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			All photographs are from the author’s private collection, with the exception of the following: “W.P. Ker in consular uniform and the Emperor of China” and “Stone horse, near the Princess’ tomb” source unknown. “One of the Murray Farms early 1900’s” and “Dr. Walter Murray” are from the University of Saskatchewan, University Archives and Special Collections, Jean E. Murray fonds.
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			In 1896, our Canadian grandmother, Lucy Christina Murray, sailed across the Atlantic and met a young Scot, William Pollock Ker, in London. A year later, on August 10, 1897, they were married in Sussex, New Brunswick. The same day, they left on their honeymoon aboard the C.P.R. Express, crossing Canada to the Pacific en route to China. Like her parents and her grandparents, Lucy had made a love match that would last for nearly half a century, amid rebellion in China, the overthrow of the Qing Dynasty and two World Wars.

			The original sources for this memoir are three volumes of Lucy Murray’s unpublished memoir and letters exchanged by Lucy and William with their families in Canada and in Scotland in the early part of the twentieth century. Additional letters exchanged by Lucy’s brother, Dr. Walter Murray, with other members of the Murray family, have contributed enormously to the background and have helped verify and sometimes correct Lucy’s after-the-fact writing. These letters are filed in the University of Saskatchewan Archives1. The Chinese names used are those commonly used by foreigners before China became the People’s Republic of China. 

			William and Lucy were not extraordinary but they lived through a historically interesting period in Asia, Canada, and Europe and their lives intersected with the lives of many extraordinary people.

			According to family lore, our grandfather, William (Bill, sometimes Willie) Pollock Ker, was a gentle scholar, with a delightful dry sense of humour. Despite being the son of a minister of the Free Church of Scotland, he loved to party, and was an excellent dancer. One of his daughters-in-law remembered fondly that, even when he was in his seventies, if there was a chance of a night out on the town, his hat would be on his head and he would be heading out the front door before his wife could exercise her veto. On the dance floor, he would long outlast his sons.

			Our grandmother, Lucy, on the other hand, was a force to be reckoned with. Her oldest grandchild remembers her as a little old lady with parchment skin and white hair scraped back into a wispy bun, usually dressed in a shapeless brown suit, adorned by a modest opal brooch and a knotted pearl necklace. Serious and passionate about current events, she was also strictly disciplined and had a will of iron. Her day began with a glass of hot water every morning before breakfast and was followed by a strict exercise regime which involved stretching and touching her toes a hundred times a day, always in front of a wide open window, even when she was close to one hundred years old. 

			

			
				
					1	University of Saskatchewan, University Archives and Special Collections, Jean E. Murray fonds
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			Bill and Lucy were born on opposite sides of the Atlantic, but they came from similar backgrounds. Both the Kers and the Murrays were originally Lowland Scots. Neither family was wealthy but, like many nineteenth-century Scots, they were resourceful and quick to adapt to changing circumstances and to seize new opportunities.

			Lucy was a Canadian, born on Valentine’s Day in 1868, in a small settlement in New Brunswick, the second child and oldest daughter in a family of four boys and four girls. Her father, Dr. Charles Murray, was a farmer and a country doctor. His grandfather, also Charles Murray, had been a cattle drover, driving Highland cattle down, across the Borders, to the English markets. When Charles Murray senior married Elizabeth Armstrong in 1787, he settled down and began to raise a large family on a series of rented farms on the disputed borders between Scotland and England. Some of their children were born on the English side, in Cumberland, and others just over the border in Scotland. Charles Murray wanted his own farm and land for his growing family. Since all the land in Scotland was owned by a very small number of landowners and only rented out to farmers, he began to consider emigration. In 1816, the House of Assembly in Fredericton, anxious to attract new settlers, voted one thousand pounds to bring over immigrants from Scotland. The money went towards chartering a boat that in 1817 brought one hundred new immigrants to the East Coast of Canada. On board this vessel are thought to have been two of the Murray sons, Charles, aged twenty-five and David, aged nineteen. They were followed in the same year by two other brothers. As soon as they arrived, the four young men began to work their way inland, picking up work on farms or in mills, wherever they could find it, all the while looking out for likely places to settle. Eventually they rented a large farm in Studville, that had been granted to Major Gilfred Studholme for his services to the Loyalists, and sent for their parents. Charles Murray senior, now sixty-one years old, packed up the rest of his family, his wife, two more sons, five unmarried daughters, a daughter-in-law and a grandchild or two, and set out across the Atlantic to re-unite his family. It was a remarkably well-orchestrated exodus from Scotland. 

			By 1833, one of the younger sons, Walter Murray, had moved his family to the English Settlement in Kings County, N.B. where he was joined by other members of the Murray family. At one point, there were ten or more Murray farms in the area. Their farms must have done well. Walter was able to apprentice his third son, Dr. Charles Murray (1832-1894), to a Dr. Beatty of Saint John and later to send him to Columbia University in New York to study medicine. Charles Murray graduated Doctor of Medicine and Master of Surgery in 1861 and planned to work in the United States, but he was persuaded by his mother to return home to New Brunswick to practise. He bought a farm near his parents and this became the centre for his medical practice for the next thirty years. One day he was called out to the manse to attend a young girl, Elizabeth McKenzie, who had “developed quincy from overbathing”2 and in 1865, Charles and Elizabeth were married.

			Elizabeth’s family, the McKenzies, had emigrated from Sutherlandshire a little earlier than the Murrays and had also settled in New Brunswick. Like many other Scottish settlers in Canada, they were descendents of younger sons of old families. The family estates had been inherited by the oldest sons and the colonies promised a better future for the younger sons and for their numerous offspring. In Studholm, there were three settlements: English, Irish and Scottish. Many of the original English landowners had served in the army during the Napoleonic Wars and now that the wars were over, they were struggling to get by on half pay. According to Lucy, the English settlers arrived, expecting to live just as they had lived in England, supervising the labourers and servants they had brought with them but, once their retinue realised that they too could own their own farms, they took off. The English gentlemen farmers found it hard to adapt to doing the necessary physical labour themselves and eventually many disappeared. Lucy describes the Scottish settlers as more adaptable and energetic and willing to work hard and to put their children to work. Many of them, including her grandparents and great-grandparents, were already experienced farmers. She claims that their farms yielded fifty per cent greater crops than those of the English. The Irish she describes as happy-go-lucky, cheerful, amusing and good-tempered but not such efficient farmers. They were masters at fishing and trapping animals for fur but often ended up working on other people’s farms as labourers or hired help. Several of the hired help on the Murray farm were Irish and they were always referred to as ‘hired help’. ‘Servant’ was a taboo word in their house.

			Everyone worked hard in the Murray household and the family was never wealthy, but their lives sound luxurious compared with the lives of many other immigrants. English immigrant, Susanna Moodie, and her sister, Catharine Parr Traill,3 the naturalist, both wrote descriptions of a horrendous struggle for mere existence in the Ontario bush, but the Murrays always had food on the table. They were able to keep a bailiff to run the farm and a groom, as well as to hire extra help when needed. The family pitched in. The boys were expected to work in the stables and on the farm and the girls had to help with the housework. They also had to learn to sew and knit and were expected to sit with their needlework or knitting after supper when the dishes were done. The boys, however, were free to read or play cards once their outside chores were done. This did not seem fair to the Murray girls and they rebelled. Mrs. Murray gave in eventually and released them from ‘slavery’. From then on, they too were free to read and play cards after supper, or to play the piano. The boys, as well as the girls, had to learn how to cook. The boys’ repertoire consisted mostly of survival food, basic meat and egg dishes, but the girls were expected to acquire more elaborate culinary skills and to master traditional Scottish delicacies like shortbread and scones. 

			Despite their chores on the farm and in the house, the children seem to have had plenty of time to study hard as well as to enjoy an outdoor life that included riding and climbing trees and swimming in summer, and snowshoeing, skating and tobogganing in winter.

			When the first three children were born, Mrs. Murray had a nurse, a cook and a maid. When the nurse grew too old and retired she was not replaced and when their beloved Irish cook married, she was followed by several incompetent cooks, ending up with a series of French-Canadians. The French-Canadians showed a flair for cooking but their kitchens never quite measured up to Lucy’s mother’s standards. Over the years, Mrs. Murray developed a routine for receiving new help. Each new girl would be welcomed and sent off immediately for a bath. Two complete sets of new garments, inner and outer, would be ready for her, and her old garments would be deposited outside the back door. Mrs. Murray would then set to work to teach her new employee English, as well as how to cook for a Scottish household. Once trained, they became excellent cooks but, as soon as their English was good enough, off they would go to the big city, to Boston or New York, whereupon the routine would begin all over again and Mrs. Murray would find herself training yet another new girl for, as she would sigh, “the American market”. Later, it became harder and harder to find staff and, as the indoor staff dwindled away, Mrs. Murray was forced to take on more and more of the work herself.

			Lucy adored both her parents. She describes her home as lacking in luxuries but comfortable and happy. Although Mrs. Murray had been raised from the age of twelve in a Manse, it was no dour Presbyterian household. Lucy describes her mother as a former belle with jet black hair and violet eyes, gay and lively and full of fun. An excellent storyteller and mimic, she liked to sing and dance and play with her children. All the girls’ clothes were designed and stitched by the industrious Mrs. Murray and, in summer, she loved to dress them up in their best, pile them into the carriage and take them for afternoon drives to visit at the Manse or with another of their numerous neighbouring relatives. 

			She taught her children to skate and she bobsleighed with them in winter. Their father built them their own private chute for tobogganing, complete with bumps. In later years, Lucy would describe how glorious it was to skate and sled at night on a frozen river under deep blue skies and glittering stars by the light of a full moon. 

			Despite their happy family life, the life of a country doctor was a nightmare, especially in the autumn rains and winter snow and ice. Dr. Murray frequently covered sixty miles a day, in a carriage and pair in the summer months, with a sleigh and pair in the winter. Lucy describes her father and his eccentric coachman, Woods, dressed for winter work:

			“Father in a long otter fur coat, with big collar, fur-lined boots, fur cap with peak and ear-flaps, goggles, a respirator and gauntlet fur gloves; only his nose visible. Woods, in a coon fur coat, fur cap and high boots, leather gauntlets, and a huge enveloping scarf. A foot-warmer with a kerosene lamp was given to father.”

			Dr. Murray had to arrive warm enough to be able to set to work immediately he arrived at his destination, whether he had been called out to deliver a baby or to set a broken leg.

			“There was a bedroom for Woods near the kitchen, handy for emergency night calls. People knew this and knocked at the back door at night. Woods answered, and called Father. Once, Woods did not waken. Father answered the call, then went to Woods’ bedroom and called him. There was no reply, Father finally shook him, then turned down his bedclothes, and found him stark naked, except for his hard collar and bow tie around his neck: “When ye’re in a hurry,” explained Woods, “the divil’s in a collar and tie.” 4

			Dr. Charles Murray was a fine doctor, a successful farmer, and a man of many interests. His hobby was tracing his family tree, but his passion was breeding horses. He was always hoping to breed an outstanding race horse and he did sometimes succeed in producing a good strain, but it was an expensive proposition. Many of the horses he bred were for riding or for the carriage and pair. If he thought a horse was unreliable, he could be ruthless. One day, in front of his appalled and astonished family, he shot without hesitation a young horse that had baulked at the carriage. 

			Dr. Murray was not averse to risk taking, an adventuring streak he may have inherited from his drover grandfather and his redoubtable Armstrong grandmother. At the age of fifty-five, she is reported to have disembarked at St. John from the leaky ship in which they had arrived after a nine week journey from Scotland and, with one of her sons, walked all the way to Studholm, a distance of some eighty kilometres. One day, Lucy was out with her father when he was challenged by some neighbours to a race on a nearby frozen lake. He accepted the challenge. Lucy was terrified but thrilled to be invited to join him. The track lay between two rows of small fir trees; the snow had been cleared away and the track inspected for dangerous holes. The horses were shod with sharp caulks to cut the ice and these could be very dangerous to any horse that interfered. Strapped to the sleigh, Lucy held on for dear life as they tore along the smooth ice. They won easily. Afterwards she bragged about the race to the boys, but she wrote that nothing would ever have persuaded her to do it again. 

			Lucy’s mother loved horses as much as her husband. 

			‘She was an excellent horsewoman, and could ride or drive anything; her skill in luring the most difficult horses in the pasture to the bridle was the admiration of all. Even my father, a first-class horseman, often asked for her help.’ 5

			Mrs. Murray often rode or drove out alone and was well able to handle most emergencies. One day, she was driving a frisky young horse, on her way back from visiting the Manse, when they encountered a mother bear with two cubs. The horse was frightened, reared, and took off but Lucy’s mother did not panic. She knew that the best way to bring a horse under control is to confuse it by putting it in a double bind situation. Instead of trying to restrain the horse, she reached for her whip and urged the horse on, racing the rocking carriage for more than a mile, holding on for dear life. Eventually, white-faced, she drove the foaming, dripping and trembling horse safely into the stables. According to Lucy, her father, about to forbid his wife to drive out alone in the future, took one look at her set face, and remained silent.

			Pioneer women had to be able to handle horses. Ann Pearson, Lucy’s great-aunt, whom Lucy remembered fondly as a quiet and demure old lady, usually to be found knitting quietly in a corner, was out riding alone when she heard galloping hooves behind her. She turned and saw her mare was being chased by a stallion from a nearby stud. Quickly, she spurred on her mare and raced the stallion to the river where she made her horse wade well out into the water, leaving the screaming and pawing stallion on shore. There she waited calmly mid-stream until a groom arrived to catch the stallion. She dismissed her family’s admiration as a fuss about nothing. 

			Lucy was first put on a horse by Woods, the Irish groom, at around three or four years old, just as soon as she was able to straddle a horse. Once she had mastered trotting, cantering and galloping, she had to learn how to jump. A favourite Sunday morning activity for the boys before church, possibly encouraged to ensure their good behaviour during the sermon, was to jump the pasture and paddock gates, raising the level a little higher each week. Once Lucy graduated to joining them in the paddock, it was a point of honour for her to keep up with the boys and to show no fear at whatever was expected of her. The boys considered girls a naturally inferior species but they made no allowances. If she or her horse hesitated at a ditch, the nearest boy would switch her horse with his whip; if she were thrown, they would dust her off and remount her. She attempted all their rites of passage; the most frightening was to climb along the branch of a large fir tree to retrieve the end pine cone. Terrified when her turn came, she inched her way along the branch and returned very, very carefully, holding the pine cone, to unprecedented admiring cheers from the boys. 

			At the age of ten, she was expected to handle a two-horse trap. She mastered it quickly to the great pride of her father. Dressed in a muslin frock with low neck and short sleeves and a wide white Leghorn hat, lined with pale blue shirred satin and long black velvet streamers, the whip in its holder to her right, she would sit straight beside him, never relinquishing the reins, however tired her arms became. She also was taught to shoot at a target when she was still quite young. 

			Pioneer women found that situations could demand quick thinking. Lucy was about twelve or thirteen when, alone in the house, she heard someone yelling, “Miss Lucy, Miss Lucy”. She ran into the kitchen and found a terrified stable boy holding up a hand covered in blood, with three fingers dangling by the skin. He had caught his hand in the fodder cutting machine and could not stop the bleeding. Lucy grabbed a bowl, filled it with flour from the bin and stuck his hand into it. She got him into the surgery, gave him brandy and made him lie down. The bleeding stopped but the mess was awful. Her father was appalled at her methods but conceded the results could have been worse. Next time, he suggested, she should wrap the hand first in a cloth. Her quick reaction in emergencies was to stand her in good stead in many a dangerous situation in later years, but did sometimes lead to her taking unwise risks.
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			One of the Murray Farms early 1900’s

			In their village there were three churches, Presbyterian, Episcopalian and Methodist. The Murrays were Presbyterians but Charles’ mother, Elizabeth Pearson, was an Episcopalian; his wife, Elizabeth McKenzie, was Presbyterian. Her mother had died when she was twelve years old and she had been brought up by her aunt, Flora McKenzie, and uncle-by-marriage, Reverend Lewis Jack6, a Presbyterian Minister. Since his wife was ‘a daughter of the Manse’ and his father was an elder in the Kirk, Charles expected to raise the children as Presbyterians, but his mother objected. Probably she hoped for an Episcopalian grandchild or two. A compromise was reached. The children had to go to both churches, learn both catechisms in order to be prepared for confirmation in whichever church they chose. They were then left free to choose. Walter chose to be a Presbyterian and, like his grandfather and father before him, became an elder in the Kirk. This ecumenical approach to religion may have laid the foundations for his later involvement in the formation of the United Church of Canada. Lucy too, chose to be a Presbyterian. Four Presbyterian Ministers, including Rev. Lewis Jack and his son, Rev. T.C. Jack, officiated at Lucy and Bill’s wedding at the Presbyterian Church in Sussex. Later, however, she would attend services in churches and temples of many different faiths and, in her volunteer work, she would work with religious leaders of all faiths. 

			The children were taken to Sunday school by Woods who reported back that Walter the “Little Master listened to every word, never took his eyes off the teacher. The “little ‘un (me) is a divil; she has a dart in her”.7 Lucy describes Walter as “a model child, the right size and weight, handsome, gave no trouble” while Lucy, herself, was “plain, obstreperous, and the despair of the old Irish nurse and coachman who assumed control”. When her parents went out she claims to have been given gin or a few drops of paregoric8 to keep her quiet and allow her nurse to socialise.

			Lucy’s memoir records that the incident with the stable boy helped her realise that perhaps she might become a useful person one day. Nowadays, it seems a surprising comment. One might have expected an independently-raised child to view her future with more optimism, but since this was a period when few occupations were open to girls, she felt her horizons to be limited. In addition, she grew up in the shadow of brilliant brothers and cousins. The boys with whom she competed were at first her brothers, Walter, two years older, Rutherford, two years younger and then three older cousins, Arthur, Wilmer and Charles Duff, sons of her mother’s deceased sister, who came to view the Murray farm as home. Later, after three more girls, Laura and Mabel and Emily Estella, two more boys, Stewart and Hedley, were born. 

			Education was a problem. Her father had little time but, together with the help of their Great-uncle Lewis, they were taught some Latin grammar and some Latin tags. An English governess was hired, but she was found to be “too genteel for the Colonies”. The village school was the only option. When they were old enough to attend, they rode or were driven in the carriage to and from the local village school. They did not associate with many of the local children outside school. There were limits to their democratic upbringing. Later, Walter and Lucy went to the continuation school at Collina, N.B., followed by grammar school in Fredericton, where they boarded with relatives. Walter was enrolled at the Collegiate School. Lucy may have gone there as well since the school began to accept girls in 1880. 

			Walter was an outstanding student. He earned the Douglas silver medal, the Governor General`s medal and a King`s County scholarship and, in 1886, the Gilchrist scholarship. The Gilchrist scholarship was a travelling scholarship for colonials, which allowed him to go off to Edinburgh University, where he met up with his cousin, Alexander Wilmer Duff, who had won the previous year’s Gilchrist Scholarship. Later, Alexander Wilmer Duff would become Professor of Mathematics at Harvard University. At Edinburgh, Walter took an MA first class honours in Philosophy and was awarded another scholarship, which allowed him to study in Berlin and travel on the Continent. In between studying and travelling, Walter and Wilmer learned to play golf and, playing as partners, they won a doubles tennis tournament in Edinburgh. After spells in Berlin and at the Sorbonne, Walter returned to the University of New Brunswick in 1891, accepting the Chair in Philosophy and Political Economy. In 1892, he moved to Dalhousie, replacing James Seth, the Scottish philosopher, who had left to take up a position in the United States prior to returning to Scotland to take the Chair in Moral Philosophy at Edinburgh in 1898.

			In 1908, Walter Murray was invited to become the first President of the University of Saskatchewan. His mandate in Saskatchewan was to establish a full university where previously there had only been a College of Agriculture. He was an interesting choice for the position: an academic raised on a farm, the son of a passionate horse breeder who had combined medicine with farming. Clearly, he would bring many different perspectives and strengths to the position and might be more open than some of his colleagues to envisaging traditional academic disciplines existing alongside an agricultural faculty. He was a strong believer in universal education. A college friend of his father’s, Sir George Foster, told Lucy when he visited her in China, that Walter and two architects planned to build a modern Oxford for the prairie provinces. What did emerge was often referred to as a ‘university for the people’. Walter Murray remained at the University of Saskatchewan until 1937.

			And Lucy? Walter was a hard act to follow and Lucy was not particularly industrious or dedicated to learning. It was, in fact, Walter who gave Lucy the impetus to start working, by telling her that if she would only apply herself, she would excel. But it was not only a question of hard work. Should she, could she, go on to higher education? It was understood that the boys’ education came first. All the boys would go to university if they wished. But what of the girls? One of the unforeseen consequences of misogynistic John Knox’ insistence that girls, as well as boys, should learn to read in order to be able to read the bible, was that education became important for both boys and girls in Scottish families, and no less so in the Murray family. However, money was limited. Although their father`s practice was large, many of his patients considered his care a form of charity. Lucy estimated that at least one-third never paid their bills, nor were they ever pressed to do so. Lucy, however, had no intention of staying home and becoming her mother’s helper, as was expected of her as the eldest daughter. When she returned home from high school, she taught for a while in the local school that she, herself, had attended. She was a good teacher. On March 7, 1887, the Saint John Daily Sun reported that an examiner had visited the school taught by Miss Lucy Murray and pronounced it ‘A1’. Teaching was a possible career for her, but the village school did not present enough of a challenge. She decided she must go on to further education in order to do “something useful”. Her determination to do something useful became a recurring theme throughout her life. Her parents were open to reasonable discussion and Halifax Ladies’ College offered a solution. The College prepared students for university and for teachers` training colleges. The staff now included graduates of Girton College and Newnham College, the first colleges for women at Cambridge.

			At the end of Lucy’s first year at Halifax Ladies’ College, her teachers suggested she should go on to University. Dalhousie University had admitted women with equal access to scholarships and awards since 1881. Lucy decided she would have to get a scholarship. She knew how hard it would be for her parents to send her as well as her brothers. And, if she went, her sisters would have to have their chance. A major snag was that in order to write the scholarship exam, she would have to learn Greek. In the next nine months, all the time that was available, she taught herself Greek. She did win a scholarship, not the best, but it was enough to pay for fees, books and expenses.

			In the end all her siblings got their chance at a college education. Her brother, Rutherford, went to university in Philadelphia and then to medical school; Stewart went to Dalhousie and became a barrister; Mabel went to Dalhousie; Hedley refused to go to university and made a career in banking. Laura went to college too, but she may not have gone to university.

			There were two other full-time women students at Dalhousie when Lucy was there and she wrote in her later memoirs that it was a curious feeling to go from a classroom full of women to one full of men, who she said treated her with friendly respect. Doors were opened and closed for her; the young men stood and bowed as she passed but, in class, she was treated exactly as they were, with no special favours.

			One of her favourite professors was James Seth from Edinburgh, the demanding but inspiring Professor of Metaphysics, whom her brother would replace. At the end of her second year she decided to read for honours with him. Later, she was to encounter him again at a reception held in Edinburgh where he approached her with outstretched hands, exclaiming, to her great pride: “Lucy Murray! The cleverest girl I ever taught!” She spent four happy years at Dalhousie, cheering on the Rugby team and writing for the Dalhousie Gazette. She continued to board at the Halifax Ladies’ College, where she was well looked after. Despite being quarantined with mumps just before her exams, she got a First, four marks behind the top student and the second woman to get a First at Dalhousie. She graduated in 1893 at the age of 24. To cap her joy, she was offered a post teaching Mathematics and English at the Halifax Ladies’ College by the Principal, Miss Margaret S. Ker, sister of William (Bill) Pollock Ker, her husband-to-be.
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					6	Rev. Lewis Jack, Minister of the Scotch Ridge Church in St. James Parish, Charlotte County. He named his son Thomas Chalmers Jack, after the first moderator of the Free Church of Scotland, Rev. Dr. Thomas Chalmers
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			William Pollock Ker was born in 1864, in the north of Scotland, in a Free Church of Scotland manse in Deskford, a tiny parish close to Cullen. William was the second son in a family of six girls and three boys. His father was the Rev. William Turnbull Ker and his mother was Margaret Millar Stevenson. Maggie and her twin, Alexander Shannon Stevenson, were born in Glasgow in 1826 into a merchant family.

			Margaret’s paternal grandfather had been a silk gauze manufacturer. Her father, James Stevenson, was a cotton broker who, recognising the need for alkali for the dyeing process in the booming textile business, as well as for the glass and paper-making industries, bought into a large chemical factory on the Tyneside at South Shields. In 1843, at the age of 58, he packed his family into a stage-coach and relocated them to the north of England where he settled them into a house at Laygate near his new acquisition, now renamed the Jarrow Chemical Works. In this large house they diplomatically endured the same pollution and fumes suffered by their employees.

			Margaret’s elder brother, James Cochran Stevenson, was a brilliant student of mathematics at Glasgow University, but his father decided to remove him from University and put his brains and formidable energy to use in his new venture. Together, they built a highly successful chemical business. At its peak, it was probably the biggest of its kind in the United Kingdom. Ten years later, now a very wealthy man, James Stevenson handed over the business to his sons and retired back to Scotland. His wife died in 1854 and he eventually settled down in 1859, a widower with four unmarried daughters, at 13 Randolph Crescent in Edinburgh. The wealthy and eccentric Stevenson sisters continued to live at 13 Randolph Crescent long after their father died in 1866.

			Margaret’s mother, Mrs. Stevenson, believed strongly in education for women. Her father, Alexander Shannan, had been a wealthy merchant and ship owner who had had the misfortune to lose his money and die bankrupt in 1816, leaving his children to support themselves. Mrs. Stevenson was nineteen at the time and she and her sisters opened a school for young ladies in Greenock. Perhaps partly because of his wife’s history, James Stevenson supported independence for women. He made settlements on all his daughters and drew up careful marriage contracts to ensure his married daughters’ financial independence from their husbands. Had further education been a possibility, the girls would undoubtedly have been given the chance to attend university but, in Scotland, university education for women was not an option until 1877, when they were allowed to attend lectures in Edinburgh and Glasgow and St. Andrews. Women were not accepted as full students until 1892. Three of Margaret’s unmarried sisters, Elisa, Louisa and Flora, attended lectures in Edinburgh. All three, especially Louisa and Flora, became well-known for the important roles they played in furthering university education and medical training, as well as general education, for women, and in women’s suffrage. Jane, the second oldest daughter, freed her three sisters for their activities by taking care of the smooth running of the household. 

			The oldest daughter, Margaret, at the age of 24, became secretly engaged to the Rev. William Turnbull Ker. The Kers were also formerly of Greenock and Glasgow and also a merchant family. William’s grandfather was Alan Ker (1761-1828). He had founded the Alan Ker & Co., a firm of merchants, ship owners and agents in Greenock and was a Baillie of Greenock and Chief Magistrate of Greenock in 1825. He was another Lowland Scot businessman who readily undertook new ventures in a changing economy. He started a timber business in New Brunswick and shipped timber, first for shipbuilding and later, when iron and steel supplanted wood as shipbuilding material, to build houses for the workers from Ireland and other parts of Scotland who poured into an overcrowded and under-housed Glasgow and its surrounds during the Industrial Revolution. He filled his empty ships on their way out to collect the timber with Scottish and Irish emigrants to the New World. Later, he replaced his tobacco imports by diversifying into sugar refining. Eventually, the company moved to Liverpool where his son, John Ker, William’s father, took over the sugar refinery. The Rev. William Turnbull Ker (1824-1885) was John and Isabella Turnbull’s second son.

			William chose not to go into one of the family businesses. Since his parents were devout Kirk goers and had asked Rev. Dr. Thomas Chalmers, the first moderator of the Free Church of Scotland, to officiate at their marriage, they may have had no objection to William’s decision to become a divinity student in Glasgow, as well as his decision to leave the Established Church at the Disruption in 1843, to join the Free Church of Scotland. After he graduated from Glasgow University, William studied in Geneva and then became a probationer, or assistant, at a church in South Shields, most likely at Laygate Presbyterian Church, the church founded in the 1840’s by James Stevenson for the workers in his factory. From a letter Maggie wrote him, dated November 4, 1850, soon after they became secretly engaged, it is clear that he had been living in the Stevenson house, probably while he was a probationer. In all likelihood, their families were already well-acquainted from having moved in the same circles in Glasgow and Greenock.

			At the time of their engagement, William was leaving Laygate to look for a parish of his own. In her letter, Maggie impressed on him the need for great secrecy. Why was there a need for great secrecy? Her sisters were in on their secret but not brother James. Perhaps she thought her parents would disapprove of the engagement. Although her letter makes it clear that her family had welcomed William into their home, he was not much of a prospect as a son-in-law. He had no great future prospects. Maggie may also have worried that a Free Church of Scotland minister who was engaged might have a more difficult time finding a parish. In her letter, Maggie wrote to Willie: “so dearest we must have patience and not expect to get settled too soon. Jane and Eliza send their love to you and best wishes that you may soon get settled in a snug little country parish.” 

			William and Margaret were in luck. Free Church ministers were initially in short supply in the Highlands and just three years after they had become engaged, Margaret and William were married on 20 January 1853. William had received a parish in Deskford, Maggie’s “snug little country parish”, twenty miles east of Elgin, way up on the North-east coast of Scotland. Travel anywhere involved a four mile walk or ride into Cullen, and then a train journey to Aberdeen, fifty-five miles to the south. William and Margaret, undeterred, set off to start their married life at the other end of Scotland.

			Theirs was another love match and they remained in their tiny parish for 31 years. The manse is quite isolated. Deskford is a parish without a village. The congregation was spread around the countryside and the schoolchildren would have had long walks to the Kirk and parish schools, but the manse and Kirk still stand in lovely, well-tended countryside where emerald fields, fringed with gorse, tumble gently and unendingly downhill. Nowadays, the solidly built old Deskford Manse is a B & B, called West Manse, where quilters and other guests can retreat in great comfort and be entertained by huge pheasants strutting by the large pond in the middle of the lovely garden, parts of which date back to the time of Willie and Maggie. 

			[image: Description: E:\2014 - 2011 Saved\Family\Family History\J's Book Photos\China-map4d.jpg]

			A 20th century postcard of the Deskford Manse

			It was a poor parish. The congregation consisted of fishermen and crofters and William’s salary would have been very small, never more than the minimum stipend of one hundred and fifty pounds per annum. The Deskford congregation was never able to raise more than fifty pounds a year towards the Sustentation fund which had been set up for the support of seceding ministers. The Supplementary Fund would have just brought his stipend up to the minimum. By 1870, Maggie’s youngest brother, Archibald, was writing to his oldest brother, James Cochran Stevenson that Maggie was badly in debt. She owed more than one thousand pounds to her two brothers as well as being three hundred pounds overdrawn at the bank.9 The amount is quite startling. Conservative comparative calculations indicate that one thousand pounds in 1870 had the buying power of over eighty thousand pounds today! Maggie would have found it hard to adjust to the income of a country minister after her wealthy upbringing, and relied on help from their respective families, but it is hard to imagine how she ever expected to repay the loans. Despite the lack of funds, it was a happy marriage. 

			Letters that have been preserved in the Ker family clearly show the affection and concern of the brothers for their warm but bossy sister. Maggie, who stood half an inch shorter than Queen Victoria’s five feet, had no hesitation in scolding her brothers when they failed to live up to her expectations. If they did not write home or visit often enough, or take their Confirmations sufficiently seriously, they could be sure of a letter of reproof. In one letter, written while she was still living at Laygate House, she scolds John James Stevenson, the future architect, for his plans to combine a study and a drawing room. She disapproves of combining rosewood furniture with damask curtains and cornices. In fact, she says she will write immediately to her sisters to countermand his orders. It is not clear for whose house John James was drawing up plans. At the time, he was studying theology but the letter was addressed to him at Deskford where, presumably, he was staying at the time. Her objections would be understandable if he was working on plans for her future home, but it seems improbable that she would have entrusted the renovations and decoration to a twenty-one-year-old divinity student.

			The Deskford Parish Records do show that, as more and more Ker babies came along, both Maggie’s father, James Stevenson, and her brother, James Cochran Stevenson, contributed generously both to additions to the Deskford Manse and to the Kirk. William, too, may have received or inherited some capital from his family since he also contributed to additions needed to house the six girls and three boys who were born and raised in the manse.

			The Kers were by no means abandoned in the far north. They were frequently visited by various members of both their families. Census records show a full house, often with extended family staying. There were usually two maids, daughters of neighbouring farmers and crofters, to help in the house. Around the back of the Manse are the remains of an old bothy, which would have housed outdoor staff.



OEBPS/image/1.jpg
J.C. KER

LEST WE FORGET

Revisited

A MEMOIR





OEBPS/image/Manse_at_Deskford-HR.jpg





OEBPS/image/3.jpg
LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS





OEBPS/image/6.jpg
11
ACROSS THE ATLANTIC IN SCOTLAND





OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
A MEMOIR





OEBPS/image/Image578.jpg





OEBPS/image/Family-Tree-book-HR.jpg
tors and D dants
of

William Pollock Ker & Lucy Christina Murray
Alan Ker
1761 - 1828 |
b: Scotiand ¥
. Scotland o Ker 1806 - 1862
- . H, 1792 - 1855 b Sootiend
: Scotland | Canada
Ann Dow [l Srea
1765 - 1822 R} .
b: Scotland i
— Tumioa Kor WA e MD.
1824 - 1885 E . - 1832 - 1894
Scotland . : Canade
William Turnbull Scotland F . ¢ Canade
1748 - 1810 R T
: Scotland z
Isabella Tumbull Kenneth Gasalee Elizabeth Pearson
1797 - 187 GB:!.R: 2 1809 - 1893
: Scotiand - : England
4 b 4
Y : England ] mBla
1763 - 1848 ey "
. &
¢ Scotland William Pollock Ker Lucy Christina
Alan Ker
CMG. P8 Murray
1864 - 1945 : Wahu, Chine 1868 - 1969
: Scotland & Civiion NB., Canada
James Stevenson ¢+ England ¥ England
1738 - 1806 = .
: Scotland
: Scotiand . s Mosrey Nar P
" 1786 - 1866 1906 - 1989 1809 - 1872
Scotland Kuling, China b: Scotland
Scotiand London ¢ Canada
1754 - 1827 e
: Scotland
: Sootland Margaret Millar
1826 - 1900 Ker 1845 - 1921
o 1906 - 191 : Canade
Alexander t Sootland Kuling. Chine S
‘Shannon Peking
1749- 1818
Scotiand Christianna
Scotiand Jane Stewart McKenzie
- ‘Shannon 85
1797 - 1854 Canada
: Scotiand Canada
Margaret Miller : Scotland
1765 - 1857 -
b:  Scotland
: Scotiand






OEBPS/image/Image483.jpg
Russian
Empire

Russian
Empire

Manchuria

Mongolia Viadivostok

Gobi

oreat™
/——’\/;;(m Petaiho /
) el
Tibet «— | | Tientsin vale,
7 ‘ ; &
! ol & e
; | ol
( \ Yellow River/
i & e ¥ apan
China < Jap
* Xi'an Nanking S

¥ t )
Wufl(u," ZShangha:
,v 1 * e
-






OEBPS/image/5.jpg
I
THE EARLY YEARS IN CANADA





OEBPS/image/4.jpg
INTRODUCTION





OEBPS/image/Image490.jpg
%ﬂ%%’mz

EDINBURGH.

|
|

Lucy Murray Ker





