Personal Diary of Alexander Forbes Junior, 1883
Born 1807, died 1870, aged 64 years

Alexander Forbes, my dear father departed this life on Tuesday, Nov. 22nd, 1870 at twenty minutes past 2 P.M. being in the 64th year of his age, and his 40th year in America.   He was a native of the New Lands of Clythe, Caithness, Scotland, from which he emigrated to Nova Scotia (landing at Pictou) in the year 1830.

On the first of July 1831 he was married to Nancy Sutherland (his beloved wife) who survived him nearly thirteen years.  They came to North Dalhousie, about that time, when there was hardly “a clear spot to be seen or heard of” but by leading an industrious, careful life they managed to provide the necessities of life and also to bring a large family to a high state of cultivation.  There family was large – 5 of whom died in infancy and 9 are still living making in all 14.  Their names in order of birth are Jessie, Catherine, John, Daniel, Barbara, Mary, James, Betsy and Alexander.  All were married before their mother’s death except James and Alexander.  Barbara being a widow – her husband having died of Pneumonia.  Father was a very diligent man paying close attention to his farm until the end and as such was noted especially for carefulness.  He was much respected by all who made his acquaintance.  He was in vigour of life when death seized him but only lived 14 days after the trouble set in – “Inflammation of the Bowels.”  The say on which he died was warm and most pleasant – there being a slight frost the night before.  The leaves were most fallen and nature just changing her garment for the winters approach.  On the evening of his departure about 10 A.M. by the grace of God he was enabled to offer a prayer for all his family.  His end was peace.  He was able to speak to the last moments when he fainted away to his eternal rest.  Bros. Dan, James and I were present at his death bed also his dear wife, our mother, who attended him day and night through all his trouble.  The others present were Dorothy Gordon and Joseph McCulloch who ran down to Dr. Wm McKenzie’s but he was gone ere they got up.  When asked by mother what would become of her when he was gone he looked earnestly at her and replied in Gaelic: “Cha’n eagail duits, tha Dia laidir”. (Fear not, God is powerful)  Many solemn and affectionate counsels did he utter during his wrestling with death.  I was only 11 years of age when this event occurred but at that age I never left my dear parents side until compelled by sickness the night previous to his death – all these things are as bright to my mind as the events of yesterday although now nearly 13 years since.  It is just like a dream – how swiftly, the time rolls on. 
North Dalhousie



Alexander Forbes

June 25th, 1883.

P.S. The funeral service was conducted by Rev. Mr. McDougall of Scotland – a fine man, who happened to be here as we had no minister at West Branch at that time.

Born 1815, Died 1883, aged 67 years.

Nancy Sutherland, my dear mother, departed this life on Sunday 11th March, at 3:30 P.M. in the 67th year of her age.  She was a native of Clyne, Sutherlandshire – emigrated to this country in 1821 – landing at Pictou, NS on the 6th of August of that year, being only six years of age.  Although taken from her dear native land at this tender age, still she remembered some of the old scenes of her childhood of which she delighted to speak in her more advanced years.

Her father (Donald Sutherland) at first took up his abode at Pictou town but shortly changed his mind and moved to West Branch of River John where he lived until his death and where his son James still lives – a blind old man of deep piety and sincere religion. 

She was married when only sixteen and had a large family.  She was very much attached to her husband and felt his death a sore trial for a long time.  She was troubled with sore eyes for some time afterwards, caused pretty much by sorrowing too much for her departed consort, but the last three or four years the trouble had completely left her – in loss of sight but Inflammation of eyelids and weakness.  Brother James to whom the farm was entrusted upon father’s death – left for college in the fall of 1871, (attended Dalhousie College, Halifax) and mother and I ever since then strove to do the work ourselves together with whatever help he could lend.  Several times we were pressed hard but we never faltered but steadily and vigorously pushed onward.  I was not very rugged neither was mother but we were willing and pushing and so we managed to get smoothly along and all three worked together until the last.  Through all those years I endeavoured  to again all the education possible by attending school in the winter and working hard all summer and often was I helped and encouraged by my dear parent to attend school when even I would not go myself, although I always had a fond regard for education.  I never will forget those happy hours that will never more return and I may well say that the happiest period of my life is over when she has left me, for in no period of life are we so happy as in youth.  She has done for me what no other can do and it is to her that I will ever look with thankfulness for the education which I now possess.  
Mother was in pretty good health all last summer and this winter (1882 to 83) (complaining at times of pain in back and extending to all parts of the body more or less).  She was able to do all the turns through the house and attend to the cattle when necessary – sometimes I would be busy at firewood or from home.  We got up a small party for Christmas – had Geo. Ross and Mrs. who were lately married together with several others of the neighbours children which we invited for so much amusement on the night of the 25th Dec./82.  One of those present Annie B Urquhart died on the 23rd Feb last with Inflammation of Lungs.  We had a second party for some of the old people on the evening of Jan 13th – how pleasant were those meetings.   It seems as if we had to meet once more before some of the dear friends left us – How sad to think we never more shall meet to pass such happy evenings on earth.  But oh! Let us look to the glorious future.  What are these days of sorrow to be compared to them.
Mother was pretty ill with pain in back about 1st week of Feb.  Thought it was Neuralgia or Rheumatism but I think it was owing to hard labour in the past – her trouble was gradually increasing from time to time and at last came to the final crisis.  She got over this illness of Feb 1st nicely and was able to do her work as before.  She did no spinning this winter as I was out working the most of the time getting home wood and threshing as I intended getting a teacher in our own school this summer and therefore wished to have all things ready so as to be able to attend.   We had brother Johns little girl all last summer and this winter – she was going to school (Merion Ross, teacher).  She was preparing to go to spin as soon as the weather would get warm (this winter being exceptionally cold and frosty).  She went out but little during all winter – as it was so frosty.  The frosty weather set in about the 1st January and continued on till just the day she died 11th March when we had a change.  The thermometer was as low as 22 below zero on the 10th Feb and 14 below on the 6th March and was most part of the time since New Year below zero at night – real cold weather.  The first week of March was colder than Feb with exception of one day.  I commenced taking lessons from Robb Gordon who was at home this winter about the second week of Feb and was over there on the last day of Feb.   The next morning, I felt unwell and continued so for some days, headache and pains in different parts of the body also a dullness.  Mother took this sort of a cold two days after I took it, that being Sat. 3rd March – we were both unwell but never thought of anything serious – I got better in a short time but mother did not feel much easier so I sent for sister Jessie who came to see her on Wed. 7th and stayed until 10 P.M.  I was to Loganville Wed. and got her some better things which I thought would be good but did not seem to do much for her – after she partook of it once or twice desired it no more – her stomach was disordered and inflamed.  She was able to get up all along until Friday night (the night I went for Doctor Norrie) and was able to get herself drinks but was showing signs of weakness as the trouble went on.  She got the little girl to wake me Wed (7) morning and get her a drink which I did and remained with her all the time ever since.  Thursday she was easier she thought but I suppose it was weaker and as I saw that she was not improving I decided to go for Dr. Norrie on Friday 9th and after having a long drive after him I succeeded in finding him and getting him to the house about 8 P.M. I sent Katie for Sister Jessie who was attending her while I was for the Dr.  Mother was sitting in the chair when the Dr. came in beside the fireplace – was able to shake hand to him and tell him of her troubles – walked to bed herself and never rose since.  He gave her some powders but said that nothing could be done – her trouble was “Inflammation of the Stomach and Bowels”.  He had no hopes of her recovery from first but did not tell me so.  Taking the cold aided the other troubles and all things working together caused her to sink very suddenly.  
She seemed to be very dull and sleepy – sleeping nearly all along and especially since the Dr. came – slept all that night and hardly ever spoke since.  Strange that the change should be so sudden.  I went to bed for a few hours that night and when I went into the room about 6 A.M. Saturday morning she spoke to me in Gaelic and said “S’eaomh bain bhi faicinn thu maid al” at the same time gazing steadily and sharply.  There were her last words to me although she said a few words until the last hours.  She was in a sort of stupor with the fever- her mind seemed to be clouded.  When I saw things looked very gloomy I resolved to send work to all hands as quickly as possible – so I sent Geo. Ross to River John with a dispatch to Bro James also send him to Bro Johns on Sat 10th but as that night started out to be a tremendous storm blowing and – furiously – they were unable to get up until noon Sabbath.   I also sent Hugh Ross for Bros Dan to Riversdale but he was unable to go on account of the storm until Sabbath day and so Dan only got here shortly before her death about 12:30 P.m.  All day Saturday we tried to make things as agreeable as possible but although we sat with her in be and held her up and did all we could think still there we no signs of her improving or being easier.  One of her troubles was a choking in breast by which she was unable to spit up the water accumulating in lungs and this caused considerable distress especially when drinking.  She always desired water, asking for colder water then asked if she would take a drink she would say in English, “Yes, my dear” these were her words to the last. 
Her sister Merion and her brother Donald came to see her Saturday night and remained – but oh! How long I felt that stormy night, but ‘twas the “stormier” night within that troubled me.  As daylight came the outside storm abated some but the storm within was only increasing.  Early Sat morning she seemed easier but then again showed worse signs in a few hours.  She was very much troubled from 9 A.M. until two but from that time was more at rest and without struggle or a sight at 3:30 P.M. Sabbath 11th March.  John Murray (Hernlock) conducted worship shortly before she passed away.  Those present at her death were:  Bros. Dan, John and I, Sister Jessie and W. McKenzie, Aunt Merion and Uncle Donald, Maggie Forbes, Mrs. Walter Campbell, Mrs. W. Ross and Alex. Douglas. 
The day was spring like – fine and warm and thawing a little but blowing yet after last night terrible storm.  This storm was predicted but was not quite equal to the predictions.  The corpse was most beautiful (if I may use such an expression in regard to a corpse) so natural – just as if she was sleeping and reconciled to all things.  How appropriate the words “Still hearty lingers on thy pallid brow”.  She changed but little during the 3 days left in.

After her death Bros. Dan started for River John to give word to all her friends by telegraph – telegrams were at once sent James, sisters Mary and Catherine and Aunt Isabella at Irvines.  Dan came up Monday and I sent him to Pictou for all necessaries for funeral- waits for James for some time but he didn’t come. 
Got coffin made by Daniel McKenzie, West Branch, was well mounted – I kept the escutcheon as a remembrance.  James arrived at Pictou on Thursday afternoon – hired a horse and drove home at once arriving 4:30 P.M.  Fraser, Catherine and Mary arrived in a few minutes afterwards – he passed them coming.  They were all sorely grieved so that they could scarcely speak for sometime.  Bro. Dan and Mrs. came Tues. evening also Aunt Isabella and Mr. McKenzie. 
(Wed) The day appointed for the funeral was fine altho’ cold – sun shinning brightly all day – much like spring.  About 9 A.M. the many friends began to come and before 11 A.M. all were present.  Rev. D. McKenzie conducted the funeral service from 1Cor.15: from 1 to about middle of chapter.  Sang Par 5.3 1st and last part – quite a nice discourse when t’ was past.  
Cakes and cheese were sent round to all there being quite a number present indeed.  The coffin was then taken out and placed on chains at front door and before closing sister Katie and I kissed mother and then all was over and remains were carried to the grave by her four sons James and I leading and John and Dan behind – those following extended thickly from House to road.  Funeral left house at 12 A.M. and all was over at 1 P.M.

Tea was served to all remaining for such and then about 4 P.M. we were left all alone only a few of our own family.  This was Wed. 14th and Thursday Fraser Catherine and Mary left for home.  Bro. James remained with me at home until April 18th when he left for Glace Bay, C.B. his charge at this time.  

The last chapter I read when mother was able to sit up with us and read was the 3rd of Colossians – she read each verses herself as she was accustomed to do for some time past.

The last I read for her which she was able to understand was 1 Thes. 1 chapter The Last Psalms she sung were 22 P.S. several parts and among them 20 and 21 verses.  Also 24 PS: 9, 10 verses – each she sang – sang this on her death bed.  What I sang back for her was PS 25: 6, 7 verses.
She was extremely fond of the 23rd PS and although much troubled with headache took up her book and read with me and read it – I was unable to sing when I read this PS about Wed, but was able to sing after that – and also I did not wish to disturb her.

Her favorite Psalms were 23, 27 last part, which her mother spoke last in her presence.  Next was the 34 PS and also 35.  The 43 the 100, 117 and 134. Some of which she committed to memory especially the last two and 23.
Her favorite chapters were St. John Gospel 14 and 15th; II Cor 1 chap, Rom 8th, James 1 chap. 1 Epistle of John 1 chap. 

She read considerable this winter and was much interested in a little paper called the “Band of Hope” for which I became agent this year.  She often read Shorter Catechism and Bible in English but she was not able to read much Gaelic altho’ it was her mother tongue.  She had never been to school except for a week or so when very young – was very much attached to her mother and – remained at home to attend to the work and thus lost her time for educating herself.  
She was a woman of about the ordinary size – 5 ft 4 inches in height and well formed – having a large round chest – nicely featured face – short chin – dark brown eyebrows and dark brown hair tinged with gray – round forehead and dark-grey eyes.  Her step was lively until her last – she was remarkably smart for a woman of her age.  Her love was beyond what I could describe – her desire that James should get through with his studies and this she saw all accomplished before her death as this was the second year for him as an ordained minister.  Thus she was the desire for her eyes.  She often told me that I should have God’s blessing for being so good to my mother – although when I think of it – I was not half as good as I should have been. 
P.S.

There was an average depth of snow this winter but it was mostly drifted into heaps along fences and edges of the woods, so that large parts of the clearings were uncovered.  When this thaw broke up the long severe winter weather the snow soon disappeared except some vast heaps which survived until the middle of May.  Quite large spots were bard at the time of mothers funeral and shortly afterwards we had quite a rainstorm and thaw which caused wheeled vehicles to take the place of sleighs.

The great drifting storm on the night previous to mothers death came to a thaw in the early morning but not much rain if any, - it continued blowing and thawing until about noon but it was fine and the sun shone bright at Truro.
She was remarkably fond of all her children and her desire was that all of them should do well – and furthermore she would wish to do what she could for them at all times and all in all places.  Those of her children who were at the funeral were John, Dan, James and I, Katie, Mary, Jessie.  Barbara and Betsy were in the states and so could not come in time.  I was nearly 24 years when this sad event took place and this I write as a “memento” of the death of my dear parents – whose dust I shall ever revere and bless. 






Alexander Forbes

North Dalhousie,

  June 25th, 1883

Both father and mother were buried in our own cemetery not far from the house at N. Dalhousie.  

1883
Those who died this spring around the vicinity were as follows: - 


Mrs. John McKenzie (Shocan) who died of Inflammation of Lungs Feb 19th 


Annie B Urquhart who died of Inflammation of Lungs and Stomach Feb 23rd

Mrs. McWilliams (confined for some time) died March 8th

George McKay, Scotsburn, died Feb 21st

Duncan McKenzie died April 3rd aged 93 the oldest inhabitant of Dalhousie.


Robt. Sutherland died May 17th of Erysipelas in eye – age 68


Sister Lizzie died of vomiting at Concord, NH Nov 19th, 1883

X----------Sickness -------Spring of 1883 --------

This trouble seems to have been Inflammation of the Blood or blood poisoning, as it worked through all the system.  It did its work with great rapidity –such numbers have died from its effects this spring.   It seems to have been floating about in the atmosphere as several parties were prostrated with it at --- time.  Doctors count not give much information regarding it so that both the trouble and its cause are yet unknown.  This has been an unhealthy winter and one of great mortality – dampness accompanying a lot of eastern winds. 
Lines

On the death of My Mother

Dear Mother, my thoughts do all sadly repair

To the cold hour of death which yet I must share;

Of you do I think, whom I lost just so late,

And, far from each busy scene, thus mediate.

How feebly and faintly words serve to express, 

The depth of the sorrow which doth me distress;

For you who so loved me as dearly as life,

In this world of great changes and wearisome strife.

O, yes, ‘twas your love made those days seem so bright,

Which in mem’ry will live tho’ flown from the sight;

But now that thou’rt gone to thy long dreamless sleep,

I miss that sweet love – how can I but weep?

And while my tears fall o’er your dust like the rain,

A voice gently whispers, “Weep not, ‘tis in vain;

Thy mother sleeps sweetly, all care and sorrow o’er,

God willed it so – she’s on a happier shore.”

Sleep on then, dear mother, and take thy sweet rest,

By all thy dear children thy dust shall be blest;

Through this life thou didst prove a fond faithful friend,
Which speaks for thee yet, and will to the end.

Yes, happy the hours that we spent together,

Not thinking so soon death’s dark cloud should us sever;
Faith leads me beyond this dark gloom now to see,

That a brighter – a happier union shall be,
Where, free from all sorrow and sighting and pain,

We’ll meet with each other, to part not again;

In that Home that shall last through Eternity’s day,

Where all shall be blooming not more to decay.

I love to contemplate those scenes so bright,

In faith rise above what we have here in sight;

And cast all my cares upon Him who doth care,

Till with you, dear mother, His glory I share.

Yet while to my view fleeting ages extend,
The wondrous plan of Grace fulfilling all its end;
With every bright scene before me now here,

I see your dear form in a holier sphere.

There in peace we shall meet, not a care or a fear,

There sorrow ne’er comes, there falls not a tear;

What, then is there here needs cause our thoughts roam?

In Heaven we shall meet – there is our real Home.

North Dalhousie

June 20th/83




Alexander Forbes

“The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away;

Blessed be the name of the Lord.”
