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Memories of Hilary 
 
2009 is a significant year for the Heron Rocks 

Friendship Centre Society.  It marks the 100th 
anniversary of our founder, Hilary Brown’s, birth and 
the 18th year of the existence of the society.  The 
Board decided that these anniversaries should be 
celebrated with an issue of the newsletter dedicated 
to memories of Hilary, since the time is apt for a 
retrospective on Hilary’s remarkable life. 

We begin with an article written by Hilary herself 
in 1991.  In it she describes her plans to transfer her 
property to HRFCS.  As she grew older, she worried 
about the fate of Heron Rocks after her death and 
she decided to turn the land over to the Society in 
order to ensure its protection.  She also wished to 
have it used for peaceful activities of cooperation. 

Next is the speech written by H.B.’s daughter 
Felicity Whittaker and read at the memorial service 
by her daughter Clio.  It is a reflection on Hilary and 
H.B.’s life together with its highlights and darker 
moments. 

Andrea Lebowitz, a friend of Hilary as well as 
Literary Executor for both of the Browns, reflects on 
Hilary’s early life and how her commitment to peace 
was formed in those far-off times.  Terry Wolfwood, 
also a friend and peace activist, takes up the theme 
of Hilary’s commitment to peace activities.  She 
emphasizes the point that no matter where Hilary 
was, she worked for peace in both small 
communities and large.  In her poem, “Nuts and 

Stones”, Terry imagines a meeting between Hilary 
and Virginia Woolf.  Since Woolf was herself 
dedicated to peace activities and had mentioned 
Hilary’s book, Women Must Choose, in her own anti-
war work, Three Guineas, the imaginative encounter 
is illuminating. 

Finally we include another poem, one written by 
Vicki Bale, a HRFCS Board member, to 
commemorate the occasion of the scattering of 
Hilary’s ashes at Heron Rocks on October 12, 2007.  
This poem was read at the memorial service of 
February 18, 2008. 

The issue is rounded out with an article by 
Granger Campbell, a Hornby student, who was 
funded in part by HRFCS and recounts his 
experiences in New Brunswick and in Africa where 
he volunteered with the Canada World Youth 
exchange program.  Hilary always sought ways to 
foster young people in their efforts toward cross-
cultural cooperation.   

Finally, there is an article by Rudy Rogalsky, our 
treasurer, that informs members of the new trail to 
the beach.  Again the maintenance and 
improvement of the property were always issues of 
concern to Hilary. 

Thanks to Andrea Lebowitz for the editorial 
assistance. 

As editor, I hope that you will enjoy these 
recollections of Hilary’s life and our October issue 
will take up the ongoing activities of the society. 

 
Bev Lownie 
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Notice of HRFCS 
Annual General Meeting 

 
The 2009 Annual General Meeting of the Heron 

Rocks Friendship Centre Society will be held at 
the HRFCS Annex on Sunday, June 21st beginning 
at 1:30 p.m. 

Pam Gordon, who has been a board member 
since 1992, is retiring. 

Roberta Pagdin, Ondrea Rogers, Ron Sitter and 
Rudy Rogalsky will be seeking re-election.    

Muggs Sigurgeirson has agreed to stand for 
election.  Nominations are welcomed from the floor. 

All members are encouraged to attend and 
remain afterwards to enjoy tea and goodies.  
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This one page newsletter was written by Hilary 
Brown on December 28th, 1991.  In it she explains 
her plans to transfer her property to HRFCS. 

 
Heron Rocks Friendship Centre 

hornby island, b.c.   
December 28, 1991 

 
My dear Friends, 
The final newsletter of 1991 comes to you at the 

New Year.  Here’s a chance to send each and all of 
you my warmest greetings. 

Early in January I shall sign the document of 
ownership transfer of this property to the Heron 
Rocks Friendship Centre Society.  For me it will be 
the fulfillment of a dream I’ve had for many years 
and shared with H.B. until his death in 1977.  We 
wanted to ensure that these ten acres would be 
protected and preserved in perpetuity.  The HRFC 
has agreed to accept the owner-stewardship which 
means keeping the natural environment intact while 
still making it accessible to people and their needs 
and serving a social purpose for the community. 

At long last, many people in our society are 
beginning to accept the old-new concept of 
“stewardship” rather than “ownership”.  We are now 
hearing what the People of the First Nations have 
been telling us for years – that this implies an 
ongoing responsibility to the land itself, as well as to 
those whose home it is. 

For the past 54 years I have been the owner of 
this lovely piece of land, one which many of you 
have come to share and love too.  If some of you 
are still not familiar with the property do please 
come and visit.  Walk with us through the forest, the 
orchards and along the beach.  Join our work parties 
and help keep the trails clear or give a helping hand 
with programs and brown bag lunches.  Help us get 
a library organized or innovate and support the 
necessary fund-raising efforts.  We appreciate and 
count on your continuing membership. 

My warm thanks to those who have helped 
organize and shape the future of HRFC, most of all 
to the Board members who have been patient and 
understanding during months of complicated legal 
discussions.  They have also taken on the many 
chores of fund-raising, communications and organi-
zation.  To this will now be added the responsibility 
for administering and protecting the property.  I hope 
its transfer to the Society will bring additional help to 
these overworked people.  To you, our members, I 
appeal for any help you can give them in maintain-
ing and improving the fellowship and value of the 

HRFC to you and to the island communities. 
I shall remain as the resident caretaker to the 

Centre for as long as I am able to do so.  I look 
forward to our continuing good relations with the 
Heron Rocks Camping Cooperative Association.  Its 
members have observed so faithfully the covenants 
placed on their land.  Indeed it was their willingness 
to accept these mutual restrictions on development 
which finally made me decide to hand over the rest 
of the Heron Rocks area to the HRFC. 

May 1992 be a happier year for all of us than the 
one just finished.  I look forward to seeing many of 
you during 1992.    

Hilary 

Hilary speaking on her 97th birthday 
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The following speech was written by H.B.’s 
daughter, Felicity Whittaker.  It was read at Hilary’s 
memorial service by Clio Whittaker, Felicity’s 
daughter. 

 
Hilary Brown 

 
Hilary showed her talents when she was very 

young.  By the time she came to Canada with my 
father when she was 27, she had already had two 
books published.  There had been several years of 
anti-fascist work as both she and H.B. realized and 
responded to the dangers of Nazism when the 
political and journalistic world were prepared to 
welcome the renaissance of post-war Germany.  If 
she had stayed in Europe it is entirely possible that 
she would have become a major political figure of 
the Left. 

However, my father, H.B. was older, sickened by 
his five years in France from 1914 to 1919 and 
certain, in the early ‘30’s, that another war was 
inevitable.  He decided that he would “cultivate his 
garden” in some remote place.  I was told that they 
agreed to meet in Vancouver in two years time (It 
always seemed to me like a Somerset Maugham 
short story plot.) and he set off across Russia, China 
and Japan, meeting her as arranged. 

They apparently looked at a number of possible 
places to settle, before finding Heron Rocks, the 
edge of a rather run-down farm, and they got a 
Norwegian fisherman to build the cabin which is the 
kernel of the home today. 

They tried several different kinds of farming, but 
had to leave the island in winter to go on separate 
speaking tours – a very bare living.  I remember 
H.B. telling me how terrible it felt when they had to 
row over to Bowser (I think) where he would wait for 
the Victoria bus, and she had to row back, often 
through grizzly weather.  It must have been 
considerably worse for her! 

Hilary very soon got involved in the island 
community.  The situation of families in the 
Depression, trying to scratch a living with a welfare 
system that was geared to a poverty level, is almost 
unbelievable today.  To qualify, you had to have no 
more than a table, chairs for the number of adults 
and shared beds for all the children, she told me. 

Her first idea was to set up a Credit Union, an 
absolutely crucial contribution.  One man told me 
that before the CU made it possible for him to buy a 
motor for his boat, he was often having to row 
twelve hours a day, trawling for salmon so that he 
could feed his young family. 

Then she helped set up the Co-op, and then 
through the years being involved in developing all 
the community assets you know so much more 
about than I do.  She was particularly proud, I know, 
of her work for the New Horizons Library and for the 
Elder-housing.  She went on to become the first 
chair of the Islands Trust, at an age when most opt 
for an easier life. 

All this was done, I’m sorry to say, while having 
to pacify my disgruntled father.  He made it clear 
that he would rather she spent her time on her many 
household skills – particularly brewing beer!  He 
could be a difficult and demanding man, but God 
knows, she was nobody’s doormat.  She somehow 
kept it all going, and they were, I think, as happy as 
their understanding of the world situation allowed.  
She received me kindly as a teenager, but she can’t 
have enjoyed very much the frequent clashes 
between me and my father. 

When the Camping Co-op was formed, I know 
that they found immensely satisfying the friendships 
formed and the isolation breached for them both.  It 
was a great pleasure to them and it has gone from 
strength to strength.  These relationships seemed 
particularly important for Hilary after H.B.’s death.  
She and H.B. welcomed our children in their 
teenage years, which gave them a chance to 
experience and enjoy another culture.  Her long 
years without him, living at Heron Rocks, would 
clearly not have been possible without the warm 
continuous support of the island.  It’s good to think 
that she not only truly deserved this but that it was 
so richly given.  Thank you, Hornby. 

 
Felicity Whittaker  12.2.2008 

Hilary with Credit Union trophy 
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Hilary Brown: Peace activist 
By Andrea Lebowitz 

 
All of us who knew Hilary experienced her 

unyielding and ever vigilant labours for peace.  From 
island campaigns to the Voice of Women to 
Amnesty International, she pursued the goal of a 
harmonious world.  Long before the phrase was 
coined, Hilary thought globally and acted locally.  
For her, the definition of peace involved not only the 
cessation of violence and war but also the collective 
search for communities that foster equality, 
opportunity, education and freedom from fear and 
want.  She especially pursued the application of 
these goals to women and children.  It is, thus, 
interesting to reflect on how these ideas were 
shaped in her earliest life experience. 

Hilary, the little English Rose, was born in 
Scotland one hundred years ago on March 31, 
1909.  This came to pass because her father was 
the headmaster of a boy’s school.  One of the 
earliest photographs of Hilary, the first- born child, 
shows her seated front row centre with her little 
white terrier at her feet and rows of boy scholars 
around her.  She is mistress of all she surveys. 
Some things didn’t change! 

Hilary’s mother was a university graduate, one 
of the female pioneers, and the whole family was 
dedicated to the pursuit of learning. One of her 
maternal uncles was a student of languages and 
believed that the ability to speak and understand 
different tongues was a stepping stone to 
cooperation across cultures.  Hilary imbibed this 
lesson from which she never strayed. 

However, the safe world of the school was 
soon put in jeopardy with the beginning of the Great 
War.  At the same time, H.B., who was several 
years Hilary’s senior, recorded in his youthful diary 
his enthusiasm for getting to the front and his 
mother’s urging that he join the war effort.  This 
romantic and naive patriotism also was inspiring the 
teachers at her father’s school and soon there were 
not enough masters to teach the boys.  The exit of 
the young men was replaced all too soon by the 
arrival of telegrams announcing the death of four of 
Hilary’s maternal uncles.  She never forgot the grief 
of her mother as each notice arrived.  Thus the war, 
which was directly responsible for the closing of the 
school, also taught her the lesson of the immediate 
impact that war has on ordinary families.  

Without work in Scotland, the family returned 
to England.  When the end of the war finally came to 
a battered and chastened nation, it also brought with 

it the hope that the horrors recently experienced 
would inspire a lasting peace.  Hilary and her father 
traveled to London for the Armistice celebrations 
and she experienced first hand the euphoria of 
peace, which also renewed her desire to study 
language and become a translator for the League of 
Nations. Although still a child, she decided to work 
toward a lasting peace and not just hope for it. She 
never faltered from this commitment, and once she 
had completed high school, she began to put the 
plan into action. 

One of the many devastating effects of the war 
was the imbalance it created in the population.  
Many women lost husbands or fiancés, and other 
young women would never find mates. A generation 
of women, who had learned to turn their hand to any 
and all tasks during the war, was left to survive as 
best they could with little or no support from their 
country.  Popular culture has reflected the dilemma 
of these women in films such as “The Prime of Miss 
Jean Brodie” and “Miss Pettigrew Lives for a Day”.  
Many of the women made invisible after the war 
turned to teaching as a means of surviving.  The 
unfairness of the situation where people who had 
helped to bring the war to a close were now 
disregarded was another lesson that Hilary never 
forgot. 

Closer to home, one of Hilary’s mother’s 
colleagues from university was running a girl’s 
school in Geneva.  While the school was something 
of a finishing academy for young “ladies”, it offered 
Hilary an opportunity to live and study in a French-
speaking environment.  And so stage one of her 
journey began as Hilary set off to acquire French, 
which was then the Lingua Franca of the diplomatic 
world, much as English is today. 

With that mission accomplished, Hilary set her 
sights on German and traveled to Frankfurt.  While 
her goal was to study at the University, she first had 
to learn the language and support herself.  This she 
did in the tried and true job of child’s nanny.  Within 
the year, she was fluent and was admitted to the 
University where she won a scholarship for foreign 
students.  

She was known as “the little English Girl’ and 
frequently called upon to act as translator for 
visitors, such as the poet Tagore. In addition to 
giving English lessons, she was learning the lesson 
of meeting and working with people from many 
countries and cultures.  It would be incorrect to think 
that life was all work and no play.  Like many a 
young student, she seems never to have slept and 
to have spent evenings at the opera and concert 
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hall, weekends hiking in the mountains and in 
between studying and preparing her thesis on the 
British working class. 

Undoubtedly the situation was radicalizing her 
as she came into contact with the ideas of her 
professors and the realities of her world.  The Nazi 
Party was on the move and she participated in many 
rallies against them.  She was at the first 
demonstration where the Nazis broke into the 
university campus and attacked students and she 
recorded the events for a British paper.  She 
received her first pay for journalism with this article. 

It was in these early years of the thirties that 
she also met H.B. His naïve romanticism had been 
totally reversed by the reality of serving in WWI.  He 
spent the time after the war working for the League 
for the Outlawry of War, since like many observers, 
he saw the inevitable return of violence as a 
consequence of the failure to truly address 
inequities between and in countries. 

Hilary saw how this failure was particularly 
affecting the lives of women.  She was a daughter of 
those who had struggled for education and 
opportunity and was the spiritual offspring of strong 
women who struggled to maintain themselves.  Yet 
she also saw the way in which the Nazis were 
stripping women of all the gains that they had made 
and forcing them back into the home.  Her first book, 
Women Must Choose, investigated how different 
social systems treat women’s health, education, 
need for daycare and reproductive control, and 
access to work.  All of the lessons were coalescing. 

When she and H.B. decided to immigrate to 
Canada, she continued to seek peace through 
language.  Now she traveled throughout the United 
States to lecture on the topic of the coming war, 
women’s needs for education and the need for 
cooperation across communities.  During the war, 
she continued to search for peace through radio 
dramas and programs that spoke to the question of 
how a lasting and just peace would be formed. 

Let me end with Hilary’s second book, Half of 
Humanity, which was written during WWII.  It is a cry 
from the heart.  No longer a naïve schoolgirl, she 
understood what needed to be done to bring about 
peace.  She had seen the post WWI situation 
collapse into violence and, even worse, discrimina-
tion against women and minorities.  She predicted in 
this second book that unless inequities were 
adjusted, women would once again be shunted back 
to the home and justice would not prevail.  When 
proven correct, she didn’t give up but continued to 
seek cooperative goals wherever she could.  It is 

little wonder that she was overjoyed to learn in 1960 
of the creation of a new organization, the Voice of 
Women, dedicated to both the rights of women and 
the needs of peace.  She quickly offered her 
services to the fledgling organization, which was 
delighted to have her for her energy, her 
commitment and her knowledge of languages. 

Thus her early commitment to learning and 
using languages was correct.  But it must be 
understood that language for Hilary was not just a 
tool but also a way to overcome hostility and fear.  
To learn a language is to enter into another culture 
and way of seeing things.  It is the beginning of 
cooperation.  For her, learning to speak as another 
was a psychological transformation and a moral 
imperative.  It is always better to talk, argue and 
work toward consensus than to turn weapons on 
each other. 

Plant Sale and Berry Tea Success 
 

A big thank you to all volunteers who 
contributed their time and effort to make the Plant 
Sale and Berry Tea on May 17th such a success.   
We also appreciate all the participation and support 
from the community.  Thanks to Darryl Bohn, Betty 
Nightingale, Peggy Devost and Dana Inglis for 
providing wonderful background music and to Nancy 
Adams and Suzanne La Rose for their gypsy dance.  
To the Master Gardeners – thanks for the 
consultation and advice you provided.  To Mike and 
Meg Parrish – thank you for the use of your tents.  

Thank you also to Island Farms for donating all 
the Creamo and whipping cream for the occasion.   

A special thanks to all the Hornby nurseries and 
farms, as well as gardeners on Hornby and Denman 
for their generous donation of plants.    

Hilary and Rotraut in Hilary’s Peace Garden 
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Hilary Brown – an activist and inspiration 
By Terry Wolfwood 

 
Hilary’s life was shaped by war – a century of 

endless war – her life was committed to ending all 
war. 

With her death ends my direct connection – 
and also most of yours – to WWI. A war in which 
millions of soldiers were slaughtered in the cause of 
European imperialism which spawned more and 
more wars. 

Hilary, born in 1909, was a child at home 
during the beginning of the war. It was her delight to 
greet the postman and collect the mail from him – 
but four times came when the postman said he had 
to deliver the mail himself to her mother – each time 
it was a message telling her one of her brothers had 
been killed.  That memory of her mother’s grief and 
the waste of young lives was still vivid in Hilary’s 
mind when she talked to me about her decades of 
peace activism a few years ago. 

Her father’s school was soon closed as it was 
near naval shipyards that were being attacked by 
Zeppelins. This lovely rural area still retains its 
connection to war – it is now a Trident nuclear 
submarine base and the area around her first home 
is now military territory. 

She grew up in England as her father moved 
from school to school. Like many of her generation, 
growing up after a terrible war, she had great hopes 
for the League of Nations and went to Geneva to 
study French in a school for future League 
employees. 

Then she went to Germany to the University of 
Frankfurt in 1929, to study economics and 
sociology. Her thesis professor was to be Eric 
Fromm, the famous scholar and author. That never 
happened – she returned to England, horrified at the 
rise of Nazism and its power first of all at the local 
level in Germany; she saw first many of her 
professors disappear, then friends and students 
vanished and she never returned to finish her 
degree and thesis which was to be on the UK 
Labour Party. 

Back in London she worked for the Business 
and Professional Women’s organization – the early 
feminists whom she admired. But she soon realized 
that these women had little knowledge about the 
wider politics of Europe.  She wanted to alert them 
to the dangers of fascism which many people were 
unaware of – she was disturbed and frustrated by 
their ignorance and apathy. She talked about the 
many groups that were being eliminated in Germany 

and Italy as their members were taken away – 
pacifists, communists, socialists, religious activists 
as well as ethnic Jews and Romas.   

Her frustration was expressed in a book she 
hoped would help inform others: Women Must 
Choose.  She wanted women to understand and act 
because politics and political systems were 
important to their survival. She said that they had to 
choose between democracy, communism and 
fascism – at that time it seemed to her a clear 
choice. She wrote many leaflets and pamphlets for 
the antifascist movement and when she went to 
collect them for her archives, she said it was still too 
painful to read them and remember those times.  
Hilary was neither given to excessive emotion or 
sentimentality, so that was a major confession for 
her to make of her deep sadness at her attempts to 
raise awareness in the years before WWII. 

In 1933, she and Harrison became life 
partners. H.B. was older than her and had served in 
and survived WWI. He was permanently marked by 
its horror. That was the major reason he wanted to 
leave Europe when WWII appeared inevitable.  But 
for several years he worked for anti-war 
organizations and travelled and lectured on the 
abolition of war.  

Hilary said she later realized it was a doomed 
cause – because of the profit and power it brought 
to arms manufacturers and their complicit politicians. 
But she also joined the lecture circuit, and those of 
us who only knew her when she was older can 
wonder if she was as brilliant a speaker when she 
was young. Her capacity to speak succinctly and 
logically always amazed me. 

Coming to live on Hornby in 1936 was an act 
of desperation – H.B. particularly was convinced that 
fascism would triumph in Europe. And although 
Heron Rocks is a long way from London – they both 
maintained their ties with family and friends in 
Europe and their interest in world politics. 

Hilary told me years later she was not a 
pacifist, but a peace activist, yet by then she had 
rejected the concept of a just war. She could not say 
why she could not call herself a pacifist – she did 
say she was never directly in the theatre of war and 
could not think how she would react in a war scene. 

I first met Hilary about forty years ago – she 
had enthusiastically joined the Voice of Women in 
the early 1960’s – a very active and visible group 
that was responding to the threat of nuclear war, the 
struggle for domination between two superpowers, 
the waste of the arms race. Along with her friends 
and like-minded women, the late Kay Macpherson 
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and Muriel Duckworth (still active in Halifax now at 
100 years) she again was trying to awaken women 
to the responsibility of political action for peace – in 
a time when women had been very firmly put back in 
the home after WWII. By the ‘60’s that was 
beginning to change – the house meant the House 
of Parliament as well as home.  Hilary was 
newsletter editor for VOW – her prose again clear 
and focussed. It is no wonder she never finished 
another book – between all her local activity on 
Hornby, working in cooperation with many different 
kinds of people and her international work – her 
connections to China were also important to her. I 
remember her hosting and chairing a meeting for 
women from Vietnam that VOW brought to Canada. 
She was so amazing and gracious as a welcoming 
moderator at a meeting in Nanaimo, wearing a red 
dress, I’ll never forget her presence in that crowded 
hall. That is probably when I decided to buy property 
on Hornby – to be near her and hope some of her 
qualities might rub off on me. 

Indeed whether in her garden or at a meeting, 
presence was something Hilary had by the bucket. 
She never gave up – and never seemingly had low 
periods of doubt. But when I asked her how she 
could continue to be that unbreakable thread of 
consistency holding minority views and being 
attacked, even on Hornby, as a communist; she 
replied she was just too pig-headed to quit or admit 
she was wrong or down. She was certain, she was 
right – that money and possessions are not 
important, except as something to share with others 
to create a better world – to appreciate and share 
the harvest of a good life. Mixing her animal 
metaphors she later said she was a stubborn and 
adaptable goat! That she would never be a 
contented cow!  If in this day of factory farming and 
BGH there is such a thing! She liked my description 
of her as a ‘lifer’ committed to a lifetime of creating a 
fabric of a full life with the strong threads of her 
convictions. 

I also wondered how she could be satisfied 
living in a remote rural place – she said she loved 
rural life from childhood and found the diversity of 
people that she had to work and live with on Hornby 
stimulating and fascinating. 

But perhaps more profound were her 
reflections that change historically comes from small 
places from “small” people – those who were not 
famous until maybe later – because people worked 
best in small communities, even in cities, to create 
change. She said it was easier to make connections 
in small places – to see needs, dangers and 

benefits. And that an essential feature of humanity, 
our relationship with nature, was easier to realize in 
small places. 

After a brief time of supposed peace after the 
Cold War ended with one superpower triumphant – 
war and the preparations for war continued as 
though we had learned nothing.  Hilary was deeply 
disturbed by the emerging geopolitics of the 1980’s -
1990’s. Power unleashed without fear; she saw 
again painfully, she said, many parallels with the 
pre-WWII world.  With trade agreements, 
international institutions to oppress the poor, 
government secrecy, military deals, war in 
Yugoslavia and Iraq. She said, “I could see fascism 
slipping in.”  

At the time of her 90th birthday, which we 
celebrated here in this hall, she was deeply 
disturbed again by the presence of war. Canada 
was at war in Yugoslavia, bombing civilians and 
beating the war drums – Hilary recalled sadly the 
headlines in the papers: Canada At War!  We were 
part of NATO – a new aggressive post-cold war 
alliance, supposedly a cold war defensive alliance 
that should have disbanded in 1991. It was difficult 
for Hilary to accept that the NDP, her political party, 
supported this new imperialist war – the results of 
which were the disintegration of a nation and the 
forming of many small, easy to manipulate countries 
like Kosovo. 

At that time she read the tentative words 
expressing only small hope – but hope she never 
lost. 

 
from W. H. Auden, 

"September 1, 1939" last 
stanza 
Defenseless under the night 
Our world in stupor lies; 
Yet, dotted everywhere, 
Ironic points of light 
Flash out wherever the Just 
Exchange their messages: 
May I, composed like them 
Of Eros and of dust, 
Beleaguered by the same 
Negation and despair, 
Show an affirming flame. 
 

But she did not give up her activism on all 
fronts – local and international – peace, social 
justice and the environment. And she said, she 
would not give up hope – she had great faith in 
today’s young people’s ability to find their place and 
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Nuts and Stones 
by Theresa Wolfwood from her poetry book  

“Believe in an Ongoing Universe” 
 
For Hilary Newitt Brown 1909-2007 and Virginia 
Woolf 1882-1941 
 
fir and cedar forests guard the orchard,  
apples are over now, nuts fall in mossy grass 
shaken by slender strands of a once fierce 
wind exhausted from the resistance  
of grey stone slabs shaping the bay below 
where the rhythm of waves  
rises and falls in constant cataracts. 
 
I set out to the bay to watch the storm 
my pockets filled with hazelnuts  
my hands roll them and caress their  
intimate brownness together with comradely warmth 
I veer away from the grey breaking waves where 
stones, small and smooth, lie under my feet in 
millions  
their glacial history would chill my fingers  
their weight would strain the fabric of my coat. 
 
Virginia must have had cold hands already  
when she set out on her final walk  
alone towards the Ouse  
she had a literary bond a meeting  
of minds in print with my friend Hilary 
a nurturer of trees, fruit, peace poppies and people  
who died after the fullest of lives at ninety-eight. 
 
I wonder if Virginia might have found peace  
from her torments on this small island 
-a peaceful place so close to paradise- 
and walked these shores with stalking herons,  
streaming pipers and a companion  
like Hilary, soothed by warm nuts  
in deep pockets as they talked about their work 
and ideas for social change. 
 
would she have chosen life  
and returned to the orchard for more 
refusing as I do now the unforgiving waters 
to leave them to fulfill their Sisyphus task 
dragging and shifting centuries of stone.  
 
know that the relentless power of  
water and wind can kill or create. 

role in the world – that they would see politics as 
something that was part of every decision in their 
lives. But she said, they did not need any advice 
from an old goat! 

We remember her joy in her garden of 
Romneya – the lovely sun-centred tree poppy. In 
recent years Hilary was part of the revival in Canada 
of the “White Poppy for Peace” campaign. A few 
years ago she decided to give the Romneya the 
name of Peace Poppy. She was overlooking her 
garden where they still bloomed at the time of her 
death.  

Hilary was a special inspiration for me as an 
activist, not only because of her strong commitment 
but because, in a world of snobbery and celebrity, 
she showed that person with no university degree or 
profession, no wealth or other claim to fame, living 
simply in a small place could connect around the 
near and far, affect so many people, and envision a 
world of peace and justice. 

Hilary will continue to be a model of 
persistence and intellectual clarity for me; I have 
other models as well, including her contemporary 
Dorothy Livesay, the great Canadian poet – also a 
committed activist for peace and justice. This poem 
of Dorothy’s was written on Galiano Island, which 
Hilary visited often when she was Chair of the 
Islands Trust – it is for Hilary, Dorothy and all the 
mothers of peace I have loved. 

 
 
BELLHOUSE BAY 

 
Last night a full silver moon 
shone in the waters of the bay so serene 
one could believe in an ongoing universe 
 
And today it’s summer noon heat soaking into 
arbutus trees   blackberry bushes 
Today in the cities rallies and peace demonstrations 
exhort 
 
SAVE OUR WORLD   SAVE OUR CHILDREN  
 
But save also  I say 
the towhees under the blackberry bushes 
eagles playing a mad caper 
in the sky above Bellhouse Bay 
 
This is not paradise dear adam dear eve 
but it is a rung on the ladder upwards 
towards a possible breathtaking landscape.          
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Remembering Hilary Brown 
 
October 12th, 2007 
was a classic Heron Rocks day 
beautifully warm in the sun but cool in the shade  
We had listened to memories and important 
moments of Hilary’s life 
as we are doing here tonight. 
A small group of us scattered Hilary’s ashes, 
in the garden underneath the bay tree, and around 
HB’s bench. 
As we approached the beach, there was a lone bald 
eagle 
sitting in the tree on the far side of Sand Dollar Bay. 
While members of Hilary’s family were kneeling at 
the edge of the water, 
to release more of her ashes into the sea, 
a Great Blue Heron flew from the camp site across 
the Bay 
and landed on the rocks beneath the eagle. 
The birds had joined us in our farewell to Hilary 
it was a very special and magical moment. 
 
Written and read by Vicki Bale at the memorial service of 
February 18th, 2008 

Canada World Youth  
Exchange Program 
by Granger Campbell 

I first got the news last April that I had been 
chosen for a Canada World Youth (CWY) exchange 
program for the following fall and winter.  Canada 
World Youth is a volunteer, cultural exchange 
program that has been around since the 1970’s (my 
Dad was in Canada World Youth in 1975).  It’s all 
about youth working together to develop 
international relationships.  My program’s focus was 
community development and social services.  It is a 
volunteer program with all expenses paid.  Everyone 
needs to fundraise $2,500 to go.  I was lucky to 
have some folks on Hornby Island contribute.  I also 
worked to help pay. 

I left Hornby Island on September 8th, 2008.  I 
met the team in Halifax and soon we were all 
headed off to Fredericton, New Brunswick, which 
was our first host community.  The program 
consisted of nine Canadian participants, nine 
Ghanaian participants and a supervisor from each 
country.  Each Canadian was paired up with a 
Ghanaian counterpart, whom we would live with in 
our host family’s homes -- my family had a deaf dad 
and the mom could sign so communication was 
easy!   My counterpart’s name was Taufik, and he 
was my counterpart throughout the entire program.  
We spent the first three months in Fredericton, 
volunteering and working in the community. 

The Fredericton phase was a really cool 
experience for me.  Three days a week I had a 
volunteer placement at the Boys and Girls Club of 
Fredericton.  It is an organization that works with 
children for preschool and an after-school program.  
Every morning, the parents would drop off their kids 
at the club before work.  We did a variety of 
activities with the kids to keep them busy all day and 
also teaching them some basic education (e.g. 
ABC’s).  I had so much fun learning about the 
community from my supervisor, co-workers and the 
kids as well. 

As CWY participants, we also spent a few 
days a week together with our group.  One day was 
dedicated to planning and education and the other 
was what we called an Education Activity Day.  We 
were all divided in groups of six and every week one 
of the groups would present on a topic.  We did 
things like learning about HIV/AIDS, Media and 
Information and Government.  They were really fun 
and interesting days – we did little field trips and 
sometimes brought in a speaker.  It was always 
organized by a small group of us.   

Hilary Brown, Muriel Rogers, Phyl Robinson,  
Sheila MacDonnell in front of the Co-op  

Hilary helped found. 
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because they were deaf.  Often they would just drop 
them off and hope to never see their deaf child 
again.  Deaf children were considered a burden to 
most families (there are some families who accepted 
their children as deaf).  It was more like an 
orphanage rather than Junior High School.   

The school was funded by World Vision and 
supported by a group of Americans who worked for 
Signs of Hope International.  My job was as a 
teacher.  I taught Grade 6 and 7 Math and English.  I 
really enjoyed doing that because I felt like I was 
actually doing something for someone else’s cause, 
to make a change, it’s small but it was something.  It 
was a rich experience for me to see how their 
education system worked.  I realized how much I 
appreciate my country, the services here, our 
education system and support that I have received.  
(Canada is a good country to be deaf in!) 

Just like in Fredericton, we had a day for 
planning and an educational day every week.  I 
found the Ghanaian educational days a lot more 
interesting than the ones in Canada because I was 
able to learn a lot about a variety of topics that 
pertained to either the country as a whole, or even 
the small village we were living in.  Thinking back to 
how I lived in Africa, I can’t believe that I was able to 
live there for that long.  The way of living is so vastly 
different from here.  Because there was no running 
water, we had to fetch water from a well.  We also 
had to have bucket showers with that water, so I 
really learned to appreciate the water that was 
available.  My diet also changed dramatically when I 
was in Ghana.  I ate so-o-o much rice – at least one 
meal everyday.  I also ate a lot of plantain, different 
stews and also a little bit of some traditional foods 
that they offered me.   

During our stay we had some health issues 
with a few of the Canadians so that was a big worry 
for everyone.  We had two confirmed cases of 
malaria and I had stomach problems that were not 
fully diagnosed until returning to Canada.  I also got 
bitten by a dog that they thought had rabies.  We 
were all concerned but it was part of the adventure.   

The CWY program has been probably the best 
experience I’ve had in my entire life.  I learned so 
much and have gained so many skills.  One of my 
favourite parts of the program was teaching 
everyone in the group sign language.  Everyone had 
so much to learn and were motivated to learn, so 
that it made me feel good to make a big difference 
and impact to their lives with a new language. I was 
able to see and experience so many different things 
during the program and I’m really glad I was able to 

The other days of the week we mostly spent 
with our host families, or in the community if we had 
planned an activity.  We tried to do a lot of Canadian 
or North American activities for the benefit of the 
Ghanaians.  We exposed them to a few winter 
sports like ice skating, curling and hockey.  It was 
really fun to see them try those activities for the first 
time.  But we also did activities that benefited the 
community.  One Saturday we did some fundraising 
for the Diabetes Association.  Another thing we did 
was make a music video to a song we wrote and 
sang to promote awareness of global warming and 
climate change.  (I ran the camera, music is not my 
thing…smile.) 

On December 10th, the whole group flew to 
Ghana, Africa.  We got a new host country, new 
host community, new host families, new everything.  
We were placed in a small community called 
Mampong-Akuapem, about an hour’s drive from the 
capital city of Accra.  The first few weeks were really 
tough for me.  I had no idea how I would spend the 
next three months with no running water and 
scorching hot temperatures every day – 10,000 
kilometers from home.  But after the holiday season 
I was able to start at my volunteer place and keep 
myself busy enough to not miss home too much.   

My volunteer work placement was at a place 
called Demonstration Junior High School for the 
Deaf which is located between the communities of 
Mampong and TuTu.  They have over 300 deaf 
students that live in residence and attend school 
seven days a week.  Many of them did not have 
parents who loved them or would not support them 

Granger with the brothers and sister  
of his Ghanaian host family. 
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New Trail to the Beach: a work in progress 
By Rudy Rogalsky 

 
A recent work party at the Friendship Centre 

roughed out a new trail from the first parking lot 
through the woods down to the beach. This trail 
provides an opportunity for members to go down to 
the beach without going by Hilary Brown's house 
and the Annex.  

The idea for this trail and others to come 
sprang from a Board of Directors visioning workshop 
last fall. The Board visualized that at a later stage 
the trail(s) would be graced with interpretive signs 
about the flora and fauna. Unfortunately, the woods 
at Heron Rocks are home to several non-native and 
very invasive species such as daphne laureola 
(Spurge Laurel or Laurel-leafed Daphne) and vinca 
(Periwinkle) that have crowded out and killed native 
plants. Our eventual interpretive signs therefore will 
alert visitors to the perils of introducing non-native 
plants. 

The same work party did some brush clearing 
that will allow the first parking lot to expand to what 
was probably its original size. Members can park 
their cars or their bicycles there and proceed down 
the trail. 

Members, feel free to explore the new trail any 
time during the daylight hours. The trail is still very 
narrow. While the trail is basically safe, as with any 
woodland trail that does not traverse level ground, 
care is required. 

Members are also reminded that the property 
of the Friendship Centre is on the left hand side of 
the entry road. The property on the right hand side 
belongs to the Heron Rocks Camping Co-op and, 
during the summer months, the Co-op asks that 
non-campers refrain from walking through their 
property. 

So, Members, please use our new trail and, as 
you do, contemplate the environmental and social 
values that Hilary and Harrison Brown so ardently 
lived. 

 

be a part of it.  We did a lot of work in both 
communities, but we also had many fun times 
together. 

Now I’m back on Hornby Island right where I 
started.  These days I am working a few jobs – at 
the outdoor education centre, teaching sign 
language to four families that have deaf children and 
also will be working with deaf youth.  I am planning 
to stay here until I start another adventure called 
“college” in the fall.  I am glad to have participated in 
Canada World Youth at this point in my life and 
know I will forever remember and take things from 
this trip to benefit me in the future. 

Thank you Heron Rocks for supporting me in 
this adventure! 

 
Granger is the first deaf student to participate 

in the Canada World Youth Exchange Program. 

Entrance to new trail at the expanded parking-lot. 
Photo by Ron Sitter 

Orchard Group 
 Are you interested in helping care for the 

Heron Rocks Heritage Orchard? The Orchard 
group is looking for energetic members to help 
prune and harvest the Orchard trees. In ex-
change, you will receive a share of the harvest! 

Contact Florette Maclean 250-335-2901  
or Ondrea Rogers 250-335-1552. 

Thanks 
Thanks to Dave Colley and his helper 

Craig for donating their time to test the Friend-
ship Centre's septic field. 

Hilary on her 95th birthday. 
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To find out when your Heron Rocks  
membership expires, check the red date on the 

mailing label on this newsletter. 

HRFCS Membership Fees 
$15 individual membership 
$25 family (2 or more people) 
$10 youth membership 
Friend of Centre – Any membership plus 
donation of $100.  
____Please direct my donation toward  
        the Hilary Brown Youth Fund. 
 
Name, address, phone: 
_______________________________ 
 
_______________________________ 
Please make cheques payable to  
Heron Rocks Friendship Centre Society  

Send to HRFCS, Ford Cove 2-9,  
Hornby Island, BC V0R 1Z0 

 
HRFCS is a registered non-profit charitable 
organization. You will receive a receipt for tax 
purposes for memberships as well as for donations.  
Each member receives three newsletters annually, 

 

 

Written contributions and photos are most  
welcome.   
Please send material or suggestions to:  
HRFCS, Ford Cove 2-9,  
Hornby Island, BC, V0R 1Z0 
Newsletter produced by Reina LeBaron, Bev 
Lownie, Paddy Tsurumi, and Roberta Pagdin,   
assisted by HOI Digital. 
 
Printed on recycled paper, 
processed 100% chlorine free 

Board Members for 2008-2009 
(Area code 250) 

 
Florette Maclean  335-2901 
Vicki Bale  335-1539 
Pam Gordon   335-0993 
Bev Lownie   335-0017 
Roberta Pagdin  335-2974 
Phyl Robinson   335-0056 
Rudy Rogalsky   335-0623 
Ondrea Rogers   335-1552 
Ron Sitter  335-0699 
Maureen Tierney  335-0695 
Ann Zielinski  335-0988 

 
Heron Rocks Friendship Centre  
Under the Maple Summer Programs 

 
Under the Maple was started years ago by 

Hilary Brown as informal talks for Heron Rocks 
campers.  Programs take place under the big maple 
tree at Heron Rocks Friendship Centre  at  2:00 p.m. 
on select Wednesdays. 
 
July 8 — Ron Sitter: West African Hand Drumming 
 
Aug 5 — Reina, Robear and Gwynna: The Fun of 
Family Farming 
 
August 12 — Janey Bennett: reading from Eeva 
Dreams of Falling 
 
One more TBA — watch for posters on Hornby and 
info in the Grapevine 

 
Hilary’s House Update 

 
Thanks to the incredible 

efforts of Maureen Tierney, 
Board Member, the Hilary 
Suite has been renovated and  
will be ready for the new 
tenant, Bard Bakker, to move 
in on June 15, 2009.    


