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This interview took place at Doris’s house on the edge of Antigonish
Harbour on Wednesday, June 14, three days before she moved to
Lunenburg to live with her son, Paul. The house was filled with boxes that
Doris had packed over the previous weeks. Doris was 86 years old and
graciously agreed to share some remembrances of her life. Hers is a love
story; her deep love for her husband with whom she had shared nearly
sixty years is apparent in her words and expression as she recalls details of
their lives.
Doris was born on December 10, 1925, in Feltzen South, a small coastal
community on a peninsula that juts out into the Atlantic Ocean south of the
town of Lunenburg. Her father worked as a deep-sea fisherman in his early
years. Later, he worked at Zwickers’ Fish Plant in Lunenburg. Doris
attended school in Feltzen South until she had completed Grade 10. The
local school did not offer education past Grade 10, so for Grade 11, she
went to live with an aunt in East LaHave and rode a bicycle to the two-room
school. The next year, she enrolled in a secretarial course at Mount St.
Vincent College in Halifax. The year was 1942 and Halifax was a bustling
port for the training and dispatch of armed forces personnel. Doris stayed in
residence at the Mount and graduated in the spring of 1943. Her first job
was with a collection agency in Halifax. She worked there for one year.
One day she met a friend she had met at Mount Saint Vincent for lunch at
the Green Lantern Tea Room. Her friend worked at TransCanada Airlines
and conveyed to Doris that she was having trouble working the teletype
machine and learning code and suggested that Doris try out for the job.
The teletype machine had a different keyboard from the one used in
training at Mount St. Vincent and also required stronger pressure on the
keys to type properly. Doris agreed and ended up with a new job at Trans
Canada. At that time, TransCanada operated 15-seater Lockheed Lodestar
propeller planes out of an airport at Shearwater in Halifax County. Their
main office was in the Maritime Telegraph building on Barrington Street, but
they also operated a branch office at the Nova Scotian Hotel. One of
Doris’s first tasks was to type passenger lists and issue receipts. She also

had to learn code. She recalled stuggling with the pronunciation of some
last names; her first attempt at MacEachern came out Mac E-e-echren and
she was quickly corrected by her co-worker who had more familiarity with
Scottish surnames. She worked shifts; 12 to 8 PM or 8 to 4 PM. Weather
forecasts for the airplane flights were communicated by teletype at that
time as it was a fast and accurate method. It was during this time that she
met her future husband, John DeRoche.
John DeRoche was born in Moncton but had spent his early years in Prince
Edward Island. He had to leave school at a young age to help out his family
and so did not complete high school. At the age of 18, he joined the RCAF
and was sent for training in Montreal hoping to be posted overseas as a
pilot. Early on, he showed an aptitude for communications and was trained
in this field. During the war, he was stationed in Scoudouc, New Brunswick
and was given the task of training pilots in using radio communication to
safely land aircraft. As it happened, the young airman had to bring some
equipment to Parade Square in Halifax which was across the street from
the office where Doris worked. Nearby was Kinley’s Drugstore which had a
lunch counter where tea and sandwiches were served. On the day he
arrived, Doris and her friend came in for lunch and noticed two young
RCAF officers at the counter ahead of them. Doris recalled that John was
very shy but that her girlfriend was not and soon engaged the young men in
conversation. Before the lunch ended, John asked Doris if she would like
to see the equipment he had brought from New Brunswick. She agreed to
view it on her day off. At the end of their outing, he asked for her address
and they began to write to each other.
Meanwhile, the war continued. Doris remembered that the naval ships
would gather in the Basin and then, overnight, disappear. One of her
closest friends almost lost her fiancé when his ship was torpedoed. He was
rescued and brought aboard another vessel. John sometimes was given
“flips” or free trips on his time off and he came to Halifax as often as he
could – sometimes by train or sometimes by military plane to Shearwater.
He stayed at the Salvation Army or at the YMCA and spent as much time
with Doris as their schedules would allow.

Finally, on May 7, 1945, news of the Allied victory in Europe was
announced in Halifax. By that time, Trans Canada Airlines had moved its
office to Granville Street and Doris was working the 8 to 4 shift that day.
She had taken her scheduled break and was returning to the building to
finish her afternoon shift. The girl in charge met her at the door and
immediately pulled her inside with the warning that a riot had broken out at
Stadacona, the headquarters for the Navy. The door behind her was
locked, and after a time, its glass panel was shattered, but the rioters
continued past and did not enter. Doris explained some of the conditions
that contributed to the riot. There were bad feelings within the city
especially between CFA’s (“Come from aways” who were brought in to the
city to work on projects for the war) and the local population. Many items
were in short supply or impossible to obtain and the temporary workers had
to put up with poor accommodations as well as shortages for many staples.
When the end of the war in Europe was announced on the morning of May
7, thousands of people filled the streets to celebrate. The restaurants and
liquor stores were closed and this contributed to the unrest. The Halifax
City Police Force and the Military Police were unprepared to handle the
crowds and vandalism and looting went on for two days.
After her shift ended, Doris tried to take the streetcar home to Robie Street,
but feared the rioters and chose to avoid Spring Garden Road and take a
route past Saint Paul’s Church. In front of the Church, she saw a group of
sailors trying to pull down the iron fence. She followed the crowd back to
Barrington Street where there was much looting and vandalising; sailors
and soldiers as well as civilians were involved. She finally made it home,
but she knew that John was coming in on the evening train and so she
went to meet the train later in the evening. She did not tell John anything of
the riot and they decided to find a restaurant in which to have supper. As
they walked up the east end of Barrington Street, they came upon the work
of the rioters. A large safe had been heaved out into the middle of the
street; fruit and vegetables were spattered all over; several police cars and
a streetcar had been set afire. The riot continued into the next day. Three
people died, more than 500 businesses were damaged and over 200 shops
were looted. The end of the war meant discharge for the men who had

served in the war.
The end of the war meant discharge for the men who had served in the
war. After his discharge, John deRoche went to train in electronics with
many returning veterans. Doris continued in her work with TransCanada
Airlines in Halifax. A year later, on July 2, 1946, the young couple were
married in Halifax. They lived apart until the end of John’s training. After his
course completion, he applied to both the federal government and to Trans
Canada Airlines for work. He accepted a position as a telegrapher with the
government of Canada and was sent to Moncton for training in weather
communications. His first job was in Goshen where there was a weather
communication station. There was no house available for the young couple
in that area so they lived with a widow for three years. Their first child,
John, was born in 1947 while they were stationed there. Work at The Radio
Range in Goshen was a combination of weather and navigation. They often
had to maintain contact with aircraft in the air. To do this, they used radio
and also wore a “bug,” earphones through which Morse code was
transmitted
John’s next assignment was to Cape North in Cape Breton in 1950, an
assignment that would last for two years. As his salary was low, Doris went
to live with her parents for the first winter and the young family rented a
cabin in Bay St. Lawrence for the summer. For the second winter, Doris
and her young son went to live with an older couple in Capstick. There was
no electricity; kerosene lamps provided light and heat was obtained from
bootleg coal, but Doris recalls it as one of the happiest winters of her life.
She found the family (named Capstick as well) and the local people to be
very friendly and full of fun. Every evening, there would be card games, but
only after the entire household prayed the Rosary on their knees. Mrs.
Capstick made bread and Doris made sweets. She did the laundry in a
washtub using a scrub board, but the camaraderie in the house made the
chores seem light. John lived at the weather station where there was
electricity and a cook for the men stationed there. In the winter months, a
boat named the Aspy brought supplies to Cape North from Sydney as the
roads were not passable at that time of year. John had to carry coal from

the boat to the weather station and injured his back while doing this task.
The doctor ordered him to rest until his back healed. The family loaded
their belongings into their small Studebaker car and travelled to Lunenburg
to stay with Doris’s parents during his convalescence.
After his recovery, John was posted again to Goshen. Their second son,
Paul, was born there in 1952. There were four workers and a supervisor at
the weather station and housing was provided by the federal government.
In May of that year, John’s skills were needed in Frobisher Bay and his
work there was to last for fourteen months. Their youngest child, Peter, was
4 months old, Paul was 3, and John. Jr. was 5. He was able to negotiate
with his supervisor to allow Doris and the children to remain in the house
they were occupying in Goshen while he was away. This meant that his
replacement had to board in the town. During this time, Doris had one wire
from him and a telephone call on their wedding anniversary. She kept the
wire for over sixty years. Doris and John remained in Goshen for the next
thirteen years.
Over the years, technology advanced to the point where the weather
station at Goshen was no longer necessary. A Decca station was built at
Ecum Secum. These stations were part of a low frequency navigation
system that allowed ships and aircraft to determine their position by
receiving radio signals from fixed navigational beacons. The Decca system
consisted of a group of four stations: Three “slave stations” that formed the
vertices of an equilateral triangle and a “mother station” in the centre of the
triangle. The phrase “slave station” had a double meaning for the workers
as there were only two workers assigned to run each station and they were
on call twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week.
John DeRoche worked on the installation of this system. It was there that
he met his long time friend and colleague, Reg Uloth. Reg and three other
local men were given training by John to run the station and Reg came to
live with the DeRoche family. Eventually, a second station was built in
Mosher River, Halifax County and the deRoche family moved there for two
years.

In 1963, a new group of DECCA Stations were built: Port aux Basques and
Trepassey in Newfoundland, Alma in New Brunswick and Morristown in
Nova Scotia. John and Reg Uloth were assigned to man the station at
Morristown. Two new houses were built for them. Doris recalls what a
wonderful feeling it was to move into a new house, a home of their own,
with the promise of a long term assignment. The first local person Doris
met in Morristown was John MacKenzie, their next-door neighbor, who had
recently married Catherine Gillis of Arisaig. Mr. MacKenzie had been hired
to work on the two new DECCA Station houses. The DeRoche family
settled into their new community and the three boys enrolled in school.
John, the oldest son, attended Saint Andrew Rural High School in
Antigonish; Paul and Peter went to Lakevale Consolidated School in
Grades Three and Six respectively. Mrs. Mary C. MacLellan was the
principal at the time.
John and Reg Uloth worked at the DECCA Station in Morristown for a total
of nineteen years - on call 24 hours a day seven days a week. During this
time, the family had never had a vacation together; Doris often took the
boys to Lunenburg to visit her mother, but John was seldom able to
accompany them because of his work commitments. By 1973, the DECCA
Stations had begun to be phased out and replaced by a satellite system of
navigation. At the end of the phase-out, John was 59 years old and had
worked for the Government of Canada a total of 36 years. He was offered a
transfer to the Coast Guard in Halifax, but decided on retirement instead
and he and Doris began to plan their first-ever vacation together. They
both wanted to see the West Coast and the Rocky Mountains and they
each had family on the West Coast that they would like to visit. Doris’s
brother lived on Vancouver Island and John’s aunt lived in the city of
Vancouver. After John’s birthday on May 13, they took a flight to British
Columbia and visited relatives on both sides of the family. The next part of
their journey was the fulfilment of a lifetime dream. John rented a car and
they took the northern route through the mountains. They stopped in
Revelstoke and had tea and apple pie while looking over the beautiful
valley below. They spent a night in Golden and visited Banff and Lake
Louise which was frozen over. Doris had always wanted to see the glacier

at Jasper and they donned their heavy clothes and started out.
Unfortunately, the weather turned stormy and snow began to clog the road
so they decided to turn back and leave that part of their dream vacation
undone. They drove on to Calgary where they visited with their son, Paul
who was working there. Finally, they flew home to Halifax, their travel
adventure complete.
After his retirement , John and Doris built a home at Antigonish Harbour
overlooking the sea. The home was custom built for Doris and was
surrounded by trees and plants. Her flowers and shrubs were lovingly
collected and cared for and provided enjoyment for both Doris and John
and their visitors. Eventually, Doris’s mother moved from Lunenburg to live
with them. She spent her one-hundredth birthday there and lived another
four years. Her braided rugs have a proud place in many of the homes in
Morristown and the Harbour.
John passed away in 2006 after a year-long illness and Doris stayed on in
their home for six years, mowing the lawn herself with an electric-start
machine and keeping the trees and shrubs well shaped and pruned. In the
winter of 2011-2012, she decided that the time had come to leave
Antigonish and move to Bridgewater with her son, Paul.
When asked if she would have changed anything in her life, she said that
she had always wanted to become a nurse, but that chemistry was required
. That course had not been offered in the school she had attended for
Grade 11. She recalled that she loved studying English and French, but
mathematics was not so fondly remembered. Her husband, John, had been
a lifelong learner and was bothered by the fact that he had been unable to
complete high school as a young man. When he turned fifty years of age,
he began taking night classes and successfully wrote the Nova Scotia
provincial examinations at the age of 54.
Doris and John are much missed in the Antigonish community. John was
an active member of the Royal Canadian Legion, Branch 59 in Antigonish
during the years he spent here. He and Doris were solid supporters of the
Morristown Hall, the MiniTrail Community Center, the North Shore Fire

Department and also of Saint Columba Church where Doris played the
organ for ten years. They are remembered with fondness and deep respect
by their friends and neighbours.
Anne Boyd

