snares. A couple of days later Jean Luc confessed. The friendship
continued but I have no doubt that my father got him back for that.
I have one more short story, Dianne reminded me of this just recently. So on Sunday
mornings at our house, like every other house in Larry's River, we'd be getting ready for
church. We'd all gather in the kitchen until everyone was ready and it was time to leave.
Quite often one of us girls would have a comment to make on dad's attire. Something
like “ you're not really gonna wear that to church are you?” or “ your socks don't match”.
One Sunday morning he came out of his room looking pretty spiffy I must say.
Apparently, Dianne didn't think so. She looked at him and said ‘ dad your tie doesn't
match’. He hesitated a bit and replied “ Ça va marcher aujourd’hui”. End of story. I don't
think we ever commented on his dress style again.
In closing I would describe my father as a man of integrity. He exemplified kindness, a
love for his family and community and he worked hard. Remember that, as well as living
in a remote and isolated area, they lived through the great depression. Times were tough
but they survived and we survived…. Because this was a community where everyone
helped their neighbor regardless of their own situation and that, I am very sure, has not
changed today.
Ernest Francis Pellerin died in 1987.
Dad, are you looking down on us tonight, know that we miss you and that goes for the
boys as well…. Cyril, Ralph, Brad, Gerald, and little Reggie and, of course, Mom….. we
love you and we miss you!

Jean André Pellerin
This area's rich history in athletic achievement and sports development was celebrated
at the Chedabucto Lifestyle Complex on July 25, with the inaugural induction ceremony
for the center's new wall of fame. The purpose of the wall and ceremony is to recognize
teams and individuals who “ have attained high achievement and/or made a significant
contribution to athletics or sports within Nova Scotia Canada or the world” according to
the MODG. Inductees can be athletic, teams or builders.
This year's honourees were athlete, the late Jean André Pellerin; builder, the late
Gordon Drysdale; and athlete Gerald Fitzgerald.
Pellerin son of Graceland the late Basil Pellerin, was a national-caliber badminton
standout.
His interest in the game began at the age of three, swinging rackets at the hall in Larry's
River. He began playing competitively at age nine. He sparked a broader interest in the
sport and inspired others to play with him. Sponsored by the international badminton
brand Yonex, photographs of Pellerin in newspapers with trophies and medals inspired
by their community.
Emcee Paul Long spoke of Pellerin's dedication and commitment to the sport “
hitchhiking with his equipment strapped over his shoulder from Larry,s River to Halifax
was not uncommon or unthinkable. It meant that he was achieving something.
Pellerin was a top player for his generation, with two provincial triple crowns to his credit,
and ranked top in the province five times from ages 14 to 19. He competed in the
national championships twice and was selected to the Canadian Games team. His
potential was beginning to reach its highest point when tragedy halted it all. On the
afternoon of May 7th, 1987 at the age of 19, his family, community and the sports he
loved lost one of their greatest athletes at the apex of his career, in a motor vehicle
accident.
Pellerin's passion for badminton and his community left an important legacy, as many
athletes he mentioned went on to compete at regional and national levels.
Jean André “never left the court without a handshake. And always with a smile” said
Long. “ his sportsmanship was incomparable”

