
James Alexander (1852 -1937)
James Alexander was the most financially successful of the three brothers. He started 
out as a message boy and then clerk with the local railway company in Inverurie and 
gradually worked his way up to a management position at their Aberdeen headquarters.
 Being in the railway business it is perhaps not surprising that he began to invest in 
railway shares both at home and abroad and when he married Jeanne Legatt Stephen in 
April 1883 they were able to afford a handsome house in the city.
James and Jeanne had no children and eventually he also purchased the house next door 
and also a terrace of mainly retail shops in Inverurie, one of the shops being tenanted 
by a nephew, Robbie Burr. 
When Uncle James came visiting his sister in law, my Grannie Alexander, it was quite 
an event. He generally came by himself travelling by train to Rothienorman then hiring 
a taxi; an unheard of luxury, for the last stage of the journey. Upon the return, we small 
fry, all specially spruced up for the occasion, were permitted to accompany him in the 
taxi to the station and as if that were not enough in its self, we were rewarded with a 
sixpence each as he boarded the train.  It was as near to visiting Royalty as anything I 
could imagine.  Taxi cabs have long since lost their magic aura but nothing can 
possibly rival the atmosphere of that ancient transport of delight
When his wife Jeanne died in Jan 1933 James stayed on at his house in Belvidere 
Crescent with a live-in house keeper. Not unnaturally there were great expectations 
amongst his nearest and dearest as to when the time came for his undoubted wealth to 
be dispersed. Uncle James died of a stomach cancer in 1937.  It was a long time before 
it became known as to how his fortune was split up .It went roughly three ways One 
third including the house in Aberdeen plus furniture and money for the upkeep went to 
the house keeper. Another third went to his late wife’s sister included the house next 
door with similar provision as to furniture and money. The Inverurie property and the 
bulk of the estate went to the above mentioned rascally nephew who swore to all and 
sundry that he had no benefit except the old man gave him his gold watch There was a 
small residue which was shared out amounting to a few pounds apiece 
The last will and testament, hastily put together in the last few days of his life, today 
makes sad reading. I suppose every family has its black sheep. My grandmother forever 
afterward referred to Robbie Burr as the swick    


