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Greetings
Hello to all, and thanks very much to Don Glendenning for spreading the word about our January issue. Had a very positive response from Don, who’s Family Chronicle, was the inspiration. Our goal shall remain to publish interesting stories about the family and relay facts and figures, while The Family Chronicle will serve as an excellent medium for the Black River memories of Don. 
MacKenzie Settlement

A little article I prepared in 2002 for the Miramichi Historical Society. Long, but an interesting story, I believe.

The lives of all Miramichiers have been shaped by their ancestors, but few families have experienced as many hardships and setbacks as the MacKenzies of Little Branch, Black River Bridge, New Brunswick. 
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Known as the MacKenzie Settlement, this area in which they lived in the “Hardwoods” of Little Branch, was settled prior to 1851 by Hector MacKenzie of Tabisuntac. Hector had immigrated to Canada in 1840 from the small community of Assynt in Sutherland, Scotland. He had been the son of a weaver, and had a brother Rodrick that came to Canada with him in 1840. They were also accompanied by their sister, Euphemia, the wife of Alexander MacKenzie, and several other relatives. 
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Hector was alone for the most part as far as family were concerned - aside from his children and spouse - until Rodrick made the pilgrimage to Black River about 1852 and decided to stay. The two brothers petitioned to the Crown for 100 acres each in this area in 1854, and from that moment on their home became known as the MacKenzie Settlement.


When Rodrick MacKenzie came to Canada in 1840, he brought with him his wife, Katherine, a young son John, and the will to have success in the wild frontier of the New World. His stay in Tabisuntac for approximately twelve years saw him apply for land there, and he and Katherine had two additional children: Isabella, who married, and Annie, who remained a spinster. The first in a long series of setbacks struck the family about 1845 when Katherine MacKenzie passed away of causes yet unknown. Realizing that his three young children needed a mother to care for them, Rodrick remarried to Isabella MacDonald of Black River. Although he remained in Tabisuntac for a while after Katherine’s death, he took his family, which now consisted of two additional children, Alexander and Murdock, to live near brother Hector and his seemingly prosperous family.


Rodrick and his growing family built a house on the north side of the MacKenzie Road opposite Hector, and began to clear the land that was so necessary to their survival. The family was active in church. The late George Godfrey, formerly of Black River, recalled Rodrick and John walking from the settlement to church on Sunday morning and having dinner with his family. Hector and his family moved away from the settlement before 1871.


Isabella married Alexander MacKay and moved to the U.S.A. Few local connections exist with this branch of the family. She died there in 1932. Annie remained a spinster and lived in the MacKenzie Settlement until her death in 1918 after suffering with pneumonia.


Alexander was known to be somewhat hateful, and spent several years out of the county, as he is missing from two censuses in 1871 and 1881. He was the last MacKenzie to live in the settlement, leaving there just after 1900. He lived in a home near John and Rebecca Fowlie in Little Branch after that, and left much of his “wealth” to Mr. and Mrs. Fowlie when he died in 1920.


Murdock was very active in the church, being a Trustee in 1886, as he is listed on a land transaction that year. He is reputed to have been quite strong, as a huge boulder that sits beside the old well in the settlement was supposedly carried up from the ground by none other than Murdock himself. In his thirty-seventh year, Murdock suddenly died and became the second MacKenzie buried in the Black River Cemetery, John being the first, in 1886.
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It was the family of John MacKenzie, Rodrick’s eldest son, which suffered the greatest hardships of all. John was of a rugged constitution, and worked hard and long days cultivating the one-hundred acre farm he had applied for and was granted. One particular day, about 1882, John suffered a near-fatal fall from the loft of his barn, and broke his back. Due to the lack of medical assistance available, and likely to his lack of money to afford any, John’s back went unset, and he spent the following four years in bed, unable to move or do anything. His wife Elizabeth, the daughter of William MacKnight, who had been born to another of the Miramichi’s great pioneering couples, was forced to do the farm work with the assistance of her daughter Kate and son, William. When John MacKenzie died in bed in September 1886, he left behind a family of three children and a wife, who were forced to live in very isolated conditions, with few neighbours besides their grandparents across the road. They had to manage without him.


The 1890’s hit the family hard again. Rodrick and Isabella both died in 1893. In December 1895, Kate, who was working in Roslindale (near Boston), Massachusetts, wrote home saying she was not feeling well, and died of tuberculosis a few months later. She was only twenty one years old.



The following year the middle child, William A. MacKenzie, who realized that the Miramichi held few opportunities for him, decided to head west on the Harvest Excursion. He eventually worked his way out to British Columbia, where he spent time in the lumber woods cutting the great redwoods of the western forest. The conditions of the primitive logging camps and the measles he contracted while in B.C. quite possibly contributed to his next decision. 


Ruling out lumbering as the ideal job, Will resolved to travel north to Dawson City, Yukon, and the Gold Rush. On May 21, 1898, W. A. MacKenzie landed in the Yukon off of boat 96 from New Westminster, B.C. Conditions were deplorable in the cabins at this point in history, and many nights he went hungry, we can be sure. His cabin remained standing until the 1980’s, and photographs of it then show how basic and rustic it was. There were no frills to life in the Klondike, no more than there had been in the Settlement back home. 


Will became great friends with a man named “Black” Mike Winage, a well known figure of the Gold Rush, who passed away in Dawson City in the 1970’s at the age of 107. Will applied for two grants for placer mining while panning in the Klondike, and by 1906 he had apparently made his fortune, because he headed home.


 After traveling down through San Francisco and other parts of the U.S., Klondike Will - as he became known - returned to the MacKenzie Settlement, only to find that his mother and sister, Janie, had given up the settlement and moved into Black River with James “Chubb” Cameron and his son Hedley. After over 50 years of hard work and determination to clear the land, the settlement stood empty of activity once again, and most disappointingly, of MacKenzies.


The following years saw things get better for the family, as Will and Janie both married and lived good long lives. Will’s family was raised in Napan, and his mother passed away peacefully in 1922.


Although the early years of life for the MacKenzies and their Settlement at Little Branch were very difficult and full of hardships, they have overcome it all, and have made their mark. Will MacKenzie’s funeral in 1957 was one the largest seen in the area, and his children became well respected citizens after him. 


Rodrick MacKenzie and his family showed that hardships can be overcome, and were better for them. The MacKenzie Settlement is now deserted and grown up in alder bushes, but memories and stories linger on of those early days when life was simple.

J. C. Watling, in the West.
Jubal Clifford Watling was perhaps one of our family’s most perplexing individuals. Born in 1888, he was the second eldest son of Donald M. Watling and Barbara MacBeath (Dick) Watling. Cliff left home on the Harvest Excursion going West in 1908 and found it a comfortable place, for he stayed, returning home now and again, and for over forty-one years, became the subject of a countrywide family search for his whereabouts. 

In 1916, he married, to a Miss MacNaughton of the West. He last returned home in 1919-1920. They had a son, James, born about 1920, who died at the tender age of six. In 1928, Cliff left what had become a very troubled first marriage, only to change his name and move to Quebec, where he married and had another family. Many of his Watling siblings would never see nor hear from him again.

His father, Donald, died in 1922, never quite knowing what had happened to his dear son. In Donald’s obituary, Uncle Cliff appeared only as “Jubal C., in the West.” Flemming Rasmussen, Uncle Cliff’s son-in-law, reports: “He said that he first disappeared to escape a very unhappy and troubled 1st marriage and had headed back home when he had heard that his mother was sick - only to arrive in Chatham to learn that she had just died. He felt so guilty for the missed years and trouble that he had caused, that he turned around and could never face going back.” And he never did; that is until his secrets were revealed.


The most amazing part of Uncle Cliff’s story is that neither his second wife, Miss Evelyn Findlay, nor his ten children, knew of his real identity. He changed his name to John Hugh MacDonald (John for John McRae and Hugh for Hugh MacDougall). His children were all raised as MacDonalds, and he spoke only of his mother being a Barbara Dick, of Black River, and his father Donald (whom as far as they knew was a MacDonald). 

Aunt Christina (Watling) MacDougall searched for Uncle Cliff for many years, as she had lived in the West since her marriage to Fred W. MacDougall, having resided in Calgary, where Cliff had once been a municipal police officer. She placed articles in national papers, including The Family Herald. Upon her death, however, in 1950, she had still not found him. 


Kay Rasmussen recalls well the events that reconnected the two Watling clans: “In the summer of 1961, Flemming and I started out on what would be an adventure of a lifetime. We were going to find Black River Bridge…often mentioned by dad in his stories. We came to Black River Bridge and went to the first friendly house and asked if they knew of a ’Barbara Dick’. …We were sent to see Dick Watling who, we were told, might know something. There was Uncle Dick out hoeing his garden - and as we were beginning to know we were on to something - was there a resemblance to dad? - Were we seeing things?? After a short talk with Uncle Dick and Donald - they didn’t know a John MacDonald that was related to Barbara Dick - we were sent down the road to see Jim Watling and his postmistress wife Ruth. 
“As we stopped at the house, Jim came out and our two-year-old daughter Karen said “Grandpa” and stretched out her arms. His resemblance to dad was startling. I felt a chill because I was afraid for Dad. He had not told us of the possibility of these living breathing family members. He didn’t even know that we were making this trip. Had he possibly done some terrible thing that he needed to keep secret?  Now, old and sick, would he have to answer for it? I managed to get the message across to Flemming that we were not to reveal anything that would give away dad’s whereabouts. More and more our conversations seemed like the solving of a mystery for the Watling family of the long lost brother/uncle that had disappeared from the community so many years before.

“Dad had never given his ‘Watling’ name away. What was I to think?  After Jim showed us around the graveyard - viewing tombstones of Barbara Dick and Donald Watling - but all of us were nervously cautious.

“As soon as we arrived home in Greenfield Park, I phoned dad to say that we had been on a trip to Black River Bridge and had met some people that he knew. I knew that he had not told mom his entire story - so we had to see him alone. He said he would come by bus and we arranged to meet him. Well, he wasn’t on the bus, nor the next one. Crying, I said to Flemming, “You see, it was something that he cannot face and he is gone again”.  However, an hour or so later he showed up. We told him about the people we had talked to and he cried.  His stories then came pouring out. This began a marvellous adventure of finding our lost and unknown relatives. It is also the story why …[we]… bear the name of MacDonald.”


Thanks so much to Kay for this story.  She wrote it for the 2001 Watling Homecoming of the descendants of Donald and Barbara (Dick) Watling. 
After Uncle Cliff heard the news of Flemming and Kay’s trip to Black River, he soon made one of his own. The following year, on 19 September 1962, he passed on to his heavenly reward. It is strangely coincidental, but I am just now listening to bagpipes playing a stirring rendition of “Amazing Grace,” and I can’t help but wonder if that trip “home” in 1961 helped put Uncle Cliff at peace. Neither we, nor his immediate family, know the exact reasons for his choices, but we are assured that his last visit to Black River Bridge helped solve at least one part of the mystery of J. C. Watling, “in the West.”

*********

This issue of The Family Herald is lovingly dedicated to Uncle John H. MacDonald (still known to us as “Uncle Cliff”) and his story.

Will of Alexander K. McKenzie of Little Branch

In the name of God. Amen.

   I, Alexander K. McKenzie of Little Branch, in the Parish of Glenelg, in the County of Northumberland and Province of New Brunswick, Farmer, being of sound and disposing mind and understanding, do hereby make and publish this my last will and testament in manner following; that is to say:-

First. I give and bequeath to Rebecca Fowlie, wife of John G. Fowlie, the sum of Five Hundred Dollars. [1]

Second. I give and bequeath to John G. Fowlie, my horse, cow, harness, wagon and sleigh.

Third. I give and bequeath to Elspeth Allen, daughter of the late Elisphalet Allen, the sum of One Hundred Dollars. [2]

Fourth. I give and bequeath to Christina McKenzie, wife of John K. McKenzie, Loggieville, the sum of One Hundred Dollars.

Fifth. I give and bequeath to my niece, Janie McKenzie of Napan, the sum of Two Hundred Dollars.

Sixth. I give and bequeath to my half sister Isabella McKay, wife of the late Alex. J. McKay, the residue of my estate.

Seventh. It is my desire that my Executors, hereinafter named, shall pay all lawful debts owing by me and any expenses connected with this last will and testament.

Eighth. I nominate and appoint John A. McNaughton of Black River Bridge and John G. Fowlie to be Executors of this my last will and testament.

In witness whereof I have  hereunto set my hand and seal this third day of may A.D. 1920.

Alex K. McKenzie


Signed, executed, published and declared by the said Alexander K. McKenzie, as and for his last will and testament in the joint presence of the undersigned, who in his presence and at his request and in the presence of each other have hereto subscribed our names as witnesses attesting the execution hereof in the presence of the Testator and of each other.

Archie Cameron


John A. McNaughton


Notes: 

[1] In illness, Alexander K. McKenzie was cared for by John and Rebecca Fowlie of Little Branch when he moved out of the McKenzie Settlement into an old house near their home.

[2] Elspeth Allen was the daughter of Elisphalet Allen and Janet Roberts McDonald, Alexander’s first cousin. Janet’s father was John McDonald, brother of Isabella McDonald, Alexander’s mother.

Sources:

Probate Records - Provincial Archives of New Brunswick at Fredericton.

Family records.
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Fig. 2:  William A. and Elmira MacKenzie





Fig. 3: Siblings and Friends: Bessie and Cliff Watling





Fig. 1: John MacKenzie’s son, “Klondike Will” & Mr. Gaudet





Fig. 4: Jim, Dick and Cliff Watling – together again after 41 years – 1961.











