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In the beginning…

The first history of New Brunswick: 1825, is the first comprehensive written work about the 
province of New Brunswick. Author and New Brunswick’s first historian Peter Fisher, describes Lake 
George, as one of “several fine lakes, of this, (Prince William) parish… with “a fine settlement on its 
banks”. (Fisher 57) The lake discharges its waters into the St. John, by a stream called the Poquihouk, 
which is an Indian name, signifying a “dreadful place”. Obviously early visitors were not able to 
appreciate the area as many of us do today. 

By the late 18th century, there were too many settlers at the mouth of the river, the King’s 
American Dragoons were ordered to the Pokiok, where the new settlement of Prince William was 
forming in 1786. They were stationed there in order “to save expense to the government” and with the 
understanding that they “would have a time to erect shelters before the onset of winter.” The regiment 
was disbanded and moved north shortly after. Fisher noted that several of the men and officers of the 
regiment had settled in the area but that by 1825, very few were living, however, some of their 
descendants were occupying lands and doing well. (MacNutt 29)

With less land available along the river by the early 19th century, immigrants to the province were 
trekking inland to establish their farms. The first to settle on Lake George, were John McGeorge, (b.ca 
1782) from Gallowshire Scotland and Alexander Lawson, (b.ca. 1795) from Dumfriesshire. They arrived 
in New Brunswick, in 1817, following many weeks of traveling the Atlantic by ship; they landed at St. 
John harbour. From there they took a steamship to Fredericton, where canoes took them upriver to an 
Indian trail on the south bank of the St. John River. They travelled 6 miles inland to the lake which was 
named Seven Mile Lake at that time. Not far from the shore of the lake they found a spring where they 
decided to settle and build their first camp. This spring still produces good water and is the water source 
for the MickMack Trailer Club. 

The  establishment  of  a 
settlement on the lake began not long 
after  the arrival  of  the  Loyalists  and 
other  immigrants  from Great  Britain 
and the United States. The Saint John 
River, offered the only easy access to 
much of the best farmland and timber 
resources  in  the  province.  New 
arrivals to the province used the river 
as a highway to travel inland from the 
coast, where they had landed in ships 
at St. John harbour. 

 
Survey of roads in Lake George area of York County, c. 1825
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According to the “Memorial of John McGeorge and Alexander Lawson”, written on October 
1818, they claimed to be "...natives of North Britain ..." and that they “...emigrated to this Province in the 
year 1817 ..." They were petitioning His Excellency Major General George Stacey-Smyth, Lieutenant 
Governor and Commander-in-Chief of the province for land, " ...at or near a certain lake situate in the rear 
of the Prince William Grant, commonly called the Seven Mile Lake." 

           Their petition for land in 1818, 
described the area as “altogether in a 
wild and uncultured state.” On 
September 17th, 1819, McGeorge 
and Lawson were granted 200 acres 
each, near this fresh water spring. 
The land grant was written on
 a parchment, with the King’s seal 
attached by a leather cord. (See right)
Both properties were recorded in the 
same grant and divided later.

In October of 1818, Adam Wyse, Sr. and seventeen others applied for land around the lake. Their 
purpose was"...forming a settlement in the rear of the second tier of lots in the Parish of Prince William at 
a lake called the Seven Mile Lake." The note made by the authorities at the end of the petition was 
“...recommended so as not to interfere with the application made by John McGeorge and Alexander 
Lawson." (McMurray 2003)

McGeorge was soon looked upon as the “leader of the settlers”. He looked after many things 
within the growing settlement including road development. After they had been settled on their new land 
for some time, McGeorge and Lawson wrote to their families in Scotland and some made the journey 
across the Atlantic to settle in New Brunswick. 

One day in 1822, after shooting some form of game, (whether moose, deer or caribou, depending 
on who one speaks with) an Indian named Peter Pennard became upset that McGeorge was hunting what 
little game there was in the area. Pennard subsequently shot McGeorge when he came out to put in his 
cow. Pennard fled the area and was later apprehended by settlers from the surrounding area who had 
organized a hunting party. The following is an account of William Cook Joslin’s participation in the 
pursuit of McGeorge’s murder:

In January 1822, Captain Joslin was involved in a notorious event that occurred in Prince William 
parish. John McGeorge emigrated from Scotland and settled near Lake George. In January 1822 he shot 
a moose or a caribou that wondered into his farm yard. He was approached by a native and his wife who 
said that they had tracked the animal for three days and demanded a portion of its meat. McGeorge 
refused. The next morning his neighbour John Rae noticed that McGeorge’s cow was outside its barn. 
Rae walked over and told McGeorge and the two went to get the cow back into the barn. As they 
approached the barn Rae saw a flash of a gun, heard the report of a gun and saw McGeorge fall to the 
ground. Rae saw two natives at the barn and noticed one of them was reloading his gun. Rae fled to the 
nearest neighbours. Several of the neighbours tried to find the natives but the two had escaped. 
Shortly afterwards, Captain William Cook Joslin looked out of his kitchen window and saw a “small 
smoke” which was what people at that time called a fire started by natives. He got his neighbour, Mr. 
Ingraham, and they crossed the river to the mouth of Sinnett Creek where they enlisted the help of James 
Pennington who noticed he was missing a sheep and suspected the natives of taking it. More neighbours 
were aroused and two search parties were organized. One group went up the creek near Pennington’s 

This original land grant now belongs to the McMurray family.
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farm and the other, consisting of Henry Niles, Ben Atherton, and Ira Ingraham went along a back road 
toward Scotch Lake. Near the farm of Jack Gibson, they found a trial of blood on the snow. One man 
went back to get the searchers who went up the creek, and the rest followed the trail of blood. They found 
one native down in a gulch near Mill Hill. He fled when he saw the men and they followed him. 
Eventually he was intercepted by Joshua Hallett and John Gibson and driven back to Niles and Atherton 
who got him to surrender. He was arrested and found to be in a half-starved state with frozen knees. 
Captain Joslin retrieved the native’s musket and took him back to his house. From there he was sent 
down to Fredericton where he went to trial. During the trial, John Rae was called to identify the man. He 
said that he was “a long tall short stout man”. With such a poor description, the man was freed. The 
native went upriver and committed other crimes for which he was arrested, tried and sentenced to hang. 
At that time he confessed to killing McGeorge and his own wife and others. McGeorge was buried near 
Lake George. Years later his remains were moved to the Lake George cemetery. The Joslin Family still 
owns the rifle used in the murder of John McGeorge. 

It is commonly believed that the lake was named for John McGeorge, and over time this story has 
evolved from historical fact, to a legend rooted in oral tradition, passed from one generation to the next. 
Few people, whether long term residents of Lake George or the occasional visitor to the area are 
unfamiliar with the story of “George McGeorge”.  In fact the Provincial Archives of New Brunswick’s 
listing for Lake George notes the lake derived its name from a “George McGeorge”. 

After his death John McGeorge’s land went to his sister’s family. James McMurray was about 
eleven years old when his uncle was shot. He, his brother, John, and a cousin by the name of Brown 
became heirs to the McGeorge property. James McMurray was born in Dumfriesshire, in 1811. He 
immigrated to Lake George, in 1829. After arriving in New Brunswick, McMurray married, and tried 
living in the west for a short time. He decided to settle and raise his family in Lake George near his 
brother John. McMurray was a farmer, and he established his farm on the land he and his brother had 
inherited from McGeorge. He eventually had ten children and his descendants still reside in Lake George 
today. According to the 1861 New Brunswick Census, he "owned 130 acres of land valued at $1200; also, 
3 horses, 4 milk cows, 16 sheep, and 3 swine.” (McMurray 2003)

John 
McGeorge’s gravestone

New Brunswick Courier, February 2, 1822.

 “On the morning of the 21st, Mr. John 
McGeorge of Prince William in consequence 
of being shot by an Indian job the 9th inst. Mr. 
McGeorge was a native of Scotland, and came 
to this province about five years ago, and was 
one of the first settlers of Lake George, which 
took its name from him. He was a man of 
genuine piety and exemplary morals, and bore 
his melancholy fate with great patience and 
resignation.”

http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/6/65/John_McGeorge_gravestone02_Lake_George_NB.jpg
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McMurray’s brother, Johnny Ray McMurray, was very small, but when he became old enough, 
he went to Fredericton and took a shoemakers course. He may have been the smallest man in New 
Brunswick (approximately 3 feet tall), but he became known as “The Shoemaker” and made shoes for 
many local families that were moving into the settlement. 

Gradually the Lake George settlement increased, Alexander Lawson was raising a large family 
and new immigrants had settled along the land surrounding the lake. The community grew to include 
Donnelly Settlement formerly called Scotch Settlement. Named for John Donnelly and Patrick Donnelly 
in the 1880’s, the Donnelly’s purchased the land from Patrick Marlow. This land was originally settled by 
a black man named Andrew Rush. Rush was one the first people granted land in this area above the lake. 
In 1830 he petitioned for 100 acres. In the following decade other settlers such as Jeremiah Shea, John 
Nicholson Jr., John Nicholson Sr., and Cornelius Duggan started farms on the lake

John Ray McMurray, b.09/13/1815- d.10/15/1879

Johnny Ray’s pipe and eye glasses still belong to the 
McMurray family.

One 
of the first McMurray cabins built on the lake
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Roads were constructed and mills on the Pokiok stream provided work. In the 1820’s and 30’s 
James Morris petitioned for the construction of several mills around the lake. 

The people were supplied with religious services for almost fifty years by Rev. Saunders, a 
Baptist Minister, after which, Rev. McCurdy of Keswick preached for the community. The first church 
building was erected in the 1850’s. The land was bought from Alexander Lawson for five shillings. It was 
not until 1831 that a school house was built.

Sch
ool children from 1890’s

Chu
rch and School house
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In 1863, antimony sulfide was first discovered in the Lake George area, during road construction activities. 
The land in the immediate vicinity of the works was under cultivation, but had been uncleared until 
recently. Three shafts were sunk on the property between 1863 and 1969 to mine the three main mineralized veins. 

By 1871, Lake George was a farming settlement with a population of 100. Families had lived on 
the land for several generations and they began dividing their farms for their children. During the early 
20th century land was settled at the edge of the shore for cottages. Several farmers who had worked the 
land for several decades broke sections into camp lots. Dr. and Mrs. McKenzie had one of the first camps 
on Lake George. By 1936 there were roughly six or seven camps on each side of the shore. As more 
people settled in the area, Lake George grew from a simple farming community, to a retreat that people 
from the surrounding area could visit to swim and fish. People frequently traveled to the lake on Sunday 
afternoons. 

“one Sunday through the summer there would be open
 air service and they would take the pulpit and the organ 
down to the lake and chairs and things and that is where 
they had their afternoon services at the lake and quite 
often people took their picnic baskets and ate down there.”

With the amount of new people coming to the lake and buying cottages the community continued 
to change. In the mid-1900s, a canteen and dancing hall opened on the lake shore. More roads to the lake 
shore were constructed bringing in more to the area. Today, Lake George continues to have many families 
that reside at the lake all year-round and a thriving community of people that make the trek to the shore 
during the summer months.  It has been almost two hundred years since the lake was first settled by 
McGeorge and Lawson. The knotty top of the first hemlock tree they felled can still be seen near the 
border of the old cemetery where they both lay. These men have left behind a legacy for all those who 
followed behind them and call Lake George their home.

Mine 
Workers
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Sources

Legislative Assembly : Sessional Records, 
Provincial Archives of New Brunswick

S30-P44, F17136
Petition of Benjamin Bourne, and sixteen others, of Prince William, York County, praying remuneration 
of expenses incurred in pursuing the murderers of the late John McGeorge. 25 Feb. 1822, p.32.

S30-R9.8, F17137
Account of George Morehouse for surveying a road from the Saint John River to Lake George, York 
County.

S35-P35, F17175
Petition of James Morris praying for a premium for erecting a flour and oat mill at Lake George in York 
County. 16 Feb. 1827, p.26.

S38-R7.253, F17410
Account of Archibald Moody for the road from Lake George to Magundy Settlement, York County. 

S40-P96, F17449
Petition of sundry inhabitants of Magaguadavic, York County, praying aid to open a road from the Forks 
to Lake George. 2 Mar. 1831, p.60. 

S43-R20.23, F17136
Account of Robert MacLean, Commissioner of the Bye Road from the river to his farm on Lake George; 
a Road from R. McLean's to Henry Kitchen's; a road from the school house to Pickard's and a road from 
Pickard's to Magundy Bridge, York County.

S33-P8
Petition of James Morris praying assistance in erecting a grist mill and mill for dressing flax in Prince 
William Parish, York County. 8 Feb. 1825, p.11. (missing)

S34-P65, F17171
Petition of James Morris praying aid to erect a hulling mill at Prince William, York County. 10 Feb. 
1826, p.48.

S36-P159, F17183
Petition of James Morris praying aid to build a mill for hulling and grinding oats in Prince William, York 
County. 12 Mar. 1828, p.81.

S40-R2.72, F17421
Account of James Morris for the road from Scotch Settlement to the Saint John River, York County.

Maps
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Provincial Archives of New Brunswick

H1-203.7-1833 Map showing timber licenses in the vicinity of Lake George, York County, New 
Brunswick

H3-203.7-1825 Survey of roads in Lake George area of York County, c. 1825

H4-203.7-1839 Survey for J.Parent in the vicinity of Lake George, York County, New Brunswick

MC300-203.7-1880 (MS43, #43) Map showing granted lots bordered by Lake George, Magaguadavic 
Lake and the St. John River in York County

RS656/24 Chain maps J-23, J24

Daniel F Johnson Website Newspaper Vital Statistics
(The following was recorded in its original text where possible)

Provincial Archives of New Brunswick 

The New Brunswick Royal Gazette 
Volume 2 Number 1246 
Rank 112 
Date January 29 1822 
County York 
Place Fredericton 
d. 21st., John McGeorge, Prince William, York Co., shot by Indian. 

The New Brunswick Royal Gazette 
Volume 3 Number 557 
Rank 112 
Date September 13 1825 
County York 
Place Fredericton 
Captured yesterday, Peter PENNARD, Indian, for murder of John McGeorge, Lake George. 

The Fredericton Evening Capital 
Volume 58 Number 1774 
Rank 202 
Date June 24 1882 
County York 
Place Fredericton 
We regret to announce the death of Alexander LAWSON of Prince William (York Co.) which occurred 
Wednesday last. He was well known in Prince William as a business man, keeping a store on the main 
road. The funeral took place yesterday and the remains were interred in the Presbyterian Cemetery at 
Lake George. 
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The Fredericton Evening Capital 
Volume 66 Number 579 
Rank 89 
Date December 4 1886 
County York 
Place Fredericton 
The settlement of Lake George (York Co.) was made by two Dumfrieshire Scotsmen named LAWSON 
and McGeorge in 1819. The first tree felled by them was a hemlock, the knotty top of which is still to be 
seen near the border of the old cemetery where they both lay. Mr. McGeorge was shot by an Indian one 
morning, two years after his arrival, while attending to his cattle. The murderer was duly apprehended and 
tried in Fredericton, but from want of sufficient evidence the jury failed to convict. Gradually the 
settlement increased, Mr. Lawson raising a large family. Four of his sons are still alive, the eldest 63 
years of age. 

Saint John Globe 
Volume 67 Number 3650 
Rank 304 
Date May 14 1887 
County Saint John 
Place Saint John 
Rev. Thos. W. SAUNDERS, Baptist Minister, died at his home in Prince William (York Co.) Sunday eve. 
last at 85 years of age. Deceased was born in Prince William and always lived there, being one of the 
oldest settlers of the parish. He has been in the ministry for 55 years. His funeral was held at Prince 
William, Wednesday, the funeral sermon being preached by Rev. B.N. Hughes - Fredericton 'Gleaner' 

Sources - The Murder of John McGeorge
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 1871 New Brunswick Census
 (He) " ...was shot by an Indian in 1819 [sic]. This incident was provoked by McGeorge shooting
a caribou or moose the Indian had been tracking all day.

The Royal Gazette, September 13, 1825
Peter Pennard, the Indian said to be the murderer of John McGeorge, of Lake George, in the
Parish of Prince William, was apprehended yesterday and committed to Gaol [jail].

New Brunswick National Archives
John McGeorge died Jan. 21, 1822 after being shot by an Indian, Peter Pennard. Peter was
involved in other crimes, captured on Sept.l3, 1825, and was hanged.

The Royal Gazette, January 29, 1822
Note - - The description of the person of the said Peter Pennard, as I am informed, is as follows,
About 5 feet 9 or 10 inches high, broad shoulders, small waist, Roman nose, a little pock marked, has a 
scar on the right side of his face above the mouth, and is about 20 years of age.

The Royal Gazette, January 29, 1822
We are happy to state that one of the Indians concerned in shooting Mr. McGeorge is taken and
committed to jail. In the night of the 18th instant, he crossed over from Prince William to Queensbury, and
killed a sheep in Mr. James Pennington's yard opposite the lower end of Bear Island. The next morning 
Mr. Pennington found the head and skin of the sheep lying in the yard and alarmed the neighbours, who
immediately collected and went in pursuit of him. He walked a considerable distance along a fence, and
could only be traced by the blood which dropped at intervals from the carcase [sic] on the snow. He was
tracked, however, to where he had encamped, and from thence persued [sic] hotly through the woods by a
numerous and resolute party, until at length, worn out with fatigue, he was overtaken by Mr. Henry Niles
and Mr. Benjamin Atherton, to whom he gave up his gun and surrendered himself a prisoner. The next 
day he was conveyed to town.

Hue and Cry!
To all Constables and other Officers as well in the said County of York as elsewhere, to whom the 
execution hereof doth or shall belong: Whereas by an Inquisition taken before me, William Tavlor, 
Esquire, Coroner for the said County of York, this twenty-fourth day of January, in the second year of His 
Majesty's Reign, one Peter Pennard, an Indian of the Mickmack Tribe, stands charged with the willful 
murder of one John McGeorge late of the Parish of Prince William, in the said County: And whereas he, 
the said Peter Pennard, did fly and withdraw himself to a place unknown, and is not yet apprehended - 
These are therefore to command you forthwith to raise the power of the Towns or Parishes within your 
several precincts and to make diligent search therein for the above named Peter Pennard, and to make 
fresh pursuit and hue and cry after him, from Town to Town and from County to County, as well by 
Horsemen as by Footmen, and to give due notice thereof in writing, describing in such notice the name of 
the person and the offence aforesaid, unto every next Constable on every side, until the said Peter 
Pennard shall be apprehended, that you do forthwith carry him before some one of His Majesty's Justices 
of the Peace in and for the County where he shall be so apprehended to be by such justice examined and 
dealt with according to law: and hereof fail not respectively upon the peril that shall ensue thereon.
Given under my hand and seal, at Fredericton, in the said County of York, the 24th day of January.
Aforesaid, in the year aforesaid.

WM. TAYLOR, Coroner
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Excerpt from a letter written in April, 1905 concerning the death of John McGeorge, by E. M. 
Lyons, Sheriff York County, to Mr. Crewdson and to Mr. T.H. Perley of Bear Island, York County, 
in the Province of New Brunswick, 

He, (McGeorge) and a man named Ray were the first settlers at Lake 
George, Prince William in the county of York. McGeorge and Ray had a 
log house and a few log barns or hovels, and each of them kept a cow. 
Early one morning in February, 1820 Ray got up before daylight to 
start his wood fire. Looking out he observed that McGeorge’s cow was 
out of doors. Thinking that something must be wrong he went over to 
McGeorge’s cabin and asked what his cow was doing out. McGeorge said 
that he did not know and that he went out to see about it.  As they 
neared the barn, Ray saw the flash of a gun saw McGeorge fall and 
heard the report of a gun. He ran out instantly and came upon two 
Indians standing at the barn door. The shorter Indian was engaged in 
reloading his gun. They started out at once, leaving Ray with McGeorge 
who was dead. Ray soon made his way to the nearest settlers at the 
river to secure help. The neighbors at once organized for pursuit. 
Captain Joslin, Bowen Hoyt, Bradbury Jones, and Hammond were among 
those most active. A messenger was sent to Fredericton and a warrant 
was issued for the Indians’ apprehension, dead or alive. It is thought 
to be Sherriff Miller’s time. A party of friendly Indians from French 
Village assisted in the hunt which led to and up the Pokiok stream. 
This party was out for three weeks, and hopes, fears, and adventures 
individually and collectively, could now be reproduced, would make 
interesting reading. There was not the fullest faith between the 
whites and their red brothers, and eventually all trace of the 
described Indians was lost and the search party returned home.

It was found that later one of the two Indians (the other had never 
been seen again by white men) had returned to the neighborhood and 
following out a logging road where white settlers had brought out 
logs, made his way into an impenetrable swamp thicket on the waterloo 
stream, and had made himself a camp. The farmers along the river began 
to lose sheep at intervals and suspicion was aroused and a search was 
made. A big thaw settled in, and the Indian crossed the river to the 
Queensbury side of the mouth of Pender Brook, stopping there awhile 
and then going up Pennington Brook. At a low barn that stood just 
across the road from where Frederic Sinnett now lives, he had killed 
and skinned and disemboweled a fat Wether, throwing the skin up on the 
roof. This was at James Pennington’s, father of Rev. William 
Pennington who was a stout boy at the time.

In the morning the hue and cry aroused the neighbors search for the 
killer of the sheep. It was found he had thrown the sheep back and 
walked a log brush fence up the creek. While some of the party were 
following up this trail, Henry Niles, Benjamin Atherton and Ira 
Ingraham went out on a road leading towards what is now Scotch Lake. A 
man named Jack Gibson lived back there some half mile or so. Coming to 
the house some of the party wanted a drink and went in. There was no 
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fresh water in the house so jack took a pail and went down to the 
creek. There he saw a trail, with drops of blood on the snow. One man 
was sent back to hurry stragglers while the others hastened on the 
trail. Which is now called Mill Hill and Bridge, there is a steep 
gulch and a little flat nook with a high steep overlooking the bank on 
the river side, and more of a sloping bank on the other side. When the 
party of whites came on the bluff they saw a fire down on the flat, 
and a piece of meat spitted on a stick roasting, a pair of snowshoes 
and a gun. The snowshoes were standing, drying. The Indian was seen 
getting some dry wood for his fire from an old slab. He had no axe. He 
made a quick rush to the fire got his snowshoes, a long coat and his 
gun and ran hastily up the north bank and disappeared. He was next 
seen some half a mile further back where there was a sharp little 
horse back on the upper side of the now scotch Lake Road. Josiah 
Hallet fired twice and missed both times. J.John Gibson leveled his 
Queen Anne at him and it refused to go off. The Indian made a sudden 
dash. This Indian made this dash at the party, presenting his gun at 
their heads. They scattered and he passed right through them and ran 
against Niles and Atherton who presented their guns and shouted for 
him to stop. He made one or two mighty leaps and stopped. Sticking his 
gun muzzle in the snow, he folded his arms across his breast and gave 
himself up. His knees had been frozen. He had a long outer coat of 
fine cloth, and a belt and a knife. Some say he had a small axe or 
tomahawk. Others say he had neither. He was seen pulling bark from 
trees, also rotten wood with his hands. He was wearing bearskin 
moccasins from which the black hair was coming, and he could be seen 
along the road from Pender Creek. His snowshoes had a quanitiy of fine 
ribbons on them. It was said he had murdered a peddler over near the 
St. Croix.

In looking at the sheep it was seen that most of the inner fat and 
kidneys were gone. In asking him about it he acknowledged eating it 
raw, since he had no opportunity to cook it. His answer was “make em 
sting”.

Asked about his companion he said it was a squaw who strength gave out 
in the big chase. He had killed her and buried her in the snow.

The chase had started soon after daylight and at noon they were back 
with him at Ira Ingraham’s where they were met by the party from 
Prince William. Many jokes were passed. The Queensbury party asking 
the Prince William party whether or not there were any more Indians 
that they wanted caught. 

He was taken to Captain Joslin’s and then jail in Fredericton it was 
said he was a Penobscot Indian and a stranger here, and that he was 
taken there and hanged.

Cook Joslin has the gun carried by the Indian. The Jack Gibson 
mentioned in this narrative moved to Gibson Creek, Northampton where 
some say his family still live. 
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I the undersigned Sheriff enquired from all sources and I have been 
unable to locate any records. In those days of course records were not 
kept on any order. I have also enquired in all areas in the county and 
cannot locate anyone old enough to recall this case. 

E.M. Lyons
Sheriff York County. 

Copied from Newspaper “Letter to the Editor by H. R. Nicholson” clipping (undated) – received 
from Mrs. Malcolm Bell on May 28, 1978.

A BIT OF HISTORY

Sir: I wonder how many people know that there is a cemetery of 
historical significance to York County just a few hundred yards from 
the north shore of Lake George on the edge of the forest adjoining the 
Micmac Trailer Park.

Some of the members of the park club have done an admirable job of 
clearing the brush and debris from the cemetery as well as 
straightening up and repairing several damaged tombstones. They also 
graveled a road leading to the cemetery.

One of the first things that attracts attention of visitors to the 
cemetery is a tombstone with the following inscription on it “John 
McGeorge, shot treacherously by an Indian, January, 1822.”

John McGeorge was one of the first settlers at Lake George and both 
the lake and the settlement were named after him. 

About 100 years after John McGeorge was killed, my father told me the 
following story which had been told to him years earlier by his 
father.

It seems that one day in January of 1822 a deer appeared in the 
clearing near John Mcgeorge’s cabin and John shot it with his muzzle-
loading rifle. Shortly after this, an Indian appeared and demanded the 
deer, saying he had been tracking it for three days. John refused, 
thinking it was an Indian trick. The Indian then asked for half of the 
deer and John still refused to accede to his request. The Indian 
departed.

The next morning when John entered his cow barn, the Indian, who spent 
the night there, shot him.

The news of the tragedy was carried to the settlement on the St. John 
River some four miles away. A posse of men on snowshoes soon took up 
the Indian’s trail. The Indian used several ruses in an attempt to 
divert his pursuers from his trail, such as back-tracking and putting 
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his snowshoes on backwards. But after trailing him for some time they 
discovered he had killed a sheep belonging to a farmer at Dumfries and 
taking some of the meat with him, proceeded up river. 

He realized that the posse was gaining on him so he tried another 
delaying tactic, by jumping the Pokiok River gorge near the junction 
of the Pokiok and the St. John. The gorge here was about 100 feet deep 
and 16 to 18 feet wide at its narrowest spot. This delayed the posse 
as it had to go around the gorge. 

He was finally captured in the Allandale woods a short distance above 
the Pokiok while attempting to cook some meat over a small fire. 

He was taken to Fredericton and tried in court and eventually released 
because of lack of evidence.

H.R. Nicholson
Fredericton, RR6

April 1932 - An illustration of the interesting, possibilities of visits to sites associated with 
experiences of the old pioneers is provided in the story brought out by the visit last summer of Cubs 
of the Prince William Pack to an old grave in the woods. This is the story secured by Cub Master, 
Ersel Moore, from an old diary.

The inscription on the tombstone read,-“John McGeorge, who was 
treacherously shot by an Indian, January 1822, aged 40 years.”

An Indian on snowshoes, with a flint-lock gun, was hunting badly 
needed meat for himself and his young squaw. He saw and fired at a 
moose, but only slightly wounded it. He followed the tracks all day, 
hoping for another shot. Meanwhile the moose was seen and killed by 
the settler, John McGeorge.

The Indian, following the trail, arrived at the McGeorge cabin as the 
moose was being dressed. A dispute followed as to the ownership of the 
moose, and because of an alleged theft by the Indian, McGeorge refused 
to either give up or divide the moose. 

In a resentful frame of mind the Indian disappeared in the forest. 
Sometime later he stealthily returned, and with his last bit of powder 
shot and killed the white man. 

The news soon spread, and a party of settlers began a search for the 
murderer. No trace was found nor any signs of a departing trail in the 
snow. Finally one of the settlers climbed a tall tree and discovered a 
“small smoke” of an Indian fire a long distance away across the St 
John River.

The party set off to investigate, and after crossing the river found 
snowshoe tracks apparently coming from the direction in which they 
were heading. Following the tracks, they passed by a hollow log. 
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Something a little unusual about the tracks at this point caused a 
member of the party, Captain Joslin, to step aside and investigate. 
Inside the log was the Indian’s flint-lock gun. 

The party of settlers continued toward the Indian’s camp. Their 
approach was discovered by the Indian and his squaw. To the Indian’s 
mind there was but one thing he could do for his wife, and before the 
white men could prevent him, a blow with his tomahawk sent her before 
him to the Happy Hunting Ground.

The explanation offered for the absence of departing trail signs near 
the McGeorge cabin was that the Indian, after shooting the settler, 
had climbed a tree and made his way from branch to branch through the 
forest until he came to a rail fence, which he walked as far as he 
could. Then he put on his snowshoes backwards. 

The Indian’s old gun is still at the home of Cub Irvine Joslin of the 
Prince William Pack.

Are there not similar stories of pioneer days in your part of Canada 
to be “dug up” during historical hikes?

Poem on Lake George
By
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Anthony Thompson McMurray
(Born 04-08-1856 - Died Aged 21 years)

It was the middle of May, one fine summer’s day
An emigrant left his loved home,
With a light heart from his friends he did part,
Wild America for to roam.

He left his fair shore to see it no more
And away he went over the sea.
He waved his hand as he left the fair land,
Where his heart was once so free.

Day after day, till a month passed away.
Neither mountain nor hill could he see,
Then came at last the thought of the past,
How lonely his comrades would be.

Just then came a cry that opened his eyes,
North America is in sight.
Up with a strong mind a farm for to fmd,
And with a heart gentle and light.

He stepped out on shore, was on land once more.
For tired he was of the ocean.
He looked to the right, at the forest in sight,
With his heart pulsing wild with emotion.

There was no one he knew so he got a canoe,
And away he went swiftly on.
He rowed all day and at night he lay
On the bank of the river St. John.

And up in the morning just at the sun's warming,
And then he went into the wood.
Till he came to a lake, and there for his sake,
He partook with a little of food.

He put up a camp, to put off the damp
And shelter him from the wild cold.
He layed down to sleep with a log to his feet,
And his arm round his musket enfold.

The Indians then came to find out his name,
And to see which tribe he was from.
He welcomed them all and at night fall
He invited them all for to come.

Day after day till a year passed away,
And his comrades then followed his trail.
Each brought him his wife, the joy of his life,
To live on the mountain or vale.

Just then came a season; I know not the reason,
Ail light to them seemed to have fled,
Their leader was shot not dead on the spot,
But soon he was named with the dead.

He was shot by a Redman as foe to the dead man,
The reason why no one could tell.
Then came the sorrow the thought of the morrow
That no longer here they might dwell.

The Indian then fled when they found he was dead,
But soon he was pursued.
They sought in vain till they came again,
And another search renewed.

They brought no tidings of where he was hiding,
Nor anyone of the vile crew.
Although they were bold the weather was so cold
They could no longer pursue.

Year after year till away went the fear
Of Indian, wolf, and bear.
They ploughed and they sowed, they reaped and
they mowed,
Each one of them doing his share.

Some stones they did find so they made up their mind,
Some value in them they would unfold.
Professors then came to fmd out the name.
That was antimony, silver, and gold.

An engine they bought and house pumps they
brought,
To hoist up the water and ore.
And up to this day they are working away
Great riches to gain with store.
-

So now I must end for this rhyme did lend
From Scotland unto Lake George.
And now we must thank the man so frank,
Whose name is John McGeorge.

August, 1874



The subjects of this poem, "The Immigrant", were Alexander Lawson and John McGeorge, who were the first 
settlers at Lake George, York Co. written by James Morris, 1849:

The Immigrant

Shall I then leave my native
land
Where oft I did with glowing
 pleasure roam,
And bid adieu to this domest-
is land,
These joyous inmates of my
happy home?
Shall I forsake the soil my
father tilled,
The sanctuary where they did
convene,
The graveyard with their sac-
red ashes filled
Where many a mound is richly
clad in green?

And must I travel far beyond
the seas,
A more commodious dwelling-
place to find 
In regions where the thickly
shaded trees
Afforded  shelter .from the
raging wind? 
'Twas thus, reflecting, pensively
and sad, 
The Immigrant prepared to
leave his home
For who with such reflections
would he glad 
So far in unknown countries.



Photographs

 

All photographs courtesy of the McMurray family.





Conversations with Lake George Residents

Lake George Habitat Preservation
Andrea Bell Interview with Wilma Donnelly
July 28th 2011

Andrea Bell: Can you tell me how long you have lived at the lake?

Wilma Donnelly: Let me see…49? That’s how long.

AB: Since 1949, and you said you were born in Magundy? 

WD: Well I grew up in Magundy. I was born in Blaney Ridge, but that’s not that much farther either but I 
did grow up in Magundy.

AB: Then you married a Donnelly and moved here to this farm? How old would you have been if you 
don’t mind me asking when you moved here?

WD: Eighteen, but when I was growing up it was a habit of people to go to the lakes Sunday afternoons 
and they’d conjugate there, the people that lived around the area and my parents liked to come to Lake 
George and going down to the lake on the left hand side there was a canteen but then there was quite a 
little field and that’s where people used to just go in, sit around, talk and go in the lake, go swimming, 
come out and that is what I remember when I was young about the lake. And then across the lake there 
was a dance hall.

AB: Do you have any memories of the canteen when the canteen was down on the shore?

WD: Yes, I do! I think I got my first hotdog there and my first bottle of pop.

AB: Do you find there was a sense of community for people?

WD: Yes there was and one Sunday through the summer there would be open air service and they would 
take the pulpit and the organ down to the lake and chairs and things and thats where they had their 
afternoon services at the lake and quite often people took their picnic baskets and ate down there.

AB: Would that have been in the fifties and sixties?

WD: No that would have been in the forties and thirties. The fifties I don’t know…it kind of died out then 
I think.

AB: I’m also collecting a history of the lake and the most well known story is the George McGeorge/ 
John McGeorge story. I was wondering if you were familiar with that and if you remember who told it to 
you or where you heard about it and what was the story that you remember. 

WD: The earliest I remember was my father and one of his friends talking about it. I don’t know any 
more than had been written but the only thing I can say is I think the Indian probably it was his culture 
that when he shot his moose he would share it and John McGeorge didn’t, so he shot him.

AB: When you heard the story was it John McGeorge or George McGeorge? 



WD: OH! George McGeorge I didn’t know until I saw on the headstone that it was John. (laughing) and I 
have a hard time yet to call him John but it is George or it is John not George. 

AB: I was not aware that Donnelly Settlement was settled by a black community.

WD: Probably a lot of people don’t know it, now I didn’t know it growing up or anything and down 
through the woods there are three graves and Aubrey’s father always kept them cleared because they 
were three black people course nobody knew who they were.

AB: Do you remember at any time since you first came to live in this location any old buildings or old 
cabins that were left? 

WD: There used to be up here in the field there was a place where every time it was plowed there’d be 
china and things come up well not china, pottery and that where the black people had their cabin.  Bernie 
Donnelly he worked over in Maine in lumber camps and one evening they were talking about where they 
came from and he said this black man asked him after he was done talking about coming from Lake 
George and apparently he had been born here on this property. From what I found in the archives I think 
he was a Dubois, because after Andrew Rush, Dubois’ came and then they went on to Carleton County. 
There was a Andrew Rush and Anthony Wise and John Francis in the wood lot right beside us and down 
along the river there used to be an old man, a black man, and his last name was Francis and apparently 
it was his grandfather that was born over here but I didn’t know that in time to talk to him. In the hospital 
there was a clerk who was partly black her last name was Francis and she started calling them aunt and 
uncle it was her husband that was related and had a connection to the lake. 

AB: If you could sum up your thoughts from your own childhood and your memories of raising a family 
here what would you say Lake George means to you. 

WD: It’s a nice place to go…nice place to spend Sunday afternoons. There were the ice cream places up 
along the shore to the right Mrs. Morecraft had a little canteen, I couldn’t pick it out now but she sold ice 
cream so I know my mother always walked up the shore to get ice cream from Mrs. Moorecraft she was 
like me she didn’t care for the pop and the hot dogs

AB: Have you found anything of interest in your research about the Prince William, Donnelly Settlement 
area?

WD: Going down to the lake down the hill there on the side hill you know the big house it was 
Nicholson’s, David Somerville lives there now, well when Nicholson’s lived there was a Mrs. Nicholson 
and every night in the winter time she’d put a light in her upstairs window so if anybody was crossing the 
lake they wouldn’t get lost when they came to the lake. Minta was her name, she was gone before my time 
but that’s the story I’ve heard. 

AB: That would have been?

WD: Oh probably the twenties or thirties. It was the only way to go anywhere in the winter was horse and 
team, horse and sleigh and if anyone went to Harvey for groceries they probably went with horse and 
sleigh.

AB: They say that the lake used to be called Seven Mile Lake because it was only seven miles distance 
from the river I’ve heard some say it’s less than that but I suppose depending on the Indian trails that 
would have been here first…



WD: Now one place in the old histories its Seven Mile Lake and another its Nine Mile Lake but I don’t 
know where they’re measuring from maybe from the trail coming up the lake and  maybe measuring right 
directing from the river. There used to be a spring coming up that Lake George hill and there was 
another one down the Lake George road and I never went to it but you could cross the road and come to 
the station house. Some people used to go to Fredericton that way they go down and there was a story 
about a woman out in Blaney ridge and she had to go to Fredericton for errands one thing was a potato 
basket and coming home she was coming up the Lake George hill and there was a big spring there and 
she stopped at the spring and she gave birth to a pair of twins then she walked home put one in the potato 
basket and she must have carried the other one (laughing)  I’ve heard that story but I don’t know how 
true it is Florence King might it would have been one of her relatives her ancestors if it was true but I 
don’t know that’s what I always heard it called it was always called Granny King’s Spring.

AB: Do you remember any information about Andrew Rush? Perhaps where he came from before he 
settled here on this property?

WD: I don’t think Andrew Rush was ever married and Dubois came after I was never clear on that and 
then it went on to Patrick Marlowe and then Patrick Marlowe hasn’t been dead that many years you 
could have gotten information from him. He went on to Massachusetts and James Donnelly bought this 
place. James Donnelly came here in 1882 because Bernie was two years old and he was born in 1880.



Lake George Habitat Preservation
Andrea Bell Interview with Phyllis Grass
July 27th, 2011

Andrea Bell: How long you’ve lived at the lake?

Phyllis Grass: Well we’ve lived at Lake George all our lives

AB: Did your parents live here? 

PG: Yes, I live in the homestead.

AB: And that’s just across the lake, up on the hill?

PG: Yeah, we’re at the cottage here now.

AB: Have you always owned the land here?

PG: No we bought pieces of land from Guy McMurray. He owned all this along here at one time and we 
were one of the first ones to have a camp here. There was no road in here when we built the first time. We 
just had the old camp and brought the boards down with dad’s old horse down through the woods and 
had a camp here first and then we tore it down and we was going to build again until I took a heart 
attack so that sort of ended that for awhile. It’s got so now you hardly know anybody anymore. I used to 
drive the milk truck for Percy Irving and I knew everyone then. Of course there were no cottages over 
here at that time everything was on the other side then.  

AB: What can you tell me about the early development of the properties around the lake?

PG: There is quite a few that live here year round but there new ones that have moved in of course. What 
they always called the island over there, it’s really not an island but they always referred to it as an 
island and that was developed later on in years.

AB: Do you remember the school in the area or some of the school teachers?

PG: Yeah I remember some of them, there was Isabelle Rosborough Ethel Fraser from up Prince William 
way. There was Helen Morris and Agnes Magilicudy from out by where the Donnelly’s are. There was 
just the one room and it was grades two to eight. There was different teaching then than there is now. 
Some of them went out to Magundy to; there was quite a little school out there. 

AB: Do you have any recollections about stories told about the history of the lake? John McGeorge for 
instance?

PG: He was the first white settler, and he was shot by an Indian. They had a squabble over a moose that 
they both shot at and the Indian wanted some and when John McGeorge wouldn’t give him any he shot at 
McGeroge when he was milking his cow. Then everyone was after him and so he ran toward the Pokiok 
falls and he had a squaw that couldn’t keep up with him, he even turned his snow shoes on backwards to 
keep them off his trail, anyway she couldn’t keep up so he killed her and stuffed her in a hollow log. Then 
he went and jumped the falls, though they aren’t like they used to be. There are two or three stories about 
what happened there. There is quite a few tombstones over by the trailer park.

AB: Do you have any memory of where you heard this story?



PG: Everybody used to talk about it and it was told as to how Lake George got its name.

AB: Do you remember any mills on the lake?

PG: There used to be an old sawmill on the brook over here but I don’t remember that but I know they 
always talked about it and there was a post there for awhile still. There was a big hall down at the lake 
for awhile to. Where the CE centre is now. Dad ran dances in there for awhile and the people that played 
were all Bells. Easty and Russell Bell’s father, they were all Bells anyway that played there. Easty would 
be your great-grandfather. 

AB: Yes, Eastman Bell. Do you have any other favorite memories of the lake?

PG: I think this is one of the nicest places a person could be. Some real sandy beaches up where the park 
is there now that was a big lumbering outfit in there and that was there when we first built here and they 
had camps in there for the men to stay in and a cook and all that stuff. There was some nice beach. I 
don’t know what else to say but that it’s just one of the nicest places.  

  

 



Lake George Habitat Preservation
Andrea Bell Interview with Doreen Blair
July 27th, 2011

Andrea Bell: Do you have any fun memories of the early years you spent at the lake?

Doreen Blair: Well there was my father, Alfie Horsnell, Lauren Mersereau and Hal Mersereau and a 
McDermott. About eight o’clock every Sunday morning they would get up and get these black hats on and 
I don’t know if they had just shorts on or what but they would be coming up the shore doing privy 
inspections, course in those days all we had were privies we didn’t have indoor plumbing.

AB: They just went from cottage to cottage doing this?

DB: Well, there were only about six cottages, on each side but it was so funny to look outside and see 
these characters coming up the shore.

AB: Do you remember some of the people who came to the lake when you first started coming here in the 
1930s?

DB: They were mostly Fredericton or McAdam people and nobody lived on the lake year-round like they 
do now. We were what you’d call weekend people I guess.

AB: There are so many people around the lake now; it has become more difficult to know your neighbors. 
Do you know when that changed?

DB: That’s true. I guess it would have been around the 60’s or 70’s. We had the canteen and you got to 
know people but after that it was busier. We had movies like a drive in theatre and Stuart and Diane 
learned to run the machine and all the kids really liked that. 

AB: Are you familiar with the history of the lake? Do you know the story of McGeorge?

DB: Well I’ve heard of it, that somebody was shot by an Indian. Long before the trailer park was started 
there was a graveyard there. 

AB: What is personally significant about Lake George to you? 

DB: I love Lake George, it has been my home for all these years. I can’t see any other lake. We have a lot 
of good memories out there. We had a big family but each one of us used to take our friends out there. 
Met a lot of nice people. Everything is significant because we decided a long time ago that there wasn’t 
any other lake than Lake George. The lily pond, we didn’t have motors in those days we had to row but 
we always took a trip up the lake to get the white lilies. 

AB: How do you feel about your family’s history rooted at the lake?

DB: Both of my children were brought up out there and here they are both living there now. I don’t know 
how long they’ll settle there. Marg’s kid’s, they love it there they live in St John but come up on the 
weekends and just hate to go home. I think anyone that grown up on the lake thinks it’s special. My father 
went to Grand Lake it was too cold, Yoho Lake was too deep, Harvey Lake he didn’t like the road in 
front, went to Magaguadavic Lake and it had the itch. He happened to find this place at Lake George and 
that’s where we settled in 1936. It’s grown on all of us.



Lake George Habitat Preservation
Andrea Bell Interview with Peter Pheeney
July 27th, 2011

Andrea Bell: How long have you been coming to the lake?

Peter Pheeney: I was born in Montreal and my dad had family in McAdam, and his sister had a place 
here on the lake. So we used to come down for family obligations and we stayed several weeks through 
the summer. I started coming here in about 1950. We would drive here and we always had to stop in 
McAdam first to visit all the relatives. So after about 15 hours in the car we just couldn’t wait to get to 
the lake. It was an excursion to come from Montreal but I spent every summer here from 1950 onward. 
So Lake George has always been our summer place and ultimately coming back and the lake has always 
been dear to my heart. Then about three years ago we tore down the camp and built this house so we’re 
here permanently now. This is home.

AB: Coming here as a young child and growing up around the lake during the summer months what are 
some of your fondest memories?

PP: Well it was the fifties, so it was an innocent time. The kids wandered around and nobody worried like 
they do now. There were kids that didn’t know each other coming from all over to their home during the 
summer and by the end of the first day you all knew each other. There were pickup softball games in the 
fields and there were always movies. I think the first Elvis movie I ever saw was Jailhouse Rock, and that 
was at the canteen on the screen out behind. The canteen was really the centre of life here; it was where 
you went for everything you’d forgotten to bring with you when you were packing to come to the lake. 
You didn’t run to Fredericton like you do today. The big event that I really remember was the ice boxes, 
we didn’t have refrigerators, and the exciting thing was when the ice wagon came on Saturday mornings 
because he would come down the shore with his horses. We used to go out and ride on the back and the 
real treat was that he would cut off a piece from the ice block when he was cutting it to put in the ice box 
and of course it was covered in saw dust and dirt; well that was better than any popsicle you could buy. 
This was our real treat on a hot summer day. I just remember it being a very innocent time. We used to 
all hang out together and go swimming over on sandy beach. We used to come down here to this shore as 
kids and find arrowheads on the beach. It was quite an excursion to go through the woods to find the old 
cemetery. It was just forest at that time, there was nothing there and of course see the old tombstone of 
George, John McGeorge? George McGeorge? To find his gravestone was always a treat. 

AB: You mentioned the gravestone of John McGeorge. Do you remember when you heard the story? 

PP: I can remember hearing the story from my dad and his contemporaries and so that’s why it was such 
a treat to come down and find the gravestone. I guess the story was always about this renegade savage 
that tried to steal a horse and there was an altercation and John was shot. Another part of the story that I 
think has been embellished over time was that the Indian jumped the Pokiok falls on the horse because 
the militia from Fredericton was chasing him but they had captured him. So that’s kind of been the story 
forever and ever that I’d heard. There was the McGeorge homestead in behind here and there is an old 
foundation back in the woods here that would have been one of the original homes. 

AB: Can you think of any significant events that took place during your time at the lake?

PP: Well the movies were always a big deal and everyone looked forward to those. I would say all the 
memories were special. One of my most vivid memories was at the camp, they had a screened in porch 
and I was allowed to sleep in the screened in porch. The fresh air and being near the water is so vivid. 
We have a screened in porch on this house now. (laughs)



AB: Do you find there is still a sense of community here now that you experienced during your 
childhood?

PP: I think with the building of the Dam, a lot more weekend people came to the lake and with so many 
new people moving into the area it was hard to get to know everyone. When we took on the Apocan fight I 
think that really unified the community for the first time in a long time. I think that brought the larger 
community together, where for a long time it was always this shore and the other shore. I think we 
realized that there was a bigger community here than we knew; everyone came with energy and 
enthusiasm for a common goal. 

AB: Could you sum up your feelings about Lake George?

PP: It’s just an oasis. I know when I’ve had a bad day and I drive over the hill by the old CE centre it is 
time to relax and come home. 



References

Bailey, Loring Woart and Hind Henry Youle. Report on the mines and minerals of New Brunswick: with 
an account of the present condition of mining operations in the province. (Google eBook) Ed. 
G.E. Fenety, 1864. 

Bicentennial Cook Book 1784-1984: Golden Age Senior Citizens Club, Harvey Station, New Brunswick.

Before My Time: Alexander Lawson and Deborah (Kelly) Lawson of Lake George, New Brunswick and 
their Descendants. A Family History compiled by Frank Lawson. 

Fisher, Peter. The First History of New Brunswick. “Chapters V: Topographical description of 
several counties in the province of New Brunswick- their boundaries and extent; parishes, rivers, 
settlements, produce and great roads”. Non-Entity Press: Woodstock, 57.

MacNutt, W.S. New Brunswick History 1784-1867. MacMillan of Canada: Toronto 1963, 29.

Moore, Phillip D.C. “Up the Crick and Over the Hill” A Few Stories from Down in the Valley.

New Brunswick Genealogical Society, Generations, winter 2010 Franklin Lawsom, The Memorial of 
John McGeorge and Alexander Lawson. 20. 

The Canadian Encyclopedia, Historica-Dominion, 2011

The Descendants of James McMurray and Rosalind D. McMurray. Compiled by Richard L. MacMurray. 
First ed. 2003.

The Fredericton Evening Capital, Fredericton. York County. December 4 1886

The Last Billion Years: A Geological History of the Maritime Provinces of Canada. Ed. Robert A. 
Fensome, Graham L. Williams, et al. Atlantic Geoscience Society. Nimbus Publishing, 2001. 

Acknowledgments

Blair Doreen. Personal interview. 27 July 2011.

Butler Darrel. Manager, Heritage Resources, Kings Landing Corporation. 

Donnelly Wilma. Personal interview. 28 July 2011.

Grass Phyllis. Personal interview. 27 July 2011.

Moore Phillip D. C. Personal interview. 26 July 2011.

Murphy Alberta, Currie Annie, Somerville Edith. Personal interview. 4-5 August 2011.

Pheeney Peter. Personal interview. 27 July 2011.


