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Jennifer’s grandmother, Jean, and 
LeRoy’s grandfather, Albert, Jean 
Albert’s occupies the front of a hand-
some wood cottage that was, until 
recently, a fine-dining restaurant. With 
its acoustical wood-beam cathedral 
ceilings, the space doubles as LeRoy’s 
recording studio, not to mention a 
homey setting in which to raise their 
two sons, six-year-old Quion and one-
year-old Mason. While a liquor licence 
would no doubt increase their client 
base, the Waldens aren’t interested in 
turning their quaint family-style res-
taurant into a roadhouse. “We want the 
focus to be on the food,” says Jennifer. 
“We treat everyone like they’re in our 
living room,” adds LeRoy.

Operating like a true mom-and-pop 
shop, the couple spell each other off in 
every capacity — from dashing out to 
Food Basics in nearby Kemptville for 
ingredients to handling the cooking, 
serving, deliveries, and dishwashing. 
The kitchen is outfitted much like a 
home kitchen, with an electric stove, 
a microwave, and a regular fridge. 
(The restaurant walk-in refrigerator 
was too expensive to run and so was 
converted into a carpeted play space 
for the kids.)

Together, the two turn out knee-
bucklingly good home-cooked food 
made from scratch: everything from 
gumbo and fried pork chops to home-
made chili cheese fries (“I’m trying to 
wean people off of that poutine stuff,” 
says LeRoy) and seriously homey 
desserts, including sweet potato pie, 
banana pudding layered with Nilla 
wafers, and a mean southern peach 
cobbler. Save for true grits, which are 
not available in Canada, there’s a full 
lineup of soul-food side dishes as well 
— homemade macaroni and cheese, 
collard greens, baked beans, candied 
yams, creamed corn and, the most 
intriguing of all, sweet water bread. 
Similar to corn bread, but pan-fried 
and made to order, these little caramel-
ized sweet corn pancakes are seriously 

After seven years of marriage, 
Jennifer has learned how to cook 
many of LeRoy’s grandmother’s reci-
pes, including her super-succulent, 
crispy batter-fried chicken. It’s a far 
cry from the kind of cooking she was 
doing at the Red Lobster chain, where 
she worked for two years while learn-
ing about food safety at Centennial 
College. When the couple later began 
discussing the idea of opening a res-
taurant together, they realized they 
had a recipe for success. “I have the 
soul and the love, and she makes sure 
no one gets sick,” says LeRoy.

In July, the enterprising couple 
opened the first American-style soul-
food restaurant in the National Capital 
Region on a sun-soaked 2.7-acre lot 
in Jennifer’s hometown. Named after 

when an independent record producer 
from Detroit and a microbiology stu-
dent from the quiet rural Ontario town 
of Hallville met backstage at a night-
club in Toronto, an uncommon court-
ship began. It was fed and nourished 
on collard greens, fried catfish, and 
candied yams. “He introduced me to 
soul food,” explains 28-year-old Jennifer 
Walden, who had never before experi-
enced the hearty home-cooked fare tied 
to African American kitchens across 
the southern United States. “I intro-
duced you to food,” quips 30-year-old 
LeRoy Walden, whose family hails from 
Florida, Alabama, and Georgia. “Fried 
chicken to her was Shake ’n Bake or 
KFC. That’s not fried chicken,” he says, 
his tone turning from playful to serious. 
“Fried chicken is love.”
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addictive and have already been known to draw customers 
back for more. “That’s what people remember when they eat 
here,” says LeRoy. 

At the corner of the bar, a huge jar overflows with fresh 
lemons — evidence that the lemonade, like everything else 
at Jean Albert’s, is the real deal. Plastic cups with flexible 
straws are paired with plastic plates and sunny yellow pic-
nic tables — but believe me, by the time your food arrives, 
tableware is your last concern. It is all about the food. Of 
course, the Waldens make sure you have everything you 
need to enjoy the soul-food experience, including a bottle of 
Frank’s RedHot sauce and a roll of paper towels. You’ll need 
plenty of the latter after tucking into the meatiest melt-
in-your-mouth, fall-off-the-bone pork side ribs you’ve ever 
tasted. LeRoy’s signature barbecue sauces range from spicy 
to sweet to boldly booze-infused. 

“I don’t have a licence to serve it, but I do have a licence 
to cook with it,” he says slyly as he brings out a plate of 
“bones” glazed with sticky-sweet, dark-as-molasses whiskey 
barbecue sauce.

Catering to the commuters and truckers who pass by on 
their way to Albion Road, Jean Albert’s recently started 
serving breakfast too. Not content to offer just the usual 
eggs and bacon, it may be the first place in Canada to get the 
famous southern combination of fried chicken and waffles. 
“Education is a big part of this,” says LeRoy wistfully. Most 
customers start out like Jennifer, as soul-food novices. “I get 
these dainty country people eating this messy food,” he says. 
In addition to having to define soul food and dispel myths 
about its lack of healthfulness, LeRoy has had to adapt sev-
eral recipes for the local clientele. He says he’s willing to leave 
the smoked turkey neck out of the collard greens to appeal 
to vegetarians, but he can’t bear to watch people eat ribs 
and fried chicken wings with a knife and fork. “When you eat 
this food, you’re supposed to drip barbecue sauce down your 
cleavage,” he says with a mischievous laugh. “It’s just ridicu-
lous eating — that’s what I’m used to. If you wipe your eye, 
you’re supposed to get sauce in it.”

Jean Albert’s, 1759 Reids Mills Rd., Hallville, 613-989-5326.
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