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THE PARENTS & Families OF WHITEFIELD WATSON 
 

 

My great-grandfather, Whitefield Watson (1) was born on 18 April, 1862, in New 

Cumnock, Ayrshire, Scotland.   

 

He was the son of Joseph Watson (1), born c 1833 in Stanhope, Durham England, and 

Elizabeth Walker (b. New Cumnock, Ayrshire. Scotland, c1837). 

Joseph Watson (1) died April 1900 aged 67, in New Cumnock. His wife, Elizabeth 

(Walker) Watson died 3 October, 1888. 

 

Joseph Watson’s (1) parents were Whitfield Watson (2) and Elizabeth Whiteacre. (not 

sure when they came to Scotland from Stanhope, but obviously sometime after the birth 

of Joseph). On the 1851 census Joseph was 17 years old and living with his Mother and 

his sister Susannah at the Bank Glen Inn.  After this Whitefield’s death, Elizabeth 

Whiteacre had carried on as Innkeeper. This information also shows on Joseph’s (2) 

death certificate). I have not yet been able to locate birth or marriage information for 

this Whitfield & Elizabeth. 

 

There was yet another Whitfield Watson who was the son of yet another Whitefield 

Watson,(3) and Elizabeth Raine, who married  24 October, 1829 - in St Johns Chapel, 

Weardale, Stanhope, Durham, England.  NB “St John’s Chapel” is a Village name, not a 
church. I am still very open minded about this couple, but there are so many thousands 
Whitfield (or Whitefield) Watsons in Durham, and mostly with no middle names to help 
with clues). And from what I can gather, also in New Cumnock). 
 

************************** 

 

At the time of the 1881 census in Scotland, Joseph Watson and Elizabeth (Walker) were 

living with their family at 10 Connel Park, New Cumnock. 

 

The 1881 census listing is as follows:- 

 

WATSON   Joseph          M   Head      Coal Miner     47    M      England 

WATSON    Elizabeth     M   Wife                            44     F      New Cumnock 

WATSON    Whitefield   U   Son        Coal Miner      18     M      New Cumnock 

WATSON    Susannah      U   Daur                            13     F        New Cumnock 

WATSON    John            U   Son         Scholar          10     M       New Cumnock 

WATSON    Catherine     U   Daur                              5      F       New Cumnock 

 

 

I have since discovered that there were more chn born to Joseph Watson & Elizabeth 

Walker, so Whitefield was one of 9 children born between 1855 & 1874 (according to the 

IGI  (International Genealogical Index) 

  

 

 

 



 

The IGI lists the following children born to Joseph Watson and Elizabeth Walker before 

1874, all born in New Cumnock.  Catherine Watson appears in the 1881 census as being 5 

years old, so she would have been born 1856 or 1857.  That now brings the total up to 9 

children born to Joseph & Elizabeth.   

 

Some of these children have the same names, so it is likely that the first named child, 

marked * had died.  If a child died, it was common practice at that time to name the next 

born child of the same gender with the same christian  name.    

 

1. Mary Ferguson Watson       12 April 1855                  Birth 

2. Catherine Watson               c 1856/57                       Birth 

3. Elizabeth Watson                24 November 1859         Christened 

4. Whitefield Watson              18 April 1862                 Birth 

5. John Walker Watson*          29 August 1865             Birth 

6. Susannah Watson                 February 1868  Birth 

7. John Watson       13 November 1870  Birth.   

8. Joseph Watson *      9 March 1872             - died 20 Dec. 1873    (Measles)     

9. Joseph Watson                    30 September 1874        Birth 

 

  

********************* 

 
The Miner’s Rows of Connelpark 

 

THE WATSON FAMILY 

AT HOME AT 10 CONNEL PARK 
 

 

The following description is of the house that Whitefield Watson was living in 1881 at 10 

Connel Park with his parents, Joseph & Elizabeth, sisters Susannah & Catherine, and 

brother John, all named in the 1881 census above. This description was kindly given to me 

by Robert Hart, of Cumnock, Scotland.   Robert himself lived in this very same house 

during his early childhood, from 1950 until 1952.  His father too was a miner. The 

following description is Robert’s recollection of the house. 

 

 



"The house consisted of two rooms, one a living area and one a kitchen.  The living room 

had two built-in beds in the wall, there would be curtains drawn across these through the 

day when not in use. There was a coal-fired range where all the cooking was done and the 

kettle boiled.  

 

There was a door to the kitchen where you had to step down two steps to get to the 

floor level.  It was just a plain cement floor with a drain at the wall.  There was only a 

very small window on the back wall, with a big white sink in front of it, with one cold-

water tap only. In the corner was a large round boiler built into a brick surround, with an 

opening under it at the front for a fire, so as to heat the water. There was a big wooden 

cover fitted over it, so no weans would fall in and get scalded. 

 

There was always a large tin bath hung on the wall near the back door. The water was 

boiled by the wife, who then paled it out into the bath, which was placed in the middle of 

the kitchen floor for her man to wash in when he came home from his shift at the 

pit. When he finished his bath, the water was poured out onto the floor to clean it, and 

then brushed down the drain. 

 

I have always mind of, in the spring, you would go through into the kitchen in the morning, 

and there would be nothing but frogs jumping all over the floor, for they would have come 

up through the drain at night. 

 

The wife would boil more water and wash the pit clothes in the large sink, using a 

scrubbing board and bars of soap. Then they would be dried in front of the fire, in 

winter, for her husband to wear for his next shift at the pit. That happened six days a 

week, only a Sunday off, what a life. There was no inside toilet, you had to go to the 

communal toilets at the back of the rows. There was a small garden at the front, facing 

onto the main road.    

 

The Clauchan was next door. This was a large room, where the men would play dominoes, 

cards, darts and carpet bowls - this was a place where the day's work would  

be talked about.   I bet there was more coal shovelled there than was ever done at the 

pit". 

 

My sincere thanks to Robert Hart for his description of life in a miner's row cottage, and 

how amazing that he happened to live in the very same house in the 1950’s -  as my 

Watson Great Great Grandparents and their children had lived  - in 1881! 

 

The Lanemark Coal Company formed in 1865 required to attract miners from other 

coalfields to work their coal reserves in the vicinity of the farms of Straid, Lanemark 

and South Boig. New houses were erected in the late 1860's on the park-land to the west 

of Connel Burn, the beginning of a mining community that soon would be known as 

Connelpark, or Connel Park. The first houses were built of stone and all carried the 

address of Connel Park, but these rows would later be christened with their own local 

appellations in the form of simple descriptive names. The Long Row, stretching towards 

Knockshinnoch was the first to be completed. A measure of the success of the company 

to attract new people is witnessed by the fact that not one of the occupants of this row 

of 29 homes was New Cumnock born [Sanderson]. 

 



HIS MARRIAGE TO JESSIE McMillan MASON 
 

 

 

Whitefield married in Cumnock, Scotland, on 27 May 1884.  He was 22 years old.    

He married Jessie McMillan Mason, born 31 March 1867. She was aged 17. Witnesses  

were William Walker and Julia Mason. The Minister was James Armstrong. 

 

Jessie was the daughter of William Mason and his second wife, Elizabeth Boyd who had 

married in St Quivox, Ayrshire on June 10, 1861.   

 

(NB.  For anyone doing further research, please note that several references had been 

found showing Jessie Mason's second name as McMorran.  These references were found 

on the LDS Family History IGI, and had also been given to me by two other Mason family 

researchers.  I was never happy with this name McMorran, although it was obviously the 

right person.  It is wise to remember that information from the IGI, should be 

confirmed through either viewing the film of the original Old Parish Register which can 

be ordered from your local Mormon Church Family History Centre or by locating a birth, 

death or marriage certificate. Often names have been transcribed incorrectly, either in 

error, or because the original documents have perhaps been difficult to decipher. As the 

name McMorran appears nowhere else in our family, and as Jessie's grandmother was 

named Janet McMillan (the mother of Elizabeth Boyd), I assumed (correctly as it has 

turned out) that this was due to an incorrect transcription at some time from Old Parish 

Records, GRO or Scotland’s People:  I have now however, from her marriage and death 

certificates, been able to confirm that Jessie Mason's middle name was definitely 

McMillan.) 

 

Together, Whitefield and Jessie had seven children who survived.     

 

Joseph Watson b.                                                    Connel Park, New Cumnock 

William Watson b.                                                    Connel Park, New Cumnock 

Elizabeth Walker Boyd Watson  b. 20 June 1890,  5 Connel Park, New Cumnock ** 

Mary Watson born New Cumnock 

George Watson born Cambuslang 

Jessie McMillan Mason Watson born 1901 Cambuslang 

Jeanie Mason Watson   b. 12 July 1907, 48 Park Street, Cambuslang 

  

 

 

 

 



 

 

The 1891 census for New Cumnock (at 64 Connel Park) shows Whitefield Watson, head, 

married, aged 28, Coal Miner, Jessie Watson, wife, aged 24, Joseph Watson, son, aged 4,  

William Watson, son, aged 3, Elizabeth Watson, Daughter, aged 9 months. Also Robert 

Mason, unmarried, boarder - (Brother-in-law)?  aged 18, coalminer. 

 

Whitefield & Jessie and the children moved to Glasgow some time after the birth of 

Mary in New Cumnock and before the birth of Jessie in 1901 in Cambuslang.  George and 

Jeanie were also born in Cambuslang. 

 

The 1901 census for Glasgow shows the family living at 2 Smithfield Tce. Cambuslang.  

Robert Mason was no longer living with them and Jeanie Mason Watson was not yet born. 

She was born in 1907. 

 

Jessie McMillan (Mason) Watson, died at 36 Park Street, Cambuslang, Glasgow, on 17 

June, 1913, aged .The cause of her death was supperative nephritis, as certified by 

James Allison, M.D.   Her husband Whitefield Watson was present at her death. 

I have not yet been able to find her burial record. 

 

 

HIS MARRIAGE TO ELIZABETH CLARK 

 

 
Whitefield Watson married Mrs. Elizabeth Clark (a widow) on 27 March, 1914, in Glasgow.  

His address at the time was 36 Park Street, Cambuslang, and her address was 786 

Rutherglen Road.  Rutherglen parish adjoined Cambuslang parish in Glasgow at that time. 

Elizabeth Clark was the widowed daughter of Daniel McGregor and Ellen Walker. (Daniel 

McGregor was a Ship’s Engineer). 

 

This was not a marriage according to the Forms of the Church of Scotland, as was his 

marriage to Jessie Mason, and was thereby known as an "Irregular Marriage".  It was a 

marriage by "Declaration in Presence of Two Witnesses".  The witnesses were Catherine 

Watson or McCallum (possibly Whitefield's sister Catherine) and a David McCallum. (As 

shown on the marriage cert, the wording is actually “Catherine Watson or McCallum”, and 

then “David McCallum”.  

 

Marriages of this type were at the time, a perfectly legally accepted form of marriage, 

(although of course frowned on by the established church).  These forms of marriage 

were subsequently made illegal by the Marriage (Scotland) Act of 1939 and were no 

longer legal after the Act came into force on 1 July, 1940.  Any Marriage By Declaration 

that had been performed prior to this Act were still however considered to be legal. Any 

children that had been born within these marriages were still considered to be 

legitimate. Although legal, it was not a marriage that was condoned by the Church of 

Scotland. Mrs. Clark had a child James from her previous marriage to Alexander Clark.  

 

 

 



 

Whitefield Watson in New Zealand 

 
Whitefield departed 23rd April 1925 from Southampton on NZ Shipping Company vessel 

“Rotorua”. He was bound for Wellington NZ. He was aged 62.  It appears that the 2nd 

Mrs. Watson did not come to New Zealand. She died in Shettleston; Glasgow in 1943 

several years after Whitefield had followed his family to NZ. 

 

Two of his daughters, Jessie and Jeanie, both still single, had sailed from Liverpool 11th 

October, 1924, on NZ Shipping Company vessel “Rimutaka”. Their destination was 

Oamaru, in the South Island. Interestingly, that area was where a William McAughtrie  

of Barr, a relative of my grandfather had travelled to in the 1800’s when NZ was being 

settled by the British, with land grants. He is one of NZ’s official early settlers!! 

 

My McAughtrie grandparents, my Mum Jessie and her sister Mary, had also come in 

1924, departing from Southampton 24th April, on the NZS “Arawa”, bound for Oamaru.  

Whitefield’s son William, his wife Isabella Smith and son Richie, arrived in Wellington 

25/5/26, on the NZS “Ruapehu”, possibly en route to Oamaru, and Joseph, his other son, 

also possibly en route to Oamaru, arrived in Wellington in 1923, (ship at this stage 

unknown) with his wife Kate (Catherine McLean) and possibly some of their children. 

Whitefield’s daughter Mary, known to all as Polly, had married in Cambuslang, but was to 

come later, on the NZS “Ruahine” with her husband John Finlay and son John (Jack) 

arriving (or possibly leaving) 15/12/24.   Her brother George, arrived at Wellington on 

the British Ship “Ionic” 30 June 1925, en route to Oamaru.  George at that time was 

unmarried. He later married Kathleen (Cassie) Galbraith in NZ. (Interestingly, my father, 

Robert Mathews, came to NZ  on the Iconic in 1926, with his parents and 2 sisters). 

****************** 

Old family notes record that Whitefield was working in the Knochshinnoch Mine from the 

age of 8 years old.  All census records that I have (including 1901) show his occupation as 

coal miner. However, I find that it is difficult to reconcile his obvious level of literacy to 

that of a child with just a couple of years of schooling.  Maybe he worked in the mine 

alongside his father in school holidays or weekends? And what was the school that 

Connelpark children would have attended at that time? 

 

From his later writings about Robert Burns, and his own personally written poetry, is it 

obvious that he was a very literate man.    He was to become a well-known orator and 

authority on the poetry of Robert Burns and a member of various Scottish Clubs in the 

Hutt Valley.    I initially used the resources of the Lower Hutt Library and the Hutt 

Valley Genealogy Society to discover and learn more about my great- grandfather.  Now 

there is much more information available online through the various Genealogy websites. 

 

Whitefield was a staunch advocate for the cause of the worker, and a strong member of 

the Labour Party in the Hutt Valley, New Zealand.  I was told by my mother that he was 

instrumental in helping to set up the local group.  He had been  good friends with Sir 

Walter Nash,  the second NZ Labour Government’s Minister of Finance at the time, who 

went on to become the 27th Prime Minister of NZ in its 2nd Labour Government from 1957 

to 1960. Walter Nash had been the MP for Lower Hutt for many years, and had 

been involved with the Labour Party since 1910. (See his Letter of Condolence to my 

grandmother, Mrs. Elizabeth (Watson) McAughtrie, in the Obituary for Whitefield). 



  

 

 

Whitefield was a regular contributor to the local Hutt Valley weekly newspaper, “The 

Hutt News”, where he was known by the pen-name "Moera" – (translation “Place in the 

Sun”’ the little suburb of Lower Hutt where he and most of his by then, extended family 

lived, including much later, myself with my parents and my 2 brothers, although  

 

Whitefield died in 1940, before I was born in 1945. He was also sometimes known as 

“Whitey”! 

 

I searched the microfilmed Hutt News Archives at the Lower Hutt Library for articles 

submitted by Whitefield Watson or his pen persona “Moera". They have microfilmed 

from 1945 back, so I was very lucky.  I am sooo glad it was only a weekly paper - takes 

about 2 hours to get 1/2 way through a film that only covers one quarter!!  I was also 

looking for anything that referred to Burns Club or the Scottish community in Lower 

Hutt. I knew that he had been active in those as well. 

 

I have found a lot of valuable information in The Hutt News, some more of his poetry, 

“The Silent Wheels of Time”, Jock Tamson’s Bairns” and others. Also reports of special 

contributions by himself and his family entertaining at Burns Club Meetings, and also his 

obituary. Some others of his grandchildren, cousins of my Mum, and some great 

grandchildren, were also able to contribute some poetry.   

 

As of now, in 2014, the National archives “Papers Past” website is a fantastic archived 

source of NZ wide Newspapers which includes our local Wellington Evening Post and Hutt 

News articles up until 1945. They have been digitized, are searchable, and are available 

free of charge online.   Much easier than winding through the old microfilms! 

 

I found Watson/McAughtrie records as well, and, not surprisingly, notices of awards for 

Mrs. McAughtrie, my Nanny, for pikelets, scones, shortbread, jam etc – Mr. McAughtrie, 

my Grandpop, for vegetables and flowers.  

 

When I was moving my grandmother, Elizabeth (Watson) McAughtrie, from her own home 

to Upper Hutt to live with her daughter Jessie, my mother, both of whom were by now 

widowed, I found a little wooden box that lived up in a top cupboard of her kitchen which 

turned out to be a veritable treasure trove for me. All those little pieces of paper, birth 

and marriage certificates, newspaper clippings, receipts for a Cemetery plot at Taita, 

dated around the time of Whitefield’s death and other documents in that wee wooden 

box are actually what got me started on the whole genealogy process in later years.  

 

I never had the good fortune of actually knowing my great grandfather personally, as he 

passed away in 1940, and I wasn’t born until 1945.  But I grew up around his sons and 

daughters, and their children, all of whom spoke of him respectfully and lovingly as 

Faither. A lovely coloured and framed photograph of Whitefield was hung proudly in the 

homes of my Aunts and Uncles, and also in the home of my Grandparents, Elizabeth 

(Lizzie) and Robert (Bob) McAughtrie. 

 

 



 

 

Hanging below or beside each photograph, was a printed and framed copy of one of his 

poems, obviously loved by all in the family - “The Silent Wheels of Time”. This particular 

poem has been read at many of our family funerals. I’m sure that his inspiration for this 

poem was from the poem named “To Miss Logan” by Robert Burns, as the first verse is 

very similar.   

 
 

THE SILENT WHEELS OF TIME 
 

By Whitefield Watson   

 

Once again the silent wheels of time 

Their annual round has driven 

Another milestone left behind 

One year's march nearer heaven. 

 

                  When darkest clouds they compast round me     

And my soul was filled with fear 

       I heard the voice of Jesus whisper 

   "I am with you do not fear" 

 

I have passed three score and ten milestones 

And still I'm struggling on 

To reach the Land of Canaan 

Where loved ones they have gone. 

 

Still today I am struggling onward 

Onward at the Lord's command 

And I know he will never leave me 

Till I reach the Promised Land. 

 

'Oftimes the road was rough and thorny 

And my path was filled with care, 

But the Lord was ever with me 

And he gave me strength to bear. 

 



 

 

When I stand on the brink of Jordan 

And hear the billows roar 

I'll be safe with the arms of Jesus round me, 

He will bring me safe to shore 

 

When I am safe across the Jordan 

 Life's trouble will all be o'er 

And I'll lay my weary burden down 

On the sands of the Golden Shore. 

 

 

HIS DEATH 

 
Whitefield Watson died at Lower Hutt 31 July, 1940, and is buried in the Presbyterian 

portion of Taita Cemetery, Lower Hutt.  Plot No. 1 & 2, Block VI.  The exclusive right of 

burial in perpetuity of these two parcels of land was granted to Mrs. R. McAughtrie, 91 

Randwick Cres., Moera (Elizabeth Watson - Whitefield's daughter) in consideration of 

the sum of four pounds sterling. Witnessed on the 8th day of July 1940. Some of 

Whitefield's own children are buried now in that same plot - also one of his grandchildren 

(Mary Houston McAughtrie Allanson), my mother’s sister. 

 

 
 

My Grandmother Elizabeth (Watson McAughtrie) at the grave of her father Whitefield 
Watson & her daughter Mary Houston (McAughtrie) Allanson c 1945. 

 

The Late Mr. Whitefield Watson - A Tribute by Jim McDonald (ex New Cumnock) 
 

"It's hard to break the bonds 

Which God decreed to bind 

For we are still the children 

Of the Heather and the wind 

Far away from home 

But still for you and me 

The broom is blooming bonny 

In the North Countrie”   -  Stevenson 

 

 



 

 

Cont.…..Always when I met and talked with Whitefield Watson, those words of 

Stevenson's seemed uppermost in my mind because by his rich vernacular and his kindly 

homely way of expression "Wullie", as he was familiarly known, but "Whitey" to me, 

breathed the very soul of his native soil - Ayrshire, Scotland. 

 

In the little upland parish of New Cumnock, high amongst the Ayrshire hills where the 

Afton flows gently, the late Whitefield Watson was born and reared. The district is rich 

in the history of Wallace and Bruce: there also the blood of the Covenanters dyed the 

heather in the fight for freedom of religious thought and expression. 

 

Such literary men as John Galt, George Douglas Brown and Robert Burns strode the same 

wind-swept heather hills as did Whitefield Watson, so also did James Kier Hardie. 

  

No wonder then, that when my old friend came to New Zealand some 15 years ago he 

brought with him all the characteristics of the lovable Scot - Freedom - Liberty, and 

Humanity, and love for the best things in life. 

 

No Scottish gathering in the Hutt Valley was complete without an item from "Whitey", 

and his rendering of "Tam o' Shanter", "Man Was Made to Mourn", or "The Cottar's 

Saturday Night", will be cherished and remembered by those fortunate enough to hear 

Burns' poems recited in the Ayrshire vernacular. 

 

His sturdy independence and lovable kindly nature endeared him to all. 

The social friendly honest man 

Where e'er he be 

'Tis he fulfills great nature's plan 

And none but he. 

 

The late Mr. Watson was a deeply religious man, and his love for the Bible and his great 

faith in the life to be, was a living reality and a source of comfort when he knew he was 

"tottering doon the brae" 

 

What splendid courage in the face of death did "Whitey" show when I shook his hand for 

the last time. 

Seventy-eight years of age, with splendid mental faculties, he talked of Burns and 

Scotland and wondered how things were in our native Ayrshire. Have no fear; come what 

will, Scotland will always have a contribution to make for the betterment of mankind.   

Whitefield Watson knew that, and now the kindly old soul is no more:  those who knew 

him feel better that he passed this way. 

 

He rests far from his Ayrshire hills, but many a Scottish heart knew when he was laid to 

rest that there is the little plot where Whitefield Watson rests that is forever 

Scotland… 

Far away from home, 

But still for you and me, 

The Broom is blooming bonny in the North Countrie! 

 



 

 

 

Peace to his dear soul and comfort to his sorrowing sons and daughters who knew his 

worth and will reverence his name until the floodgates of life shut in eternal rest. 

 

The writer of the above obituary, Jim McDonald, a New Cumnock born man, who had 

emigrated to Lower Hutt, New Zealand, was a close friend of Whitefield, and I think 

also, a relative of his mother Elizabeth Walker.   

 

 

 

CONDOLENCE LETTER TO MY GRANDMOTHER 
Transcription of a hand written letter 

 
From the Office of Minister of Finance 

14/09/1940 

 

Dear Mrs. McAughtrie, 

 

On my desk for the past six weeks has been a note of the passing of your father, placed 

aside so that I might personally write to say how much I respected him. His natural 

integrity and love for the workers won him the respect of all with whom he came into 

contact.  He will be missed by all at Moera and in particular by those who came from 

Scotland and were lovers of Burns. 

 

Will you forgive my delay in writing?  In spite of the weeks that have passed since he left 

us I feel that I must write that he was one of the most sincere and noble of our citizens 

whose memory will live for many years and whose character it would be good for us all to 

emulate. 

 

Mrs. Nash has already expressed her sympathy with you and I have felt it and thought of 

you since his passing.  I am now writing to let you know how much I, with others, will miss 

him and to extend to you my sympathy at your personal loss. 

 

Yours sincerely, 

(Signed)   W. Nash 

 

**************** 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

MY LINE OF DESCENDENCY 

 
In my own direct line of descent from Whitefield and Jessie, the count is currently 24 

descendants. 

 

My Grandmother   (Dec’d)        1    Elizabeth Walker Boyd (Watson) McAughtrie   

My Mother            (Dec’d         1    Jessie McMillan Mason McAughtrie 

My 2 Brothers                         2     

Myself                                     1     

My 2 Brother’s children           7  

My 2 Brother’s grandchildren  7 

My children                              2 

My Grandchildren                     3  + 1 cute honorary  

 

Of course there are many more descendants here in NZ from Whitefield and Jessie’s 

other children, William, Joseph, Mary (Polly), Jessie, Jeanie and George. Many of the 

males carry the name Whitefield as their middle name. I’m not even going to attempt to 

count them, but there were plenty of Aunts and Uncles and cousins around when I was 

growing up!  I haven’t quite got to the great grandchildren stage myself yet, but I know 

some of them have! 

*********************** 

AFTON ROAD CEMETERY 
Photo Courtesy of Robert Hart 

 

 
 

Photo Courtesy of Robert Hart 

I Meet My McAughtrie Great Grandparents 

And two of their children  

 

 



 

 

Thinking about ancestors and descendants makes me remember the day I visited New 

Cumnock Cemetery in Afton Road for the first time in 2003.  What a beautiful cemetery!  

Robert took me there primarily to visit the grave of my McAughtrie Great parents 

Thomas and Mary Houston McAughtrie.  I had very small snapshot photograph of it 

already from my grandmother’s treasure box, but I wanted to go and pay my respects, 

and take a new photo.  Of course I also wanted to pay my respects to any other of my 

families that were buried there. 

 

It was a beautiful day; I had my camera and started walking around looking for her grave.  

I saw on my journey around that peaceful place, that there were many many more 

headstones with surnames that were familiar and meaningful for me.  I finished up 

walking around the whole cemetery, row by row, and taking a photo of any headstone that 

had one of my connected family names on it.  It was certainly much easier than writing it 

all down!  More treasures!  It was a wonderful experience, quite exciting, and emotional, I 

felt blessed that I had been given the privilege of meeting them all!  

 

I revisited the cemetery in 2013, walked around again, took a few more photos, and just 

spent time soaking up the serene and peaceful atmosphere.  It was such a special day for 

me and I’d like to share with you some of my thoughts during those visits with my family 

who lie in the Afton Road Cemetery.   

 

I feel their presence 
As I walk around this special sacred place 

A peaceful, beautiful location 
That speaks to me of family that I never knew 

So many here, together forever 
I’m happy to be a part of them all 

I am humbled 
 I am proud! 

 
I feel their presence 

Although I never knew them 
I carry their blood in my veins 

So many here, together forever 
These families of mine that rest here 

I’m happy to be a part of them all 
I am humbled 
 I am proud! 

 
Many more of their descendants 

Live on here in this beautiful place 
They carry their spirit 
They carry their names 

They carry their blood in their veins 
I am happy to be a part of them all 

I am humbled 
I am proud! 



 
 

Many more of their descendants 
Are scattered all around the world 

They carry their spirit 
They carry their names 

They carry their blood in their veins 
I am happy to be a part of them all 

I am humbled 
                                                         I am proud! 
 
 
 
So many of these people                    
All make up a part of me 
I never knew them - but somehow – well - I just do!                           Jeanne Bell 2013                      

 
********************* 

 
 
 
 

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS AND THANKS 
 

 

Thank You for reading my Great Grandfather’s story.  I hope you have found it useful and 

interesting and have enjoyed it as much as I have enjoyed learning more about my 

Watson and other connected families history.  I still have a lot of brick walls, gaps, and 

plenty of research to keep me going.  I can’t guarantee that it’s all correct, but in most 

cases I have been able to verify my research with official source documents. However, 

I’m always open to questions and happy to receive new information to add, or maybe 

something to change.  I am also more than happy to answer any queries re connected 

families of Watson and McAughtrie, and their various other connected families.   

 

My Email is      Jeannebell@outlook.com  -  love to hear from you! 

  

 

I have traced back to the 1700’s in some cases.  But I still have gaps and those brick 

walls and will always appreciate anything anyone can help me out with.  Of course, each 

time I make a new “find”, it leads to new and challenging questions, so it all keeps me on 

my toes! 

 

It’ s been a long but very rewarding journey from 2002 to the present,  and I have met 

so many great people along the way, both in person and via the wonderful world of the 

internet.  I have exchanged information with many people and relatives, both in New 

Zealand, England, and of course, Scotland and the New Cumnock folk who have shared 

their knowledge and information with me.   I also have books written by the late Donald 

McIver and George Sanderson’s two books. One of George Sanderson’s books was sent to 

me by Robert Guthrie, which I much appreciate.  These books have been a great asset to  
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me, and I never cease to be amazed about how many of my families are mentioned.  

 

I also have a copy of the book about the Knochshinnoch Disaster of September, 1950 – 

“Black Avalanche” which of course a lot of my relatives were involved in.  This book had 

belonged to my McAughtrie grandfather. I also have a video of the film “The Brave Don’t 

Cry”, which I purchased from Stephen Kennedy in Ayrshire some 10 or so years ago.  

 

And other bits and pieces which I have gathered up along the way, that have eventually 

proven to be invaluable. Grace (Roy) Ferguson, who I met with in New Zealand, was also 

able to give me a good lot of clues, and she is the person that directed me to Robert 

Hart’s amazing CD’s, and I think also, to the New Cumnock Now and Then website!  

Another excellent website for research has been Robert Guthrie’s History of the Parish 

of New Cumnock. 

 

So…there are many, many people for me to thank for their encouragement and kindness, 

for sharing their stories, family connections, knowledge, photos and hospitality when I 

visited New Cumnock, both in 2003 and again last year.  Thank You to you all, especially to 

Robert and Margaret Hart for their help and hospitality.  Robert introduced me to so 

many people (it seemed as if every second person he stopped to talk to as we walked 

along The Castle, was either a Watson or McAughtrie connection to me somewhere along 

the line.)  And not only walking around the Village, but he took me meet others of my 

family as well.  It was wonderful!   

 

Of course, along the way, I have gathered up many new found relatives and ancestors, 

and connected families (I think I have more in Ayrshire than in the whole of New 

Zealand)!  Think of McAughtrie, Houston, Cowan, Lotimer, McTaggart, Shieland (or 

Sheveland), Watson, Mason, Gibb, Brown, Sloan, Glendinning, Boyd, Walker, McMillan, 

Ferguson, Williamson, and more!!   

 

Last, but by no means least, I thank my friends and family who for some years have 

listened me burbling on and on about my family stories and research.  And my friend Jan 

Williams who has also listened to my burblings, and been my very able proofreader. 

 

So once again, thank you to you all! 

 

 Jeanne     


