






Ballest Point, East River,








Pictou, N.S.  Nov 6th, 1825

My Dearest Harriet,

My poor dear Allan only yesterday morning received the letter and parcel you sent him a year ago last summer.  They have been lying about a hundred and fifty miles from here.  Thank God you were then well and in the same mind.  I hope this will find you still the same, and continue so until spring.  And then if God will spare you both, with his will your constancy will be rewarded.  Allan wrote you by John Campbell who is also the bearer of this.  Allan wished me to write you also, in case Mr. C might not prove true in delivering the letter which he wrote to you.  I too enclose this to my dearest Anne Rankin’s care, who I have no doubt will see it safely delivered to you.

My dearest father also wrote my uncle Hugh, he gave me a reading of the letter.

He told him of Allan’s going home in the spring, and hopes he will forward your marriage, and set you off direct for this part of the world.  And now my Dearest Harriet, we are all in hopes of seeing you both safe here in the autumn; and none of us more anxious for the happy meeting than my dearest and better half – Allan would have written an answer to your letter, but my father, Sandy and he were just setting off for the Island with a new schooner they have just bought, when he received your letter.  The live on the Island, and I on the Mainland.  We live a long distance from each other.  

You, my loved Harriet, would be grieved to hear of the melancholy ever to be lamented loss we sustained.  Our beloved brother Archy was lost in the Prince Edward Island Mail packet but thanks be to God, we recovered his loved body.  I am sure you will see a great change in my ever honoured and dearest parents.  They are getting very frail looking.  Colin is married.  I will say nothing more of them until you see them except that she has money.  Mary is in Halifax, Jane in England, Julia teaching school about five miles from us.  She spends the week ends with us.  Margaret at home.  My brothers are all at home just now, what fine crops of all kinds they have on both tracts of land.
Now Allen, if spared, will be with you in the early spring, and let us see you here by the end of August. 

Give my ever kindest love to my Uncle and Aunt MacDougall, to Aunt Juliet, and Aunt Flora, and Aunt Littismore and family, to my Aunt Treshnish and family, to your mother, Miss Anne, Miss Jane and Miss Catherine, to all the Barrs--- to all enquiring friends, but more particularly to my friend and your brother John.  Miss my sweet little Eliza MacDougall for me, and I shall not forget her cousin Allan.  I forgot but that I was a young girl while writing you, for I have not said a word about my dearest husband and two little ones.  They are all, thank God, well.

We are not wealthy, but we have plenty of the comforts of life, and will have more by and by if God spares us.  I am very happy.

Adieu, my dear until we meet,








Your sincere friend and sister









Ann MacKay

