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LIFE OF JOHN McMURRAY

Before making a sketch of my life I would like to throw out a note of

warning to those who are to follow me down life's stream --  To seat Honesty

in the stern of your boat, Truthfulness on one side and Straightforwardness

on the other side.  Place Determination on the bow of the boat with a sharp

lookout and a set pole strong enough to throw your boat clear of any dangers

and obstacles on your way.  Take God as your guide and director and you will

sail through all the hypocrites arc back-biters, through the roughest part of

life's river where sharks are waiting on either side and hope that your boat

may be wrecked and they can devour the contents.  But you will sail safely

through to clear calm water below, where you will wait for a season until the

great transport will take you to Eternal rest.

In making a sketch of my life I wish to say that I was born of strong,

healthy Christian parents of Scotch and Irish descent.  I was born in a log

cabin on the shore of a beautiful lake.  There my lungs were first filled

with its fresh air.  I give that sometimes as a reason for my long and

healthy life.  I am nearly fourscore and have never had an ache or pain worth

speaking of or never was laid up a day with sickness or accidents since I was

a small boy, although my labor led me through rough paths of forest, streams

and lakes.

Before going any further with my own life I will give a sketch of my

father and his ancestors back 110 years.  About that time there was a young

man by the name of John McGeorge who lived near Gallowshire, Scotland. He

was a brother of my father's mother. He and another young man by the name

of Lawson made up their minds to leave Scotland and sail to America, the

land, of the free, and hew themselves homes in its wild forest.  After a short

preparation they boarded an old slow sailing vessel.  It took than many weeks

to cross the Atlantic.  They finally landed at Saint John harbor.  From

there they took a steam boat to Frederictcn and from there up 21 miles the

natives carried them in canoes and small boats.  They landed at a point where

there was an Indian trail on the south bank of the St. John river.  These

young men with hearts of lions and strength accordingly strapped on their

backs the things they most needed as axes, guns and ammunition and blankets

and provisions. They struck the Indian trail that was only spots from tree

to tree. This trail ran in a south west course.
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They travelled six miles to a beautiful lake which was afterwards named

for McGecrge, Lake George.  Just as the land took a raise from the lake there

was the best spring that this country ever saw.  Its big volume of water

raising up from the bottom is as cold in the hot days of summer as to make your

teeth chatter and so warm in winter it will not freeze.  This spring rolls on

now just the same as it did 110 years ago.

It was by this spring that these two young men built their first camp,

and after making it comfortable they started to look out for land to settle

on.  McGeorge took his two hundred acres where the spring was, Lawson took

his two hundred acres east of his.  After sending in application for grant to

the King it came in due time and it is worth while going some distance to

see.  It is written on parchment with the King's big seals and a cord

fastened from the top to a medal and strange to say that the land of both

these men were in the same grant to be divided afterwards.  I have that grant

here now and expect it to remain in the McMurray family for generations to

come.

After these young men got settled they wrote back to Scotland and quite a

number came to settle here.  McGeorge had two sisters, one single and the

other married, her husband was John Ray and her sister, that is my father's

mother had a small child, a little boy.  She being in such poor health was

not able to take care of her child.  She lay in bed twenty years before she

died.  She gave this child to her sister Mrs. Ray as her own.

She did not have any children.  He was then about 2 years old.  She called

him for her husband John Ray.  She not having any children didn't know very

much about the nature of a child and having so much care the child was

neglected.  After crossing the sea and travelling up the St. John river in

canoes and small boats to that Indian trail the child had to be carried six

miles through the forest. He lived to get to their destination but

never grew very fast. When he was in his prime he was the smallest man

in New Brunswick.  His face was always smooth like a woman's.  But small

and all as he was he was a wonder. He lived with his aunt who was a smart

woman but her husband was no good. If his mind was ever any good, he lost it

all when he came to America and got land of his own. He always worried over

his land fearing some one would cheat him out of it.

When little Johnny was old enough to learn a trade he went to

Fredericton to learn to be a shoemaker and there he had lots of trouble.
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When he would go out on the street there would be a flock of boys follow

him wanting to fight.  It got so some larger person had to go with him to

keep the boys back.  He finally learned his trade and was a good shoe maker

and then moved back on the farm.  He went from house to house making shoes

for the whole family.  The people here in those days took their hides to

the tanner and got them tanned on the halves.  So nearly all had plenty of

leather and when he got through with one house he went to the next and he

had all the work he could do.  Sometimes he would send a man and team home

to plow up a garden patch for his aunt, she was a great woman in garden

and orchard.  They had all kinds of fruit.  Johnny would help her in his

spare time.  We leave him now but will have more to say about him further

on.

SHOOTING THE LEADER

McGeorge was looked up to as a leader of the settlers around.  He

looked after things in general.  The road had to be cut out and fixed up

for six miles.  Some would go freely to help make the road.  In a few

years it was the law to spend three or four days making roads.  All the

land was settled between the river lots and the lake and was still being

taken up both sides east and west.  The first vehicle they had on the road

to haul anything with a horse was called a Magundy wagon.  This was two

long trees about 8 inches in butt with a crook in the butt like a sled

runner.  The tops of these trees were dressed off like shafts of a wagon. 

These were fastened in the horses' harness and cross pieces pinned and

fastened across these poles so they could lay a barrel on or other stuff

that had to be lashed solid.  The horse would draw these poles along over

the rough ground.  That was the kind of wagon they used at first. 

McGeorge was kind of a sport and liked to hunt.  One day he shot a caribou

about two miles west of his home.  That was the beginning of his end.  The

Indians got cross about the whites coming in their hunting ground and when

he killed some of their game it made them worse.  One bad Indian proposed

to shoot the leader and the whites would take fright and leave and they

would have their hunting grounds to themselves again.  He wasn't long

carrying out his plans.  He and his squaw slept one night in the hovel

where McGeorge kept his cow.  The Indian turned out the cow early in the

morning.  They then went back in the woods a little and when McGeorge went

down to put his cow in the Indian shot him - not dead for he lived for

several weeks.  That enraged the whites and everyone that



4.

had a shooting iron was after the Indians.  They all left and were not

seen there for years after.  The one who shot McGeorge struck through the

forest further up river than the trail went.  They were afraid of him. 

They knew that if he found them chasing him some of them would bo shot. 

They went out on the river and notified them there to have a watch for

him.  Finally some of them made up their minds to follow his trail through

the forest.  They found five or six guns in an old log.  He had killed the

owners and put the guns away.  He was afraid of his squaw doing out and

not being able to follow. He killed her and buried her in the snow.  When

he came to some roads he put his snow shoes on wrong end too to make them

think he was going the other way.  After awhile hunger drove him out of

the woods and he crossed the St. John river.  He went to a farmer's barn

yard and took a sheep and put it on his shoulders and walked the fence a

piece and then jumped off in the woods.  There two men found his trail and

followed him.  He had dressed his sheep and was building a fire to have

some cooked. He looked up and saw the men and reached for his gun but

before he could get it they fired a shot at him.  The bullet touched his

ear.  He threw up his hands and said "Sartin" very close shot.  They took

him to a magistrate but they didn't have any proof that he was the one. 

Old Mr. Ray was the only one who saw him and they went and got him.  He

swore that he was the very man a long tall short thick man.  Of course his

evidence was no good and the Indian was set free. He went up river and

soon did more crime for which he was arrested and hanged. Before hanging

he acknowledged that he killed McGeorge, his own squaw and other men.

McGeorge died about six weeks after he was shot and strange to say

they took his body about a mile up the lake and buried it about 2 rods

from the water.  I remember often seeing it when I was a boy.  There was a

rough flat stone put up and the letters J. McG. cut on the stone.  That

was done by little Johnny Ray who in years after took all the remains in

that grave and buried them in the graveyard in the McGeorge lot.  The

graveyard is down by the lake shore below my father's house.  Many of the

natives were buried in that ground.  There this little Johnny Ray brought

a nice stone giving some of the history of his life and death.  It was a

credit to that little man.
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MY FATHER LEAVES SCOTLAND FOR AMERICA

My father was about 18 years old when McGeorge was shot.  He and his

brother John and a cousin by the name of Brown became heir to the McGeorge

property.  When my father knew that he was heir to so much land in America, he

naturally thought that he was quite rich as land in Scotland was so dear and

scarce.  He soon made up his mind to come and see his property.  His father

urged him to go as he had heard bad accounts of his little brother. He was not

growing or doing well.  My father soon bade goodbye to his sick mother he knew

he would never see again.  Also his father.  He had a fairly good education

and learned a trade.  The trade was never any good to him. It was stocking

weaving.  There was a woman and her family leaving Scotland going to the same

place he was.  Her husband had been out a few years and had a home for them. 

Some of the boys were about the same age as my father. So he had plenty of

company.  They sailed on one of the slow vessels and landed at St. John.  They

had to travel up the St. John river as the others did to the Indian trail. 

They rode the six miles in from the river.  The road had improved

considerably.  When my father landed at his aunts where his little brother

lived, there was a big crowd waiting for him.  They wanted  to see little

Johnny Ray's brother.  They asked him a lot of questions.  One thing was,

"How is the road in?" He said, "I dinna ken how the road was but the burns

was gay high".  He stayed with his aunt a few days and then struck out to find

work.  He had to learn another trade. That was how to swing an ax which he

soon could do well.  He was very handy and bought himself some carpenter tools

and did carpenter work when he had a chance.  He was soon the head carpenter

of the place.  He took the north end of the McGeorge property as his on

account of it being near the road. He worked all the spare time he had

clearing up land.  After a while he built himself a nice little house.  He

then wanted a wife and got one of the neighbor's girls.  They worked along

together improving the land. About that time his cousin Brown came to see

about his land.  He seemed to be dressed like a gentleman and looked as if he

might be quite wealthy. He watched my father rolling the black logs and

clearing up the land.  He said he would rather be a chimney sweeper in

Scotland than a farmer here.  So after visiting awhile he gave my father

charge of his land and went back never to return.
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My father was a great reader and read all the papers he could get.  The

land agents from Western Canada sent him lots of papers to look over.  He

believed a lot that was in these papers and thought that he was losing a life

time working in this part of the country.  There was such great offers for

cheap land and good farms in the west.  He always thought that he would like

to go farther west.  So after a while his brother-in-law came and told him

if he wanted to sell that he would buy.  So he sold to him and began to pack

up for the west.  They then had three children all girls, the youngest being

quite small.  They packed their belongings in a big wooden chest that came

from Scotland and what they wanted to carry for use.  They sailed down the

river to St. John.  They went up the St. Lawrence river.  Detroit was one of

the places where they looked for a farm.  They had to use canal boats a great

deal of the way.  He was very much disappointed when he got there. Any farm he

would have was so high in price he couldn't buy and if he wanted cheap land he

would have to go away back.  My mother had a married sister in New York.  They

went there for a few days.  My father was quite discouraged at that time.  He

said whichever way the boat went the next trip they would go.  If it was

going west they would go further and if it went east they would go back home. 

The boat went east and they got aboard and came back. He had spent all his

money and had lost his house and farm.  His brother-in-law let him stay there

until he built another for himself.  He went down on the south end of the

McGeorge property on the east side next the Lawson  land.  There he built a

little log cabin close by the lake.  That was the 

 cabin I was born in.

My father and mother went to work with a will.  They were both strong

and healthy and determined to make up what they lost.  The girls helped

all they could out doors.  When they came to reaping they could help a

lot.  My mother took charge of the house affairs and clothing for her

family.  My father sheared the sheep and my mother did the rest, washed,

picked, carded and spun the wool.  She got some of the neighbours to weave

it which only cost a few cents a yard.  She took the cloth and cut out the

garments for my father, herself, the girls and me.  We got a suit every

fall and a pair of boots.  Little Johnny Ray came in and made boots for

all.  My father helped him all he could.  The girls got their homespun

dresses.  After a while they thought they could improve them by making

rings of different colors around the bottom of the skirt.  They were all

happy and content. All the girls in
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the place were dressed alike.  When they got a different dress they

had to hire out at $4.00 per month. I had to keep my new clothes

to go to Sunday School and church with. If my old boots d i d n ' t

last me I had to go barefooted awhile. My father was very strict and he

wanted us to keep the Sabbath day holy. I went to Sunday School with the

girls  most of  the time. If they couldn't go he went with me to see that I

didn't stop with other boys. We went to a good old Scotch Sunday School

teacher.  I used to say when I was a boy that he was the best Christian I

ever knew but I can say now he was one of the best. He taught us the Lord's

Prayer, the Apostle's Creed, the Shorter Catechism and the Ten Commandments.  

He would come along every Sabbath afternoon with his Bible and sermon book

under his arm muttering something to himself. I think he was praying to

himself. I never saw him laugh or smile on the Lord's day. On week days he

was quite jolly.  He gave us so many verses in the New Testament to learn

every week.  When that man died I knew quite a number of chapters from

memory.  Years after he was dead I could near that prayer with its Scotch

accent.

My education was limited. We had some hard teachers. If a man was

lame and disabled and had a little education he hired for a school

master.  Some-times they were old English soldiers. The greatest

ability they had was to use the ruler and the rod. What little

education I got I was very thankful for when I went into business

for myself.

My first recreation when I was a boy was getting down to the

lake to fish in the evenings with other boys. I think those were 

the happiest hours of my life.  After I got big enough to go father 

gave me so much work to do and if I did that work I could go an hour

or two and fish. We would pull out the big fish until it got dark.    

Then string them and go home.  Mother would sort them out. The  good

ones she kept for the table and the poor ones went to the pig. I got

in a great way about hunting.  I saw so many ducks and geese,

minks, muskrats and otters.  I thought if I had a little gun of

my own I could do wonders.  My father had a long barrel flint gun that

he would let me take sometimes to shoot squirrels off the old

log barn. They would get so thick they would destroy the grain. I

didn't like the old gun.  I always thought the barrel was crooked. My

little uncle told me that if I could find a broken down fowling piece

with a good barrel he would stock it for me and make a gun for

myself. I knew he could do it for he had
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often done it before.  I wasn't long in finding what I wanted.  He

said he thought the barrel was all right.  It had been an old flint gun. 

They had gone out of date.  I wanted a cup gun.  I'll describe a flint gun

as boys now-a-days never saw one.  A flint gun had a little hole in the

side of the barrel and right under the hole there was a little pan

fastened to the lock.  There was a cover to that pan that worked on a

hinge.  There was a straight piece of steel up over this pan.  On the

other end of the lock instead of the hammer that is on the gun now-a-days

there was a straight piece of steel with jaws on it. These jaws were to

take in a flint and a screw on top to hold it down tight.  When we wanted

to load the gun we put some powder in the pan and pull back the hammer the

same as the guns now and catch in a little notch.  Pull the trigger and

the piece with the flint flew ahead and struck the steel over the pan

where the powder was and there was a shower of sparks that went down on

the powder.  Now to make a cap gun out of a flint gun this little hole in

the barrel had to be drilled big and a piece of hollow steel with threads

cut on it and threads cut in the barrel so this hollow steel would screw

in tight.  A little hole drilled on top of the hollow steel for a little

tube to hold the cap.  How when you loaded that gun with powder the same

as the other the powder went in the hollow tube.  When the cap was on the

tube the hammer struck the cap and the gun went off.  Now I had to get

that hollow tube in the barrel I got.  I walked six miles to a

blacksmith's.  He said he could do it at a certain time so I went out

and got my gun and paid him.  I was a proud boy.  I bought some powder

and shots at the store and shot some partridge coming home.  There was a

bigger boy come along and said he knew more about a gun that I did and

would show me how to shoot.  He took the gun and went along and shot

some more.  We had to call at a farm house along the road to show them

my gun.  The other boy said he would show them how to shoot a mark. They

got the mark up and he went to cock the gun.  His thumb slipped someway

and the gun went off blowing all the hollow tube out and split the stalk. 

Things then looked bad for me.  Lost my gun but was glad no one was

killed.  I went home pretty well discouraged.  I showed it to my little

uncle.  He said it didn't do the stalk very much harm but he didn't know

whether a blacksmith could put a tube in or not.  I went back to the

blacksmith a few days after.  He told me he would put one in that would

stay screwed in tight and braze it which he did and I never had any more

trouble with my gun.
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LITTLE JOHNNY AS A SPORT5MAN

After my father returned from Western Canada little Johnny was very pleased 

as he didn't want father to go.  He offered his place at such a price and the 

man took him up so he wouldn't back out. Little Johnny did not know how he 

could get along alone with the old folks.  Soon after my father's return he 

went and built a roomy house and kept his little cabin as a kitchen.  He 

built it all himself.  The cellar wall and did all the plastering and made 

his own shingles.  He was a very busy man.  About the time he had the house 

ready to move in old Mrs. Ray died.  He then took the old man and little 

Johnny in with him.  The old man was a great trial.  He didn't seen to know 

anything and at last had to be kept shut up in a room.  Little Johnny took a 

room for a workshop and his customers came there to get their work done.  My 

father helped him in his spare tine. Little Johnny was a good Christian.  He 

was a great temperance worker and often lectured.  He was as good in a sick 

room as doctor's medicine.  He would get down on his knees and pray for the 

sick and dying.  He was quite a sportsman and many a duck, goose and 

partridge came down with his little gun.  He lived so close to the lake he 

would hear the ducks coming in to feed.  He would then take down his little 

gun and crawl up on them having some little bush to hide him.  His dog was at 

his heels crawling on his belly.  As soon as he thought he was near enough he 

fired.  The dog made one spring over his master and into the water.  If there 

was a wounded duck he would bring it out first and then go back for the dead 

ones.  He was just as good at hunting partridge. I have been with him many a 

time and going along some old road he would watch the dog and if he struck a 

path that a partridge had made a while before the dog would wag his tail.  If 

he came to a fresh track he wagged his whole body from shoulders back and 

kept looking ahead to see the bird.  That was the time Johnny would have his 

gun ready to shoot the bird before it rose.  If it did rise it would be on a 

bush or tree and the dog would sit and bark at it till its master shot it. 

His last act was hunting partridge.  I had a store about a mile and a 

half down the stream.  He often come there to get me to go with him to hunt. 

I was busy at the time and told him I would as soon as I got through with my 

costumers.  He sat down a little while and said he felt chilly.  I told him 

to go to the house and get a warm drink.  When I went up to dinner he was in 

bed.  He said it was the old sickness, a sick headache he often had.  He said 
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as soon as he could vomit he would be all right.  His medicine was warm water 

and mustard.  It had often helped him.  I went back to the store.  He was 

still in bed.  He kept saying he would be all right soon.  He insisted on me 

taking his gun and dog and getting some partridge which I did.  I nursed him 

all night, carried him around in my arms like a child.  As soon as daylight 

came I sent for the doctor and my father.  When the doctor looked him over he 

said there was nothing to build on and could do nothing for him. He died the 

next night about 12 o'clock. 

A THRILLING EXPERIENCE WITH WILD BEASTS

As I grew older and was hunting and trapping along the lake and stream I 

grew fearless.  When I was a small boy I stood with my father and mother 

outside the door listening to the wolves on the further side of Lake George. 

Ten or twelve years after that I lay in those woods alone six miles from any 

house and had nothing but my little gun.  I would lie down by some fallen tree 

and sleep there all night.  The sun would be up in the morning when I would 

awake.  I would get up and boil my tea in a kettle, making the fire where it 

could be easily put out.  Some big wild animal would smell the smoke and 

circle around me breaking the limbs but I couldn't see him. I caught quite a 

lot of fur and took it to Fredericton to sell and get myself clothes.  I went 

to a tailor by the name of James Howie.  I told him I didn't know anything 

about clothes but I wanted a suit of good clothes and an overcoat.  He 

cheated me on that for in after years I sold the same kind of a coat for $4.  

He didn't make much by cheating me for afterwards I bought hundreds of 

dollars worth of clothing for the miners but never gave him another dollar. 

The most thrilling experience I ever had with a wild animal was when I 

was about 15 years old. Those times when a couple got married they chivareed 

them.  I never was to one of them before.  It was in July and very hot 

weather.  I had a light striped shirt on.  We were supposed to blacken our 

faces or dress in disguise.  They said to make a good black wet your hands 

and rub on cedar coals.  It would wash off easily.  When we came from the 

chivaree it was about 11 o'clock.  I left the other boys and walked about 

half a mile to my father's.  I knew there was some water near the gate in some 

long grass.  This grass was at the edge of the woods. I went in and found the 

water and washed my face I thought very good. 
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I started to walk back to the gate and heard a terrible noise right behind me.  

There was a roar, a growl and hiss and stamping on the ground.  I turned 

around suddenly and faced a huge she-bear.  This bear lay stretched out on 

the path, her eyes glistening in the moonlight, ready to make a spring.  It 

was so sudden I didn't know what to do.  All I did was pull my old straw hat 

off my head and jump and strike at the bear and make all the noise I could.  

The bear saw I wasn't a sheep and raised up on her hind legs and made a jump 

for the woods.  I jumped the other way over the fence below the barn and up 

into the house.  The bears were so plentiful that they would chase the sheep 

and calves right to the door.  We had a big black dog that always jumped in 

between the bear and them until someone would fire a shot or drive it away 

someway.  We kept 2 guns loaded in the house for bears. I told him I saw a 

bear at the gate.  He said you had better not go out there in the dark.  I 

said I would try one shot and took the gun and went out.  Father dressed as 

quickly as he could and followed with a light. There was a fence running from 

the gate to the house.  I went to the fence and looked over into the woods 

for the bear.  It was dark and I couldn't see much but when my father came 

with a light the bear jumped.  She was only about 2 rods from me creeping 

towards me.  She broke limbs as she went and made an awful noise.  Next 

morning we went out to look where the bear had chased me.  When I was washing 

my face in the water in the long grass the bear thought I was a sheep lay 

down a little distance from me until I started for the path.  We looked where 

the bear had gone and in some soft places we could see the cub's tracks. 

The next experience I had on the farm with a bear was when I lived on 

the Lawson farm.  They sent word up that a bear had killed a sheep and was 

eating it down by the lake shore.  I took my shot gun and putting some powder 

in rolled a bullet on top.  When I got down there were about six others with 

guns.  Little Johnny Ray said he would like to take the first shot at the 

bear when it was eating the sheep.  So we agreed to let him do that.  Some 

went on one side along the shore and some on the other.  When he fired the 

big black dog ran for the bear and we all knew where the bear was by the dog.  

I ran up to where the bear and dog were.  The bear was sitting down fighting 

the dog.  I fired at the bear and know I must have struck it but not in any 

vital spot.  The bear jumped and ran again and every once in a while a shot 

would go off.  I fired three myself.  There were nine fired altogether. 
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The bear went right up through the crowd into the main forest and strange to 

say no one tried to follow the next day. The dog would have found him if any 

one had gone. 

The next time we had with a hear was on the same farm.  He killed a sheep 

for my brother and carried it down to the edge of the woods by the lake.  I 

was living then down at the store and had a team loaded up to build a bridge 

on the road about 4 or 5 miles away.  There were 2 men going with me.  There 

was a man came along before we got started and told me to come and shoot that 

bear for your brother.  I said "What bear?" He said there was a bear killed a 

sheep for your brother and he is around to get some one to shoot it.  I gave 

the reins to one of the men and told them to drive to a certain point.  I ran 

into the house and got my rifle and when I was running along the road slipped 

in 5 or 6 shells.  I ran across the fields to where the farm was and there I 

saw 3 men and 2 boys on the fence.  One of the boys was my own oldest boy.  I 

saw one of the boys take a stone and run down and fire towards the bushes.  I 

asked him where the bear was.  They said he was down there eating a sheep in 

the bushes.  I asked them why they were trying to scare him away.  One of 

these old men swore and said you can't scare him.  I did not know then that 

the bear had chased them all up on the fence.  I took my rifle and walked 

down to where the bear was.  I was looking ahead to see if I could see him.  

All of a sudden he came right towards me.  His ears laid back tight on his 

neck, His mouth wide open showing every teeth and the blood of the sheep on 

him. He gave that terrible growl and hiss.  I put the rifle to my shoulder as 

quickly as I could.  He stopped when he saw I didn't run and turned a little 

to one side to make another drive.  He was quite near to me then.  I stood my 

ground and just as he raised I fired the bullet going through his heart. He 

fell back on his back and his feet stuck through the weeds,  I gave him 

another shot.  Then the men and boys came down and one of these men had his 

gun cocked all the while and had forgotten.  Right there in the crowd his gun 

went off but it didn't happen to strike any one.  I told the boys to skin the 

bear.  He was one of biggest, roughest and oldest I ever saw.  His teeth were 

nearly worn out.  I went on to my work and the boys skinned the bear.  Bear's 

skins were very high then but I could only get a small price for that one.  

After paying my brother for the sheep I divided the rest of the money with 

the men and boys. 
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After I left school the first work I did was to help a man build a rum shop 

at my father's gate.  I didn't know at the time it was a rum shop. He said it 

was a store but before I got through I found it vas for both but liquor was 

the main thing.  The mines were running big then and the miners would come down 

in flocks to spend their money for liquor.  I made up my mind right there 

that I would never take a glass of liquor in that shop and never did 

although it was forced on me very hard.  When I kept my promise so well there 

I promised never to take a glass of liquor in any shop and kept that promise 

all my life. 

MY FIRST EXPERIENCE IN LUMBER WOODS

When I was 17 I worked my first winter in the lumber woods.  That was the 

winter of cold Friday, 62 years ago.  Next I hired with a man on the 

Magaguadavic waters and worked for him six months at $17 per month.  Before I 

got through with the winter the Civil War caused a crash on money values and 

a dollar was worth only 75¢.  I lost 25¢ on every dollar I earned.  Two 

winters after that I was logging for myself with a small crew.  The next 

winter I had a bigger crew and the fall of '69 I went in partners with 

another young man and took a big job and let out some to other parties. We 

did well that winter.  The price was very small for putting in logs, $2.75 

for hemlock and $3 for spruce.  The spring wasn't very favorable as the 

hauling broke up the first of March.  As we had a lot of supplies in the 

woods we lost a considerable on that.  My partner married that winter at 

Christman to a nice smart girl and an extra good cook.  We went down to St. 

George that spring to settle.  They were very busy in the office.  We told 

the clerk we would like to have a statement how we stood.  He gave us a 

statement on a small piece of paper and when I looked at it I said it was 

wrong.  There was a lot of supplies went into the woods that winter that I 

didn't have any bill of.  But I knew by the thousands of logs we got in that 

there was a big mistake somewhere.  We got the clerk to let us have the books 

and go to a room and look them over.  The number of thousands of logs was 

all right.  We looked over the supply bill.  That seemed to be all right 

too.  I remembered a great many of them.  Then we added up supply bills and 

in adding up he had carried one figure too many and made 1,000 more in 

supplies.  We went back and told him what we had done.  He begged us not to 

tell the boss.  We were quite well satidfied with the settlement. 
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The next summer June 4, I took a wife.  In those times we thought we must 

have a farm to settle on. So I bought the old Lawson farm.  The one that came 

in the grant with McGeorge.  It had been an extra good farm.  The old man had 

willed it to one of his boys.  The son died a week before his father.  He didn't 

change his will and they all came in for equal shares. I had to buy from five 

heirs.  The farm had not been taken care of as it should.  Everyone was 

hauling hay off it.  The buildings needed repairs. All I did that summer was 

go to Fredericton and get a cooking stove and some other furniture and put 

them in the house.  I went to the woods that fall. We made up our minds to 

fix up the house as soon as I came out of the woods. We did and moved up.  

The ceiling was very black.  There were three or four coats of white wash on 

it.  The walls were black too but we knew we could paper that.  I could see 

no other way of doing but scrape the ceiling with a spade.  We got along 

pretty well and had the house pretty well torn to pieces.  That night my 

wife took sick and the next day we had a son.  I suppose it was the roughest 

looking house that could be found.  But the women smoothed it out the best 

they could.  I had lots to do repairing the barn.  We worked along that 

summer trying to fix things up.  In fifteen months we had another son.  We 

were getting things pretty well straightened up.  In two years a daughter 

came.  Then the scene changed.  My wife was quite well but couldn't sleep 

nights.  The child was then three weeks old. I said I would call the doctor 

in and perhaps he could give her something to make her sleep.  He said there 

was nothing the matter but want of sleep and rest.  He gave her a powder to 

give her at 9 o'clock and told me to keep her quiet and let her sleep.  I 

gave the powder as the doctor ordered and in ten minutes she was raving 

wild.  She kept that up for nine days and nights.  At last she bacame quiet 

and I thought she was getting better. The fever had left her and I had 

reported that she was better.  The doctor came that night and said., " I 

thought you said this woman was getting better".  I said,"Isn't she?" and he 

said, "No, she is much worse".  She was very weak for 3 or 4 days.  She 

talked to me about the children and told me I would have to look after the 

boys.  Her mother would take care of the little girl.  The last words I 

heard her say were, "John, can't you take time today to make your peace 

with God? I was a sinner and I asked Him to forgive me and He did." 
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I was left then with three  small  children  and an old worn out farm with a  lot  of  cattle,   

horses and sheep to look after.     I  took the   boys  down   to my father's  where   they  had 

a  good home and my sister   took   good   care  of them. I would go  up and look  after  

my  stock   in   the  day  time and put in a lonely  day and go  down at  night with  the  

boys.     I made up my mind  to   sell everything  that  I  could.     I  sold everything 

but  the  horses  that  spring  I had to keep  them to cut  the  hay.     That fall   I  sold 

the  farm,   horses and  everything. I would  like  then  to  have  gone  to  California.     

I often  thought  I would like to go.     But  I couldn't  think  of that and leave my 

children.     So I had to stay and do  something.     I  thought  I would put up a 

little  store about a mile and a  half down   stream   from  my father's  house.     Then   

I  filled it  up with goods and was  getting a  fair  share of  trade.     A country  store  

then was a  pretty hard thing to run.     The people  got in the way of buying and 

never saying anything about  pay.     The  farmers  expected to pay every fall  and 

didn't want  to  be  hurried.     The  others without  property often got  things and 

run up a   big  bill  and  go away never  to  be   seen  again.     There were  too many 

stores here and they were independent.     If one  wouldn't  sell  them   goods another 

would.     Two  of these  stores  failed. 

While  I was  sitting outside of  the  store waiting for  customers  I would 

look  at  that  stream  with its  great volumes  of water  flowing down.     I thought 

why couldn't  I  have  a little mill  on  the  stream   to  saw lumber  for  the natives. I  

thought it  over a  great  deal.     The  trouble was  I didn't  have  the  capital. I  

talked it over with my brother-in-law and asked him  how he would like to  go 

partners with me.     He  said he thought it  would be fine.     He thought  he  could 

pay his  half by raising  some money on  his  farm.   He  could look  after  the mill 

and the  sawing and  I  could tend the  store and look  after  the  outside work. We 

went  for a millwright to  come and look   over  the  site.     He   said it was all good 

enough and we got him to make out a bill of scantling for the mill.     We then 

went and  got  the deeds  fixed up.     I  had to  buy half the mill privilege from   

him.     We  got a lawyer  to fix everything  straight and wrote out a partnership 

agreement.     The whole  thing  cost  some money.     I  then let  out some  frame  stuff 

to anyone  that would get it.     Some  owed me and were glad to get  some  

scantling.     By spring  I had it all  on the ground waiting for the millwrights  to  

come.     There were two  came who lived down around  Eastport. We  had  to have a 

lot  of men and carpenters.     The  timber was  heavy and hard to  handle.     I  had  to 

get  boarding places  for the men who had no homes  of their  own.     They  soon  had 

the  frame  of the mill  up.     Then  the  hypocrites and backbiters began their work. 
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They  would  come and pat me  on the  shoulder and  say how glad  we  are to see you  

build that mill and  then go back to my partner’s   father  and  say  what  a  fool that  

man is.     He  will  spend  all  his  money and  all   your   son ' s   too and  won't  have  

it  finished  then.     And if they have  it  finished  they have no logs   to   saw.     

They kept  this  thing talked around more  than  I knew.     At last   the  old  man 

came to me and  said, "Don't you  think   you have  done  a  very foolish thing  to 

build a mill as  big as that.     It will   take  all   the  property we  have and  then  

there  will   be no logs to  saw".     I  said,   "We have a mill  wright to tell  us 

how big a mill  to build and he  ought  to know,"  he said,   "That man doesn't  care  

how much  expenses he puts  you to.     He is  used to  big mills."  I  said the mill  

had  to be  so high to make the  sweep work and so long for long lumber and so 

wide to get room  to work.     I never asked my partner for any money.     I 

furnished every-thing until a little  before the millwrights were going home.     

I  said to him, "I'll  have to  have  some money from   you.     The millwrights will  

have to  be paid and  belting and other articles  have to  be bought which will  

take  some money.     He told me he hadn't any money.     I asked him  if he  

couldn't raise some on his place and he  said his father wouldn't allow him  to.     

I told him   he  had me in a pretty  bad hold if he  couldn't put any money in.     He  

said the  best thing you can  do is to take it all   over yourself.     So  I did and 

bought his  share  of the land where the mill  stood.     I  then thought that  I 

could go out and hire  some money.     But  the hypocrites  had got the word 

around  that  I was going to fail  and  I couldn't hire any around where their 

talk  was.     I knew a man who had money and was a good friend of mine.     I went 

to him   and asked him  if  I  could hire  some money.     I wanted to fix up the mill.   

He  said,   "Yes,   I  can give you what money you want.     The  boys in town have it  

to put  our  for me.     He meant  the  Van Wart lawyers.     He  said he would send 

them  word to let me  have it.     I  said  I wanted to go  down  on a certain day 

and he  said it would  be all  right.     When  I went to  the lawyer's office to get 

the man's  son was  sitting there.     I told him  what  I came down for. He  told 

me they xouldn't let me have any money.     I  said,   "All  right" and walked  out.     

I kney the hyprocites  had  got  their  story there.     I was pretty badly struck  

then and knew  I had to get  out from  where  they had  sounded their  cry and did  

so.     I asked a man in  Magaguadavic if  he  could let me have what  I wanted he  

said he  could.     It  was  in a  bank  in Fredericton and he would have to go  down 

to get it.     I took   him   down and got  the money and bought  my  belting and  fixed 
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up  the millwrights   by paying them   part and the rest in  three  months.     I  then 

had  the mill  working all  right. 

I  needed logs  for  the  next  spring and  I knew  I must  have  supplies  to do it  

with.     I was  trading with A.  F.   Randolph.     He kept a   big wholesale store and 

was president  of the Peoples Bank.     I knew  I  owed  him   something for  supplies.     

I got for  the  store but he  had never  sent any bill.     My store was  getting pretty  

then  supplying all   the  families.     I   sent an order to Randolph for  supplies  for 

the winter.     He  sent  them  right up and a note for three months  taking in what  I  

owed him  before.     When  I looked at the note  I knew I  couldn't pay it in three 

months but  I  said  nothing.     I kept right  on to do the  best  I  could.     My father  

came down  one  day.     He had heard that  I was hard up and about to fail.     When 

he asked me how  I was getting along  I  said it was tough enough but  guessed I 

could pull  through.     He told me whatever  I did to  be honest.     It was  the  case  

of many a  good man to fail. I thought it  was  very good advice  but a poor thing 

to meet a  note in the  bank with.     I knew he would help me if he  could but he 

had no money and I didn't ask  him   for any.     I kept  saving all  the money  I  

could get hold of.     In a few days  before the note was  due  I went around among  the 

men who  owed me  and told them   I must have money or  something.     None  of them   

had any money to  speak  of.     I told them   I would take their notes at  six 

months and if they couln't meat it at that time  I would try and help them.     

Some were quite willing to give me their notes.     I took   what  I  could get and 

when  I was going home that night  I overtook   one  of my neighbor's  boys.     I 

told him how I had been trying to  get money to meet a note in the  bank  and 

could scarcely get any.     He went  home and told his father.     Early next 

morning his father  came to my house and said he was told I was looking  for 

money and he had some that  I could use and when  I got  some  give it  back  to 

him.  I thanked him and said I ' d  give him my note with interest.     He  said he 

didn't want any note  or any interest and went  home.     Afterwards  I paid him 

good interest .  

I then felt quite independent.     I went  down  before the note was due to  

see the president.     I asked him if  I hadn't a note  coming due in a few days.     

He  said  I  had and wanted to know how much  I could pay on it.     I said I could 

pay him half.     He  said that was  good enough,   as well as any of them  did and 

he would make a  small note for  the balance in  three months. I said,   "I want to 

pay you in full  for that note.     I ' v e  taken  some notes from my customers 
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for six months and I want you to take them".  He looked them over and said 

they were all right.  He knew the people very well. There was one he might 

have to sue.  That is something I never did or never intend to do.  He told 

me to take the notes and collect them myself and he would give me all the 

time I wanted.  So that ended all my financial troubles. 

My mill was sawing good.  I could sell all my lumber at the mines. They 

paid every month.  I took contracts for cordwood and took cordwood from my 

customers for pay.  Every payday I had a lot of money coming in and it went 

right down to the bank or to the wholesale house.  If I wanted any money out 

of the bank my brother James would put his name on my note and I could get 

what I wanted. 

LOOKING FOR A SECOND WIFE 

Things went on very prosperous in every way.  I sold more goods in the 

store, had men in the woods, in the mill and on the farm and had no boarding 

place for them.  I thought I must have a home as I was boarding out myself 

and to get a wife with the qualifications I wanted her to have was pretty 

hard to get.  I wanted her to be a good housekeeper, to get along well with 

the servant girl to be good natured and kind to my children and have 

education enough to look after my business.  I suppose I was expecting too 

much but I got one to fill the bill very well.  It was one of the neighbor's 

girls.  We kenw each other all our lives.  We got hitched up on the fourth 

of July.  Everything went along fine.  She looked well after the house and 

my boys.  Their mother couldn't have done any more for them.  She looked 

after the store and my books and kept a capable girl in the house.  In the 

following April she gave birth to twins, a boy and a girl.  The girl was 

strong and healthy looking but died at her birth.  The boy was small and 

weakly and nobody thought he would live but he grew in time and now is the 

biggest son I have.  In due time there came a girl and in two years another 

girl.  My wife seemed to be quite well all the time.  In two weeks after 

the last child was born the girl called me in one Sunday afternoon and said 

she was sleeping too much.  I spoke to her and she would rouse up a few 

minutes and then go to sleep again.  I thought there must be something 

wrong and sent for the doctor.  He said he couldn't see anything wrong and 
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thought   she  would   be all right soon.     She kept sleeping away and after awhile we 

couldn't  waken her and in twenty-four  hours   she was  dead.  I was then  in a 

worse position  then  ever.     I  had  six  small children to look after  and  no  head   

to the house.     I knew it  had   to   be run  with  hired  help and happened  to get a  

very  capable girl.     She  had  her  sister  come and  help her   sometimes and  they 

got, along very well.     After a long while  she  thought she was tied down too 

closely and went  to a place in  Calais  where  she had been  before.     I then 

had to get another girl and it wasn't long till  she got married and went 

away.     It  seemed that after  I got a girl acquainted with the  business  some  

one came and married her.     The last  one  I had didn't leave to get married  but  

I knew  she was  going to  be in a  short  time.     I then had  to look  out  for 

another housekeeper.     There  was a  young widow lived about a mile away.     

Her husband died after they were married a  short time.     He left her a house 

and farm  that  she was trying to work  alone. I knew  she was a very economical  

woman.     I talked to her in a  business way. I told  her  she was running her 

farm  alone and  I was running mine without a housekeeper.     Wouldn't it  be  

better to make one house do us  both and save a lot  of firewood.     At last we 

agreed to hitch up.     I don't  think either  one  of have  ever regretted what we 

did.     From that union we have had four children,  two  boys and two girls.     

I now have  ten children alive five girls and five  boys.     Seven  of these are 

in the United States and three in New Brunswick. 

I have  sold my mill  and lumber lands and have retired for life. 

I am  waiting,  waiting on the bank   of Life's  stream, 

My labor and work  is all done. 

I am  waiting,  waiting for the Voice that will   say, 

"Come your prize and victory is won." 



 

FAMILY RECORDS OF MCMURRAY FAMILY

James McMurray of Parish of Urr Scotland and Rosannah Donnelly of Co. 
Tyrone, Ireland married June 30, 183- at Lake George by Rev. Mr. 
Wiggins of Church of England.  Witnesses Alex McLean and Janet Moris. 
 

* * * 

MARRIAGES 

Catherine McMurray md. William Lockhard April 17, 1862 
Martha McMurray md. Isaac Lawson 
John McMurray md. Hellen Morris 
George McMurray md. Jane Scott 
James F. McMurray md. Mary Neill 

Sept. 6, 1864 
June 6, 1871 
Oct. 30, 1872 
Sept. 23, 1879 

* * * 

BIRTHS 
 
Bridget McMurray 

 
b. 

 
May 

 
4, 

 
1836 

Martha McMurray b. April 15, 1838 

Catherine McMurray b. May 3, 1840 

John McMurray b. May 10, 1843 

Mary Ann McMurray b. April 2, 1845 

George McMurray b. May 6, 1847 

James McMurray b. April 10, 1849 

Henry McMurray b. Oct. 10, 1851 

Charles G.G. McMurray b. Feb. 19, 1854 

Anthony Thompson McMurray b. April 8, 1856 

    * * * 

DEATHS 

Mary Ann McMurray d. 6 yrs. 
Charles Gordon Glass McMurray d. 6 yrs. 
Anthony Thompson McMurray d. 21 yrs. 
John R. McMurray d. Oct. 15, 1879, 63 yrs. 
James McMurray d. Feb. 22, 1884, 73 yrs. 
Rosanan McMurray d. 15 yrs. 
Bridget McMurray d. April 28,1902, 66 yrs. 
George McMurray d. Nov. 14, 1919, 73 yrs. 
Catherine McMurray(Lockhard) d. April 27, 1920, 80 yrs. 
Henry McMurray d. April 2, 1922, 70 yrs. 



McMURRAY 

Deaths continued ... 

John McMurray d. Nov. 6, 1922, 79 yrs. 

Martha McMurray (Lawson)  d. Fev. 9, 1934, 95 yrs. 10 months 
* * *  

HISTORY 

James McMurray was born May 1st. 1811 in the Parish of Cross, Mitchel 

Gallowshire, Scotland. 

Rosanah McMurray was born Aug. 15, 1817 in the County Tyrone, Ireland. 

John R. McMurray born Sept. 13, 1815 Parish of Un   Scotland. 

John McMurray md. (1) Helen Morris  June 6, 1871 

(2) Elizabeth Graham July 4, 1877 

(Dau. of Patrick Graham and Katherine Duncan) 

(3) Emily Scott 

(Dau. of Samuel and Jane Scott) 

Children by the three marriages . . .  

1st. wife 

1. Charles McMurray April 6, 1872- July 18, 1954 
2. Fred McMurray    June 15, 1873- June 5,  1943 

3. Hellen(Nellie) McMurray Jan. 21, 1875- March 24, 1969 

md.  John Glendenning 

Children to 2nd wife 

4. Frank Herbert McMurray April 6, 1878- Sept. 1946 

5. Inez Matilda McMurray March 1, 1881- Feb. 2, 1966 

6. Elizabeth McMurray Oct. 6, 1882- Aug. 27, 1956 

md. Murray Rosborough 

Children to 3rd wife 

7. James Albert McMurray Sept. 5, 1886- June 23, 1942 

md. Gladys Rosborough 

8. Jessie McMurray (not md.) March 12, 1888- 

9. Guy McMurray   July 11, 1890- Feb. 10, 1976 

md. Gertrude Hood 

10. Bertha McMurray Feb. 14. 1894-

md. Melvin Durgin 



Cemetery Records of McMurray Family 
 
MicMac – Lake George Cemetery 
 
Agnes McGeorge   - 1853  81 yrs. 
Jane McGeorge   - 1824. 30 yrs. 
John McGeorge   - 1822  40 yrs. 
John Rea McGeorge  - 1855 82 yrs. 
Bridget McMurra  - 1902 y 1836  
C.G.G. McMurray   - 1854 6 yrs. 
Hellen McMurray   - 1875 24 yrs. 
Henry McMurray   1851 - 1922 
James McMurray   1811 - 1884. native of Dumfriesshire, Scotland 
John R. McMurray  - 1879 63 yrs. 
Mary Ann McMurray  1845         6 yrs. 
Rosa McMurray   - 1893 76 yrs. 
 
Magundy Cemetery 

 Emily McMurray      1863  - 1942 Nov. 6 
Guy McMurray        1890  - 1976 
Inez M. McMurray    1881  - 1966 
John McMurray       1843  - 1922 

 
Old Magundy Cemetery

 Margaret Ray                     - 1873 Nov. 28 37 yrs. 
          (Wife of James Henry) 
Native of Donegal, Ireland 
James Henry                 - 1889 Jan. 6 74 yrs. 
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