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Installation of the works in the Discovery Room 

at the Museum, March 2021. 

Isabelle Michaud worked as an archivist and 

an artist in this first phase of her body of 

work J’écoute /Listening. The project she 

envisioned was to create two separate 

installations relating to the francophone 

community in Sault Ste. Marie. 

 Her approach was from the onset to let the 

encounters with francophones in the 

community and friends lead the work. This 

responsiveness to her environment, to her 

inner movements, and to the documents 

would eventually lead to the work presently 

available for display from March 26th to May 

30th at the Sault Museum.  

Preliminary searches were disappointing, the 

Journal Les Rives, which had been 

published by the Centre francophone from 

approx. 1985 to 2000 had disappeared, 

there were no books published that could be 

readily found on the Francophone 

community in Sault Ste. Marie, and the 

church on Catcarth called Église 

Saint-Ignace was completely abandoned. 

After many weeks and months spent of 

active research with the community, 

Michaud was able to locate one book from 

1989 by Denise Lemire, one copy of the 

Journal Les Rives at the National Library - 

which she has yet to receive-, and a few bits 

and pieces mainly from one fabulous 

member: Jean Paul Dubreuil.  

 



The francophone community also had a box 

of photos which was graciously lended for 

this project.  

It was after a few conversations with Nordik 

Director and Professor in Linguistics Sean 

Meades that Isabelle Michaud, a native of 

Quebec City, first heard the words “French 

Town.” Michaud and Meades had previously 

thought maybe that it was called “Quartier 

français” or “La paroisse de Saint-Ignace.” It 

now seems that locals called it French Town. 

It is hard to know because neither personal 

letters have yet been found nor articles 

relating to this coining. However a small 

sketch of a map on the Landsurveyor’s map 

of 1903 which hangs at the Museum has a 

small copied sketch of an earlier map from 

the Sault Star Daily 1871 which -- although 

very hard to see-- reads “French Town” 

above the word “Gore.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

William Hollingshead, the Museum’s Chief 

Curator, supported this find by another map 

which appears to have been recreated on a 

computer screen perhaps from the original 

document.  Labelled “Andrew Cameron Map 

of SSM 1871.” 

 

After finding these, it was evident that the 

focus of the art installation should be on 

these discoveries.  

After having the “stop and go” of the 

Pandemic as well as the “stop and go” in the 

archives, Michaud decided to go with the 

flow and to base the work for her Artist 

Residence on walks taken in that famous 

French Town neighbourhood.  

First, to see if she could find anything, 

second to get a feeling from the area. Using 

a fish-eye lens, Isabelle Michaud walked and 

took photos on Huron, Cathcart, Beverley, 

 



Toronto, Edinburgh, and John Streets. 

 

Beverley street, behind Église Saint-Ignace, 

2021. 

The francophone artist  then set out to paint 

these scenes. The months between 

December to February were tense because 

of the Second Wave of the Pandemic.  She 

began the series inside her Gore street 

studio, then got all set up at the museum for 

one day before the stay-at-home order 

forced her to find a wall in her house that 

would accommodate the size of the project 

she had dreamed of making. Isabelle made a 

dozen large scale drawings of 5 feet 

circumference.  

After conversations with Artist and Program 

Outreach Director, Katie Huckson as well as 

Artist Zenith Lilly, Isabelle decided to string 

the circle cut outs together in large 

installations.  

The scenes were painted using plant-based 

inks as well as Beam Paints on plain 

all-purpose paper. The paper is affixed using 

solid nylon weaving warp yarn material and 

is hung from the ceiling.  

The idea is to bring the drawings into a 

feeling of something that is approachable 

and to bring them down to the floor level 

where the viewer can encounter its 

presence. The idea will be to evoke wonder 

and give rise to personal questions :  what is 

the beginning and what is the end of the 

story ? For the most part, it does appear that 

the neighbourhood is completely forgotten 

from the town’s memory. But is it ? It does 

seem that there is some remnant of it still 

today. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Une balade à French Town 

Luella et Éléanor Roy se bercent sur leur 
perron de la rue Beverley, une belle journée 
d’été 

Leurs regards ont suivi les fissures du pavé 

Oubliées, liées au miroir du temps 

Le spectre de nos langues déliées se 
laissent couler près du chemin de fer 

Adèle et son fils D’Artagnan en diront autant 
sur le bord de la rivière  

Leurs échos me parviendront 

En creusant l’asphalte de la rue Catcarth 

 

 

   

 

Walking French Town 

Luella and Éléanor Roy are rocking on their 
porch on Beverley Street, a beautiful 
summer day 

Their gazes followed the cracks in the 
pavement 

Forgotten, linked to the mirror of time 

The specter of our untied tongues is slipping 
by the railroad 

Adèle and her son D’Artagnan will say the 
same on the banks of the river 

Their echoes will reach me 

By digging the asphalt on Catcarth Street 

 

 


