IT'S A SMALL WORLD

Towards the end of the 1990s I attended several short courses at the University of Aberdeen. These were well-attended, one couple even travelling from the Black Isle to be present. 

During the course, there was little for fraternising with the other students but it was clear to all that one of the more senior members had a considerable knowledge of map work.
On meeting with him one day after the class finished, I enquired where he had done his research work.  Eddie explained that he and a friend had spent several years amongst the Mar Estate papers. I said to him that my forebears came from around Inverey.
The following week, I received a phone call from Eddie asking me if I would like to see a plan of Peter Downie's croft in Inverey in 1787.  I journeyed into his home in Ashley Road in Aberdeen one evening, where, sure enough he showed me the plan. We were sitting idly chatting, as one does; his wife was working at the WRVS stall at Aberdeen Royal Infirmary, when Eddie announced his son had purchased the Mill of Kinnernie. I said that it was a lady by the name of Anderson who had stayed there. Eddie filled in that she was a doctor and had moved to the Glasgow area.

A little later, Eddie casually said that his wife's people were Anderson and they were buried in Kinnernie Churchyard (which lies just over the wall from the mill).  Equally casually, I remarked that my wife's folks were Anderson and they too were buried in Kinnernie Churchyard.

On delving farther into the matter it transpired that Irene's (Eddie's wife) grandmother was Jean Anderson, the eldest child of James Anderson and his wife Isabella Dey who farmed at Auchorrie, Midmar, while my wife's grandfather was Lewis Anderson, the youngest son of the same couple. 
The friendship between Eddie and myself grew over the years and Eddie used to fill me in on happenings in Braemar and westwards both past and present; he was a lifelong member of the Cairngorm Club and enjoyed the outdoor life – a son-in-law was also pharmacist in the village

In due course Irene started getting forgetful and then rather forgetful. Eddie decided to resettle in Braemar – his train of thought being that if she wandered from the house in Aberdeen she could walk far enough without possibly knowing where she was, whereas, in Braemar she was so well known by the villagers that if anyone found her they would be able to point her for home.

They settled down well in the village and eventually a grandson took over the Gordon Café. Sadly, Irene's condition deteriorated and she died in August 2018 aged 96. Eddie soldiered on but the years eventually caught up on him and he died in January 2020 aged 91 years.
