2c. John Kelland

I believe this to be a photograph of John Kelland.

1841 Census for Barton Street, St. George’s, Bristol, Gloucestershire.
Note the Surname is spelled Kelling.
John was born on June 14th 1838 at Concord Place, in the Parish of St. James, Taunton,
Somerset. By 1841 the family had moved to Bristol in Gloucestershire, that is why
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the answer in the end column to the question “Where you born in this County?” is No.
So, John was raised in Bristol and on the 1851 census he was shown as living at 31,
Phoenix St and working as a labourer at the age of 12 years.

1851 Census.
Number 31 Phoenix Street, St. George’s, Bristol.
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This is the last trace I have of John in England. I do not know if he ever came to live
in Droylsden, Manchester with his family but it is most probable that he was there
from 1853/4 to about 1859. From the information I have to date I believe he may well
have gone to America with his father early in 1859. These may well have been the
first of my Kelland family to emigrate, although there is a slight chance that John’s
brother George Kelland Jnr. went out to America in 1853 and then returned to
England before 1861, to take his family back to America in 1864.
I believe John may have purchased 80 acres of land in Michigan, at a cost of $40, on
2nd May 1859, even though he was under 21 years of age at the time by about six
weeks. (See below). In his father’s story I have George Kelland Snr. as purchasing
80 acres of land in Michigan on 2nd February 1859.
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I am not sure if the following is the correct John Kelland as the age is a little wrong,
but this can often occur and there is no other suitable John Kelland on any later
Census records. John is lodging with a family and is shown as a student. I am not
100% sure that this “our” John Kelland!

3

The next official record of John is the U.S. Civil War Indices, Vol. V, page 130 –
Kelland, John, Private, Res. Pittsfield, age 26, weaver, enlisted August 27,
1864, mustered in Sept. 12th, 1864; mustered out June 4th, 1865. I am 100%
sure this is “our” John Kelland.
Information from Broadfoot’s Union Roster published in 1907 :John Kelland (MA) 61st Inf. Co. A.
The 61st Massachusetts Infantry was organised at Gallops Island, Boston
Harbour, August to October 1864 (they enlisted very late in the war).
Engaged in Engineer duty erecting fortification at City Point, Virginia and
picket duty at that point till March 1865. They would also be in Petersburg
and Appomattox. (Note. These places are nearly 800 miles from Boston
MA.)
John’s pension application file shows that he could sign his name with a very clear
firm hand indicating he could presumably write well. It also includes a description of
him stating he was 5ft 3ins tall of fair complexion, auburn hair and dark eyes (black).
He was a member of A Company of the 61st Regiment of Massachusetts Infantry
commanded by Captain George P. Barker and was discharged near Alexandria,
Virginia (near Washington). It was at or near Petersburg, Virginia in about February
1865 that he contracted rheumatism which troubled him ever after.
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There are several Affidavits attached to John’s pension application file, one of which
is shown below.

The beauty of this affidavit is that it gives a brief history of John’s life from 1866 to
1896, but we are getting a little ahead of his full story. Another of the affidavits is
signed by a Mrs. E Shipton, aged 56 years in 1897, who states she had known John
ever since he came home from the army in 1865. John’s wife Christina was working
for the family of a Mary E Shipton, aged 19 years in 1860. I just wonder if this is the
same lady?
John married a girl called Christina Hoyt on 1st January, 1861 at Chatham, New York,
which is about 20 miles west of Pittsfield, Massachusetts. Christina was born in
January 1844 in New York (State) and her father was born in Vermont and mother in
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Pennsylvania. I am not writing a separate story for Christina but will just include
copies of the 1850 and 1860 Census records showing firstly Christina with her family
and secondly, in Service as a Domestic.

I believe this to be Christina Hoyt Kelland.

The 1850 Census for Ghent, Columbia, New York.
Ghent is about 30 miles west of Pittsfield MA. and 10 miles east of the Hudson River
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1860 Census for Pittsfield Massachusetts.
I wonder where they met? Did John sail to New York when he went to America and
then up the Hudson River leaving it near Pittsfield MA. to make his way over to
Michigan to buy land taken from the Indians? On this journey, while in Pittsfield
MA. did John meet Christina and fall in love. They must somehow have kept in touch
as they marry 1st January 1861 and settle in Pittsfield. This is an area where a large
number of immigrants from the North of England settled and worked in the weaving
mills. Was weaving a trade that John learned while living in Droylsden near
Manchester after he left Bristol? So many questions that must go unanswered, one
can only surmise.
Mary Price, my friend in Wisconsin found the next trace of John in 1865 on the
Census for Pittsfield, Massachusetts. This is a wonderful find as it shows his mother
and four of his siblings together with him and his wife and son. So, although he left
England several years earlier the family is still together.

1865 Census for Pittsfield Mass. taken June 1865.
Note spelling as Kalland.
John is shown as a weaver while Robert is shown as U.S. Army.
The next trace of John is on the 1870 census taken on July 15th. At that time they
were living in Ann Arbor, Michigan at Wayne Rd South, Nankin Township. Their
eldest child Roscoe was aged 7 years and is shown as being born in Massachusetts, so
presumably he was born before July 15th 1863 (d of b. Jul 15th 1862; date found on
April 26th 2010). This would lead one to believe that John and Christina were married
and already had a family before he went to fight in the Civil War. Why did he join?
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Did he feel an obligation to do so or was it because there was a shortage of work and
now with a family to support at least he would get regular pay? (5th May 2010. I
have since learned that there was a Draft in 1864 which is probably the reason for his
enlistment.)
Their next child, a daughter Sarah is shown as aged four years and born in Michigan,
so presumably born before July 15th 1866 (d of b. Jul 6th 1866; date found on April
26th 2010). This would suggest that on being discharged from the military he and his
family then moved to Michigan.
John’s parents now having come to America with some of his siblings and settled in
Fenton Michigan could well have influenced their decision to leave Massachusetts
and move to Michigan.
His third child, another daughter named Minnie was aged one year in 1870 and she
too was born in Michigan (d of b. Sept 1st 1869; date found on April 26th 2010).

1870 Census for Ann Arbor, Michigan taken on 15th July.
Two points of interest here are firstly John and his family are sharing the house with
another couple and secondly and more importantly John is shown as owning $600 of
Real Estate plus $250 of Personal Estate. This to me points to it being “our” John
Kelland who purchased the land, 80 acres for $40, in 1859.
On the census taken on June 16th 1880 John and his family were again found living at
Ann Arbor.

1880 Census taken at Ann Arbor.
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Another new piece of information I found on 25th April 2010 was a Census taken in
1885 of Iowa Township, Beadle, Dakota Territory (now in South Dakota). What was
more surprising was that John Kelland, his wife Christina and two of their children
are recorded on it.

!885 Census Iowa Township, Beadle, Dakota Territory.
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I try to imagine what would make a man and his family move 700/800 miles west to
unknown territory? I come up with the answer, Spirit of Adventure! I try to think of
a man, 45 years old, 5ft 3inches tall, crippled with rheumatism, working in the
weaving sheds day after day, hearing about free land out West. He has a younger
wife and three teenage and early twenty year old children, all who are fit to work the
land. So West they go to Iowa Township, Beadle, Dakota Territory and presumably
stake a claim. The land was free but they had to dig 5 acres in the first year. Below I
am attaching an account written by Eliza Peet who arrived in Huron in July 1882.
Virgil is about ten miles from Iowa Beadle, where John and his family settled.
I wish to thank Roger Kasa for his kindness in allowing me to republish* his articles
on my website. Thank you!!
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EARLY LIFE IN HURON-VIRGIL AREA
Penned by Eliza Peet in 1934
by Roger Kasa
Eliza Peet arrived in Huron in July of 1882. At that time it was a small town with
several stores, a blacksmith shop, the Dakota House Hotel and a few other scattered
buildings.
Ms. Peet wrote about her early days in the Huron-Virgil area at the request of a school
teacher in Virgil. A copy of her story is being shared by the Dakotaland Museum.
Ms. Peet's father, George Hebron, a brother, William, and her husband, Silas Peet,
had arrived in Huron in April. They had entered land, quarters all joining each other,
and been back to Iowa for household goods, machinery and livestock.
She was met by her brother-in-law, W. B. Ingersell. He came to Huron with his wife,
Minerva Peet in 1880. Walter was the first lawyer in Huron.
The next morning they started out for the homestead located 14 miles southwest of
Huron. According to Ms. Peet, there were no roads then - just trails that had been
marked by piles of rocks on hills and along the way to guide in the right direction.
She didn't see a tree anywhere, just waves of grass and pond holes full of water.
Buffalo bones were seen every few miles. "Later on men gathered them up in wagons
and sold them in Huron to be shipped away," she writes. "Many horns and skulls
were kept by the settlers and today are treasured souvenirs."
She writes they passed many shanties and sod houses. "I remember at one of these I
noticed a washing hanging on the line," she writes. "My husband told me it was
always hanging there. The man who lived there liked to spend his time in Huron and
had the wash out to make believe he lived there all the time before proving up on his
claim."
Ms. Peet writes that her husband had staked his homestead on the east bank of Cain
Creek. "As we topped the last hill, I saw my future residence," she writes. "It was a
story-and-a-half house, 24 x 18 feet. It had no floor, windows or doors at the time,
but had been shingled to keep our goods and provisions from the rain."
Her father was standing by the house when they arrived. "His first words, almost,
were that he was glad I had got there; he was surely tired of batching, and they badly
needed a cook," she wrote.
She recalls that the mosquitoes were plentiful "and could they bite." "By evening I
knew all about them," she writes. "It seemed I could hear their droning song coming
from all directions. Their fame had travelled to Iowa and I had fortunately fortified
myself with bolts of muslin and mosquito netting. You can be assured I wasted no
time digging it out of boxes and getting it up on doors and windows."

10

"The next day was Sunday and we planned to take our ponies and ride over the
adjacent country," she writes. "Cain Creek was full of water. The grass was as high
as my shoulders in the low lands. There was a vast expanse of emerald green as far as
the eye could see."
A dark spot on the creek where smoke was curling up from a chimney pointed them to
a sod house occupied by John and Ada Warner. "She was my only woman neighbor
that summer and I think she was one of the best," she writes. "When sickness, trouble
or death visited the community, she was always to be found there with a helping
hand."
She writes that each homestead was required to brake five acres of land and plant the
first year. "We planted our flax," she writes. "Nearly all the other settlers did the
same."
The first visitors were Worthington Ross and Hoskins. Other men who took claims
around the neighborhood that first summer and remained during the winter were
Gideon Yales, Falkner, Jake Davis and Jenkins. Others came and built their shanties,
broke five acres, and took their leave for six months so they didn't have to stay over
the winter.
-------------------------

This I feel gives me a glimpse into what it was like to be one of the early settlers in
an area compared to what I have only seen in films previously. First of all I wonder
how John Kelland and his family got there from Michigan? Did they travel by train
and then buy all the goods they needed in Huron, before setting out by covered wagon
to their land they had staked, or did they travel all the way from Michigan bringing
their goods with them. I believe this is the area which was occupied by the Sioux
Indians until they were driven out by the white man some 20 years earlier. (I need to
do a lot more research about the Indians in this part of the country.) The mention of
the bones of the buffalo lying around makes me think of how the white men killed
thousands of buffalo for their skins and then just left their carcasses to rot. Another
interesting point in the above story is that this area was grassland with not a tree in
sight. The only material from which to build houses was the earth itself which is why
she writes about sod houses. The glamour of pioneering, to me, is rapidly wearing
thin! The article then mentions the mosquitoes and that would be the last straw for
me as they are attracted to me like a bee to a honey pot!
From the Affidavit signed by William Meanwell in 1896 (page 5) he states that John
left 12-13 years ago to go Wst, this would make it 1883/4 when he went to stake land
in Iowa Township, Beadle, Dakota Territory. On the 1885 Census for Iowa Township
there are a total of 50 people in 16 families of which three families are all named
Hatfield!

Whatever happened out there I do not know, only that it was disastrous for John and
Christina. Their three children Roscoe, Sarah and Minnie all went with them but in a

11

six month period all three children died! All three children are buried in Riverside
Cemetery and the details are :-

All three children are commemorated on this stone.
Roscoe Kelland, born July 15th 1862, died September 14th 1885.
Minnie Lee Kelland, born September 1st 1869, died March 1st 1886.

Sarah Lee (Kelland) Deyo, born July 6th 1866, died March 28th 1886.
Sarah Lee Kelland had married Irvin Russell Deyo in Beadle County, in
1886.

I can not imagine the devastation of losing all your children so close together. So,
John and Christina now have a farm to work without any help. As far as I am aware
they stay in Dakota for the next couple of years and so would have been there for
“The Blizzard” of 1888. Again I am including an article about the storm, which just
gives one a slight inkling into what it was like.

The Deadly Blizzard of 1888
written by Karen Seeman, 2009

The most brutal blizzard Beadle county, and most of the rest of the Dakotas, Nebraska, and
Minnesota has ever seen, raged into the area on Thursday, January 12, 1888. Blizzards are
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nothing new to the area, but several factors combined to make this one of the most deadly
winter storms in history.
First, there was a temperature increase of nearly 20 degrees between the day before, and the
day of, the storm. At 19 degrees above zero, Beadle county residents must have considered
the day a balmy one, with the weeks of sub-zero temperatures they had previously endured.
However, a brutal drop in temperature was yet to come before the day was over. Adding to
the danger, wind speed just before noon was 24 mph; in less than two hours, the wind would
increase to a roaring 60 mph, with higher gusts.
With the warmer weather, more people were out tending to their business, and more children
were sent to school. The timing of the storm’s arrival could not have been worse; workers
were in the middle of their work day; farmers in the middle of their chores, and school
children in the middle of their studies. Had this storm hit in the middle of the night, countless
lives would have been spared. In addition, the significantly warmer temperatures of the
morning meant that many of these people were not adequately dressed for what was to come.
The storm roared in with such suddenness that people did not have time to protect
themselves, nor to make any preparations in advance. The storm came with such ferocity that
one three year old, identified only as Timmy, thought “God’s thrashin’ machine is coming to
pieces!” The tiny shards of ice and snow came pelting down with such force that visibility
was next to nothing in a very short time. Farmers in their barns were unable to find their way
back to their houses. It hit overwhelmingly hard and fast.
Stories of affected Beadle county residents were not hard to come by –
Emil Gilbertson had come to Dakota Territory from Chicago some five years previous,
answering the call of free land. His claim was 11 miles southwest of Altoona, and it was
there that he was headed as he left town on Wednesday. He was found Friday, about 2 ½
miles west of town, frozen to death.
Another Altoona resident, 60 year old Lewis Merriman and his 18 year old son Hallie, came
to Dakota Territory from Whiteside county, Illinois. They were just a mile away from home
when the rage of the storm hit Beadle county. They knew they were lost, and conditions so
bitter that survival was not likely; Mr. Merriman was exhausted and could not continue; his
son took off his overcoat and put it on his father, and attempted to find help. Mr. Merriman’s
body was found a half mile away, and his son’s body just a short distance from their home.
Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Gilkeson, who came to Dakota Territory from New York, lived on the
Caldwell Dairy Farm, three miles south of Huron. On Thursday, he and Otto Gose headed
east of the farm in order to get hay. The storm hit just before they started for home. Once
they realized that they were lost, they tied the team of horses to the wagon and started out
separately. Gose wandered the rest of the day, but eventually made it to the farm, although
badly frozen. Searchers went out early Friday morning, but there was no sign of Gilkeson. It
was not until the following Monday, when Frank Miller, who lives 12 miles from Huron, was
walking to town, and happened to notice a piece of cloth sticking up from the snow. He
found the body of a man, arms folded across the breast to keep his coat tight, and his hat
pulled down over his ears. He had nothing on his hands. A piece of the man’s coat was taken
to Mrs. Gilkeson, who confirmed it was her husband’s. The body was later taken to the
Gilkeson residence. Their daughter came from Wessington, riding on the snow plow.
Meanwhile, Michael Hand, a farmer, took his cattle to a nearby well for water. The coming
of the storm was so sudden that he could not see the barn, and wandered for some time before
stumbling over a gang plow. Knowing the plow was only about 10 feet from the house, he
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started in what he thought to be the right direction, but it was not until he came to a harrow
which was a half mile from the house that he knew he was lost. He stumbled about all night;
by morning, his eyes were frozen shut. Later that morning, William Morse was out doing
chores when he found Hand, and took him to shelter. Hand’s clothes were frozen to the
extent that they had to be cut from him. Hand had wandered more than 10 miles before being
found.
Two neighbors, J. A. Scoville and S. W. Campbell, had close calls as well. Scoville had been
at Campbell’s before the storm. By the time he started for home, it was too late; he became
lost, and was wandering on the prairie for more than three hours, finally finding his farm. He
warmed up, and then went to his cattle sheds to tend to his livestock, but as soon as he opened
the door, the roof collapsed under nine feet of snow, burying Scoville under the mess. One of
the farm hands, who luckily was nearby, began shoveling and finally freed Scoville. Scoville
recovered fully from the events of the day. Meanwhile, his neighbor Campbell, was forced to
shave off his mustache with a pocket knife, when it became so encrusted with ice and snow
that it froze to his face, and made it very difficult for him to breathe.
The Nierson brothers, Frank, 22, and Willie, 16, left their family in Chicago to come to
Dakota Territory to farm. On Thursday morning, Mr. J. F. Wilson came to their place to
“doctor” a sick horse. The storm rolled in while Wilson was there, and the boys, fearful of
the storm, decided to accompany Wilson back to his farm, just two miles east. Heading in the
right direction, the visibility was so poor that they walked past the Wilson farm, coming
within 10 rods of the house. Realizing they were lost, they began to look for some sort of
shelter from the fierce wind and biting ice raining from the sky. After several hours, Frank
fell to the ground, exhausted, and died within minutes. Wilson and Willie Nierson continued
their search for shelter, and eventually Willie collapsed and died as well. Wilson rested for a
short while in a deep drift in a cornfield, until his knees gave way, and he had to resort to
crawling. About 10 o’clock Friday morning he crawled to a house belonging to John
Bremerman, having wandered at least 10 miles. The bodies of the Nierson brothers were
retrieved and taken to the mortuary to be prepared for shipping to the family in Chicago.
While badly frozen, Wilson recovered.
South of Cavour, Ezra Fuller and his housekeeper, Miss Pearson, were going to Fuller’s
house to work, when they were caught in the storm. They wandered all Thursday night; when
found, they were nearly buried with snow, several rods apart. Mr. Fuller’s left arm, face and
feet were badly frozen, and Miss Pearson’s legs were frozen, as well as her hands and face.
In a touch of irony, Sergeant Glenn, whose duty it was to predict weather for the Huron
office, started for home Thursday, but before reaching his street his eyes were nearly frozen
shut with snow and ice. He was confused, and became lost. He wandered for some time
before being put on the right road to his house. He arrived exhausted, but unhurt, for the most
part.
One of the saddest stories is that of Robert Chambers and his two young sons, aged 9 and 11,
who left their home on Thursday morning, headed to the Rush place a mile away, to water
some cattle. When Mr. Chambers saw the storm approaching, he immediately sent the older
boy home, as the child was afflicted with rheumatism and could not be out in the cold
weather. The boy reached home safely. Mr. Chambers and the younger boy, Johnny, began
driving the cattle home, but soon became confused and lost. Johnny, who survived the ordeal
told what happened to the local newspaper, as follows:
… when his father saw that they were lost he made a place in the snow for him, and wrapped
him up the best he could. They had no over coats, or extra clothing. Johnny says that he was
so covered up that he was warm. His father went out and called, and called, and the St.
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Bernard dog barked, but no answer came. Then father and the dog got into the snow beside
him. While he was warm he knew that his father was getting very cold. He urged father to
go on and try to find the trees, and then he could make the house. But the father said, “No, I
cannot go and leave you here.” The boy urged, but the father would do no more than to call
for aid within certain reach of the boy’s bed of snow. The dog also kept with the boy.
Through the long night they had conversations about perishing, but the father kept assuring
the boy that they would get through all right if he would only be sure and lie still! The boy
knew that father was freezing, but was quite comfortable himself, and finally fell asleep.
When he awoke it was evidently near morning. Father was still alive. Discovering that
Johnny was awake the father said to him, “Now, Johnny, you pray, and I will pray, and then I
know God will take you through all right.” They prayed as proposed, and soon after the
father was dead. The boy, entirely covered up, except a little breathing place through the
snow, laid still. The dog stood sentry, and afforded the cue by which the bodies were found
soon after daylight, by a searching party. Johnny thinks his father had not been dead more
than an hour when they were found.
A huge cause for concern once the weather turned bad were the hundreds of school children
throughout the county. At the Utah school in Huron, some children insisted on leaving the
building, some of whom were retrieved and the building locked for their safety until help
arrived. In order to get students to the nearby home of J. W. Campbell, a rope was attached to
Mr. Campbell’s fence, and carried to the school building. Students were able to make their
way to the house, where Joe Bloodgood, with his horse and sleigh, took children home. Ben
King and his hired man did the same, until everyone was safely delivered to their families. At
the Illinois school, teachers and students stayed together until each child could be taken
home.
However, it was the rural school teachers, all alone on the frozen prairie, often without
enough fuel to last, who had difficult decisions to make. Miss Hattie Grant, teacher of 12
pupils in the Goodell neighborhood six miles west of Huron, saw the storm approaching as
the children were getting ready to eat their lunches. She advised them to save a portion for an
evening meal, if needed. She continued on with her teaching, and with the help of three older
students, got enough coal to last the night. They sat around the fire, told stories, and talked
until the small children fell asleep, and again with the help of the older students, kept watch
over the fire. They were all rescued safely about 8 o’clock the next morning.
Miss Hacket taught in the Bloodgood addition; aided by others, she was able to get all the
children to the residence of A. Bloodgood and Eli Brockman, and notify parents that their
children were safe and being cared for overnight.
There was no shortage of heroes in Beadle county. When it was realized that there were
missing school children, a call was made for volunteers to brave the elements and bring the
children to safety. A number of railroad boys were the first to answer the call. As written in
the Daily Huronite, “They threw on their overcoats, pulled down their sealskin caps and were
quickly out in the storm. It was not too severe for them to aid in the search for the little ones.
They didn’t wait to be asked to go – but went voluntarily. Their eager desire to take part in
the search showed the goodness of their hearts, and their promptness in duty as railroad
employes. ‘By their works ye shall know them.’”
Jud Spaulding, Mr. Ritchlag, W. B. Joy, J. B. Coffin and many others also aided in the search
for missing people. Mr. Spaulding came up with the idea of sounding the railroad whistle,
and many lost and confused people were able to follow the sound back to town, and numerous
lives were saved as a result of his clear thinking.
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Reactions of the county residents to the storm were mostly awe and grief, but M. J. Dineen
summed up the spirit of the Dakota pioneer: “We survived the big winter. This storm may be
a little severe, but we were here first, and are going to stay.”

This must have been the final straw for John and Christina; I imagine they
abandoned their farm and went back East to John’s older brother George
Kelland who was living in Lynn Massachusetts. Although the American
Census for 1890 was destroyed I found John in the 1890 Directory for Lynn,
MA. living at 789 Western Ave. and working at T.H.E. Company. This
information was probably gathered in 1889. An interesting point here is that
the house 789 Western Ave would appear to have been owned by George
Kelland, according to his Will. George Kelland was thriving and owned his
own business and property while during the last four years John Kelland had
lost everything, his farm and all his children.
What does amaze me is how the family members managed to keep in touch
with each other including their sister Mary Ann Kelland Bland who remained
in England. John continued to appear in the Lynn Directories for the next
four years but there was no mention of him in the 1895 Directory. He had
moved again! One tends to imagine that ones ancestors tended to remain in
the same place for years and although this is true for many families it
certainly is not for “my” Kellands.

John and Christina can next be found on the 1900 census in Wayne Village, Nankin
Township, Michigan. John was shown as being aged 62 years and married for 39
years, this would mean he married in 1860 or 1861. It states that he emigrated in
1859, was naturalised and was working as a woollen worker. It also states that they
had three children but by 1900 none of them were still living. Another piece of
information shown is that he owned his own house, so perhaps he managed to sell his
farm in Dakota Territory?

1900 Census for Wayne Village, Nankin, Wayne, Michigan.
The 1910 Census is interesting for although John and Christina are still living in
Nankin Township he is now shown as owning and working on a Poultry Farm. He is
72 years old and he and Christina have been married for 49 years.
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1910 Census for Nankin Township, Wayne County, Michigan.

Below is the copy of a press cutting kindly sent to me by Marie Tycksen, on April
14th 2001, from a Wayne, Michigan newspaper in 1920. I have also typed a transcript
as it is difficult to read.
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FIFTY-NINTH YEAR OF MARRIED LIFE IS
CELEBRATED
MANY FRIENDS PAY RESPECT TO “UNCLE JOHNNY”
KELLAND AND WIFE NEW YEAR’S DAY
Celebrating the fifty ninth year of their married life, “Uncle Johnny” Kelland and wife
were the centre of a happy gathering at their home on Monroe Avenue New Year’s
18

day when a number of immediate relatives and friends met to assist the aged couple in
making the event a memorable one.
In addition to the guests present on this occasion, Mr. and Mrs. Kelland were the
recipients of a post card shower, friends in Wayne and several other towns sending
the happy couple cards to the extent of several score extending congratulation and
wishing them many more such pleasant anniversaries.
“Uncle Johnny” was married to Christina Hoyt, January 1, 1861, at Chatham, N.Y.,
the ceremony being performed by Rev. J. T. Bates. For many years the couple have
made their home in Wayne, both being active in fraternal circles in spite of their
advanced age, “Uncle Johnny” is now 81 years old and both he and his wife are
enjoying the best of health. They are reaching the three score mark of their married
lives and both “Uncle Johnny” and his good wife are confident that they have many
more years of happiness still ahead of them.
One of the remembrances received by Mr. and Mrs. Kelland on their fifty ninth
anniversary was an original poem by G. W. Priest. We publish it herewith
UNCLE JOHNNY
This glad and happy New Year
When the merry bells are rung,
We’ll think of Uncle Johnny
Who is eighty-one years young;
We’ll think of bells that sounded
Nine and Fifty years ago
When Johnny and his Tine were wed
In all their youthful glow.
This happened you remember,
Just a few short weeks before
The fall of old Fort Sumpter,
Which began the Civil War.
So Johnny took his musket,
Kissing little Tine good-bye,
And with the Union army marched
Away to do or die.
But bullets never found him
For it seems he was too small
Tho perhaps the prayers of Tiney
Were the reason after all.
Yes, Johnny did the fighting
While Tiney worked and prayed
But who shall say which suffered most,
E’er final peace was made?
We picture John returning
To the bride he’d left so soon
We wonder if they didn’t have
An extra honeymoon!
They found a little Eden
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Out somewhere in the West,
For Johnny thought a farmer’s life
Appeared to him the best.
We’d like to write a story
Of Uncle Johnny’s life;
Of all the toils and travels
Of Johnny and his wife;
Of how he came from Lancashire
Some seventy years ago
And all his doings since that day,
But these we do not know.
But this we know – that Johnny
Has never lived in vain,
As witness many hundreds
Of loving friends in Wayne.
Yes, John has lived among us
Not less than forty,
And on his record as a man,
No spot nor stain appears.
He’s made a place among us
No other e’er can fill;
From youngest to the oldest
He’s “Uncle Johnny” still,
He’s past the bible limit
In years by twenty four,
But all are hoping Uncle John
May live another score.
So on this happy New Year
While the merry bells are rung
We great our Uncle Johnny
Who is eighty one years young.
And in our hearts and mem’ries
Forever, we’ll enshrine
The names of “Uncle Johnny”
And his true and faithful “Tine.”

What a great tribute to John Kelland! I know there is some poetic licence but what I
have noticed is the reference to Lancashire. So my suspicion that he did move to
Droylsden, Lancashire, from Bristol, Gloucestershire, with the family, before
emigrating to America is correct.

Another Census was taken in this year and a copy of the entry for John Kelland and
his wife Christina is below.
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1920 Census for Wayne Road South, Nankin Township, Wayne County, Michigan.
By 1920 John was then aged 81 years and Christina his wife was aged 76 years. He is
at last retired and living in his own house on Wayne Road South, Nankin Township.
The last three Censuses all confirm that he emigrated to America in 1859 and was
naturalised in 1869.
This is the last Census on which either of them appear, although they do have another
six years together. Christina Kelland died on April 10th 1926, at 10 p.m. aged 82
years and 4 months.
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John is now 88 years old and quite feeble, which can be seen from the letter below
which appears in his War Pension file.
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August 4th 1926

95 Sturtevant Ave.,
Highland Park
Michigan

The Commissioner of Pensions
Dear Sir
The petitioner wishes me to say on his behalf that since the
death of his wife last April he is totally dependent on his niece to
take care of him. The sight of one eye is entirely gone and the other
is only 10% efficient. He is unable to do anything for himself,
having to have constant care. He is now in his 89th year.
Trusting that his case will meet with a favourable decision.
I remain Very Sincerely Yours
Edward Terry (signed)
This was a very exciting find as it proves beyond doubt that this is the John Kelland
belonging to Kelland/Bland tree, i.e. “my” John Kelland.
The niece referred to is Mary Bland Terry, the daughter of Mary Ann Kelland Bland
and Charles Bland. Mary Ann was the daughter of George Kelland and Mary
Hawkins Kelland and the sister of John Kelland. Mary Ann Kelland Bland was the
only child of George and Mary Kelland to remain in England, even though her parents
and six siblings all emigrated to America. She was also my Great Grandmother. Mary
Ann Kelland Bland had eleven children, one of whom was called Mary Bland and she
married Edward Terry. Mary and Edward Terry emigrated to America in 1911 and it
is she who is caring for John Kelland and it is her husband who wrote the letter.
When I first received a copy of John Kelland’s pension file and the above letter, my
mother was still alive and she recognised the address 95, Sturtevant Ave. as the
address to which she wrote when she wrote to her Aunt Mary and Uncle Edward.
This made me 110% certain that I had the correct Kelland family that were my
ancestors!!!
One of the most fascinating points about this is that John Kelland went to America in
about 1859 and so one can only assume that his family kept in touch with his sister’s
family in England for over fifty years. I assume that John never met his sister again
during this time. So some nearly 70 years after emigrating John was being cared for
by his niece Mary Bland Terry who came from England.
Until I started my research I always believed that Mary Ann Kelland Bland’s children
who emigrated to America were the first of my ancestors to do so. How wrong can
one be? It would now seem that Mary Bland Terry and her brothers Charles and John
Bland emigrated to join their uncles and aunts who had emigrated some 50 years
earlier.
On June 29th 1927 John Kelland died at 95 Sturtevant Ave. Highland Park, Michigan.
I have written to the Vital Records Office for Michigan to try and purchase his death
certificate, but they say they cannot trace it? I will have to write again and ask them
to check Kalland sometime.
I have enjoyed researching and writing John Kelland and Christina’s story and would
certainly have liked to have met them.
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