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Preface 

 
Seek the wisdom of the ages, but look at the world through the eyes of a child. 

 Ron Wild 

 
This is not so much a book about the Giant‟s Causeway, the eighth 

natural wonder of the world, as about the people who built it in an 

historic sense.  
So many authors have been there and done that on the geological 

causeway since the end of the seventeenth century when it was 

“discovered”. You can read elsewhere in great detail about the lava 

that spewed out of fissures millennia ago after a volcanic event, 

cooling to form basalt rock columns and a jetty that attracts hundreds 

of thousands of visitors. 

Neither is it purely a guide book, though the maps have been 
specially made so you will find your way around. 

It is about the people. 

It is also my story, woven around what a small boy saw as he 

crossed his own formative causeway, a boy whose forebears were 

there when the Giant‟s Causeway was first brought to the attention of 

the world. 
It‟s a look through my young eyes at the characters of the place in 

the 1940s and earlier, at the things of nature which were unchanged 

for centuries like the Causeway itself, for all of the characters and 

some of the natural historic things are no longer with us. 

It‟s a local history book, but it‟s also a book for visitors: a memento, 

a guide to the walks and a pictorial record. 
 Most of all, it is a tribute to all those who, in however small a way, 

shaped me. 

Lest we forget. 
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The last of their generation at The Causeway: George Kane and Evelyn 

Smith. About 1984. 
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1. My beginning 
A good name is rather to be chosen than great riches. Proverbs 22:1 

 
I wasn‟t born there, so how, you may ask, would I know anything 

about The Causeway.  

I was born in Johnston House, the maternity wing of the Royal 

Victoria Hospital in Belfast. Sixty miles away and overdue by three 

weeks. So I entered this world at 6.15pm on the 17th August 

1942.  Ian McClure was the gynae. “The results are no indication of 

the energy expended”, he told my mother authoritatively. He told all 
his patients that. 

It was war time. Petrol was “scarce”, as they say at The Causeway. 

Coupons were needed, too.  So even if you were a doctor in general 

practice, as my father was, getting enough for patient visits was not 

easy – let alone managing to save enough to get all the way from 15 

New Road, Donaghadee into town to see the son, Francis, named after 
my grandfather Kane.  

The second time he saw me, he found fault with some aspect of the 

nursing and lost his temper. The resulting aortic aneurysm caused his 

death on 2nd September 1942. 

We met just three times. 

Dr George Smith was 42; my sister, Noreen, was 20 months; my 
mother, Evelyn, was 16 days short of her 29th birthday. 

They had been married for less than four years. 

What a sad time. The shock, not just to the families, but to a wide 

circle of the medical fraternity, must have been immense.  

Immediately after the funeral, Aunt Edie Kilpatrick, my father‟s sister, 

went into early labour and my cousin, David Edward George, was born 
on the 5th, the next day. 

I was, unsurprisingly, christened George Edward Victor, not Francis, 

in what you can imagine was a very subdued drawing room in 

Donaghadee and not in Inisreen one of two Smith family homes at 

Brown‟s Bay, Islandmagee. Too close to the funeral for that. 

My grandfather, Edward Coey Smith, the incumbent Chairman of the 

Antrim County Council, never recovered from the loss of his elder son 
and heir. He died sixteen months after the funeral. 

Let‟s take a look, as my mother must have done, at her situation. 

Widowed with two babies. No home to go to as 15 New Road belonged 

to the practice. No qualifications other than her fluent French and the 

experience of having run two hotels with her parents. 
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For the benefit of some future family historian, here are the relatives 

she might have turned to: 

When you are in trouble, instinctively one is comforted by parents. 

Her mother and father, Kate and Frank Kane were getting on at 66 and 

70 and should (and probably would, but for the war) have retired. 

Her married brother, Dr George Kane, was then a 
Lieutenant-Colonel in the Royal Army Medical Corps in 

Palestine. He had a family in Ballymena and was fighting 

the war. 

She had two unmarried brothers, Fred (37), the 

Consultant in Fevers and Medical Superintendent at 

Purdysburn Fever Hospital (later the Northern Ireland 
Fever Hospital) and Colin, in the Royal Air Force in Cairo 

at the age of 33, skipper of a heavy bomber. 

Her sister, and at 30 nearest in age, was Gertie. She was 

married to Sam Anderson, a successful solicitor in 

Ballymena and had two children. He could (and did) 

provide legal advice. 
Her brother-in law, Norman Smith, a chartered 

accountant and director of a hardware business in 

Belfast, but also a bachelor, living with his parents at 

Inisreen. Norman was on the spot and thus the obvious 

one to manage all that the subsequent inheritance of 

Islandmagee farm land and cottages entailed. 
Then there were those grief-stricken parents of her 

husband: Edward (77) and Sara (71). 

Her sister-in-law, Edie, who had just had her baby, living 

in Jordanstown with businessman husband, Stuart 

Kilpatrick. 

Spinster cousin in Portrush, Kathleen Moore. 

Angus and Agnes Campbell. He was her mother‟s brother 
and they had hotels in Donaghadee, The Mount Royal and 

The Imperial; she is the “Mrs Campbell” in my father‟s 

last letter. 

 

You‟d think that‟s not a bad potential support system. And she had a 

great network of friends, mostly in and around Belfast and 
Donaghadee. Stanley and Jessie Hillyard; Gordon and Peggy Warnock; 

Tom and Ena Wallace; Roy English (the Roy in my father‟s last letter); 

Maureen and Raymond Thompson; Dorothy and Jim Alexander; Ethel 

Gill; Margaret Clelland; her cousin Angus Campbell and his wife, Hazel; 

she still alive as I write in 2009; Noreen Baxter, later to become her 

sister-in-law as Colin‟s wife and for whom my sister is named. 
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At the Causeway Hotel on 18th September 1938. Phyllis Murphy (Siggins), 

Norman Smith, Dad and Mum, Edie Smith (Kilpatrick) and Fred Kane. 

 
I have appended (Appendix A) the list of the 320 who gave my 

parents wedding presents. This illustrates the breadth of friends, if not 

the depth. 

It was “hard times” for all. The war against Germany had not yet 

turned in favour of the Allies. All commodities were hard to get. Travel 

was problematic because of petrol rationing, as I mentioned, and 

communication was by lifting the phone and waiting for the operator to 
connect you. Telegrams were much in use. 

What to do? 

There was a time constraint. The practice required a replacement 

doctor who had to have the New Road house to live in. Brother Fred 

offered shelter in his large house at Purdysburn. And Evelyn took 

Noreen and me to live there. 
Bachelors get set in their ways. Fred had a brilliant mind, but was 

pedantic. He probably hadn‟t realised what impact toddlers and 

nappies would have on his lifestyle. Small finger marks on his table – 

anything out of place in his ordered world must have irked him. Then 

there was a nursemaid who had given birth and hidden the foetus in a 

suitcase on top of the wardrobe where it remained for weeks. (In a 
doctor‟s house and no one noticed she was pregnant! That always 

fascinated me). But there was also friction. Most of the furniture was 

his, but some had been brought from Donaghadee rather than being 
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put in store. In a world where everything has its designated place, this 

was hardly ideal for him – or for his sister. 

 I had my first birthday at Purdysburn. My mother recorded it in my 

Baby Book. Present were Uncle Fred, Noreen, Nurse Graham, Miss 

Ingram, and Annie Bird. “A very quiet party & Georgie ate his iced 

cake and walked around holding on to chairs & climbed up to look out 
of windows. Can say “here ye are” and “Bye Bye” very plainly. Has 

eight teeth.” 

After the local school Evelyn had gone to Methodist College, Belfast 

with her sister, Gertie, and subsequently to a finishing establishment 

in Edinburgh. (She said she finished it. It closed a few years later). 

She came home, had a row with her father in 1930 (she had red 
hair!), and off she went to Paris where she lived as an au pair with the 

Bonnemaison family for two years.  

She came home again and ran the business for four or five years 

before she married George. 

Now, in 1942, that elderly couple in North Antrim with two sons 

serving in the war and a daughter recently widowed, needed help. 
Evelyn knew the hotel business. So she made another decision. She 

would take the babies home. Home to The Causeway. 

And that‟s how I stepped onto my causeway in life, and how I came 

to know about The Causeway. 

 
In the dining room of the Causeway Hotel, September 1949. Kathleen Moore 
(Mum's cousin), Hugh Campbell (local pig farmer), waiter, Mum, George 

Kane, Colin Kane, Noreen Baxter (partly obscured), Sam and Gertie 
Anderson (standing) and Marion Kane with cigarette. It was to celebrate 

Colin and Noreen‟s engagement. Noreen had been married to an American  

doctor, Sidney McCafferty, and they lived in Pittsburgh. 
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My father‟s last letter. Joe was my mother‟s pet name for him.  I am “wee 
Jo.” The scrap of paper is indicative of the extent of the war effort, as the  

austerity programme was called. 
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My father at Inisreen (below).                                                 

                               
"Edward C Smith JP Chairman 1942-4" says 
the caption in County Hall, Ballymena.  
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My mother and father with Noreen Baxter. 

 

 
He was a highly qualified doctor. See Appendix B. 

 

 
Noreen and me when we lived at Purdysburn. 
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Ancestors of George Smith

George
SMITH
b: December 10, 1899 in
Cragoran,Islandmagee,Co.Antrim,Nor
thern Ireland
m: September 21, 1938 in Ballywillan
Presbyterian Church, Portrush, Co.
Antrim, Northern Ireland
d: September 2, 1942 in
Newtownards,Co. Down,Northern
Ireland

Edward Coey
SMITH
b: June 1, 1865 in Belfast ?
m: June 14, 1898 in Carrickfergus
Presbyterian Church,Co.
Antrim,Ireland
d: February 7, 1944 in Islandmagee

Sara
HILL
b: August 7, 1871 in
Kilcoan,Islandmagee,Co.Antrim
d: February 13, 1967 in Belfast

George
SMITH
b: October 10, 1822 in Belfast
m: September 24, 1861 in St Mary's
Church, Gateshead
d: July 11, 1900

Jessie
BERTRAM
b: May 23, 1833 in Gateshead, Co.
Durham, England/Gateshead,
England

William Boyle
HILL
b: 1834 in Kilcoan,Islandmagee
m: July 5, 1864 in Ist Islandmagee
Presbyterian Church, IslandmageeCo.
Antrim,Northern Ireland

Mary
MCKEEN
b: 1844 in Temple-Effin,Islandmagee

Alexander
SMITH
b: 1791
m: February 8, 1819
d: May 30, 1870 in Ballyearl,
Ballylinney, near Carnmoney, Co.
Antrim

Mary
BIGGAR

Charles
BERTRAM
b: 1799 in Melrose,Scotland
m: November 18, 1830 in St. Mary's
Church, Gateshead, Co. Durham,
England

Mary
REWCASTLE
b: December 30, 1798 in Gateshead,
Co. Durham, England
d: November 7, 1878

Arthur
HILL

Mary
MCKEEN
b: in Temple-effin, Islandmagee,
Co.Antrim

Thomas
MCKEEN

George
SMITH
b: 1744

Jane
NELSON

James
BERTRAM
m: June 26, 1796 in
Montrose,Forfar,Scotland

Janet
BEAN

John
REWCASTLE
b: September 6, 1767 in Corbridge
m: August 10, 1797 in St.Mary's,
Gateshead
d: January 14, 1837 in Gateshead,
Co. Durham, England

Jane
CLARKE
b: November 8, 1769 in Barra's
Bridge, Newcastle, England
d: June 8, 1850 in Gateshead, Co.
Durham, England

William
HILL

Thomas
MCKEEN

Andrew
SMITH
b: 1703
d: 1777

Mary
STEWART

John
REWCASTLE
b: 1742 in Parish of St.John
Lee,Corbridge
m: October 17, 1765 in Corbridge
d: January 5, 1808

Elizabeth
PERCIVAL
d: January 7, 1796

Thomas
REWCASTLE
b: 1715 in Acomb

Thomas
PERCIVAL

Nicholas
REWCASTLE
b: Abt. 1669 in Fallowfield
m: May 27, 1699

Grace
RICHINSON
b: in Fallowfield
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Ancestors of Evelyn Kane

Evelyn
KANE
b: September 18, 1912 in Royal
Hotel,Giant's Causeway,Co.
Antrim,Northern Ireland
m: September 21, 1938 in Ballywillan
Presbyterian Church, Portrush, Co.
Antrim, Northern Ireland
d: October 22, 2002 in Powerscourt,
Co. Wicklow, Ireland

Francis Alexander
KANE
b: June 3, 1872 in Giant's Causeway,
Co. Antrim
m: February 1, 1905 in Presbyterian
Church,Heaton Road, Newcastle-
upon-Tyne,Northumberland,England
d: July 7, 1946 in Giant's Causeway,
Co. Antrim

Catherine
CAMPBELL
b: January 7, 1876 in Orbost,
Duirinish, Isle of Skye,
Invernessshire, Scotland
d: May 3, 1949 in Giant's Causeway,
Co. Antrim

Francis Frederick
KANE
b: 1817 in Giant's Causeway?
m: July 28, 1863 in Dunluce
Presbyterian Church, Dunluce, nr
Bushmills
d: February 7, 1899 in Royal
Hotel,Giant's Causeway, Bushmills,
Co Antrim

Mary Jane
SINCLAIR
b: 1830 in
Bonneyclassagh,Bushmills,Co.Antrim
d: April 21, 1904 in Royal Hotel,
Giant's Causeway, Bushmills, Co
Antrim

John
CAMPBELL
b: 1845 in Kilmuir,Skye,Scotland
m: January 8, 1868 in Free
Manse,Kilmuir, Isle of Skye

Flora
MACPHERSON
b: 1845 in Kilmuir,Skye,Scotland

John
KANE
b: Abt. 1775 in Kilcoobin or
Causeway
d: Abt. 1863

Jane
XXX
b: 1778
d: March 20, 1864 in Causeway Head,
Giant's Causeway, Bushmills, County
Antrim

John
SINCLAIR

Ester
XXX

John
CAMPBELL
b: 1809 in Kilmuir,Skye,Scotland
m: 1842 in Kilmuir, Isle of Skye
d: 1885 in Not in Skye

Anne
CAMPBELL
b: Abt. 1815 in Kilmuir,Skye,Scotland
d: Aft. 1868

Angus
MACPHERSON
b: Abt. 1819 in Bornaskitag,
Kilmuir,Skye,Scotland
m: July 1840 in Kilmuir, Isle of Skye
d: February 25, 1894

Catherine
NICHOLSON
b: Abt. 1826 in Kilmuir,Skye,Scotland
d: November 30, 1900 in
Bornaskitag, Kilmuir

Norman
CAMPBELL
b: 1771
d: 1847

Marion
MACLEOD
b: Abt. 1778 in Kilmuir,Skye,Scotland
d: February 13, 1862 in
Kilmuir,Skye,Scotland

John
MACPHERSON
b: 1801 in Bornnaskitag,Skye
d: August 14, 1884 in Bornaskitag,
Kilmuir

Mary
ROSS
b: 1791 in Kilmuir, Skye
d: March 17, 1873 in Bornaskitag,
Kilmuir, Skye

Malcolm
NICHOLSON
b: 1770 in Bornnaskitag,Skye

Effie
CAMPBELL
b: Abt. 1786

Murdo
MACLEOD

Marion
MACPHEE

Angus
MACPHERSON

Anne
LAMONT

Donald
ROSS
b: in Kilmuir
d: in Kilmuir

Christina
MACLEOD
b: in Kilmuir
d: in Kilmuir
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2.  From the Old School House 

to The Nook 
 

O, wad some Power the giftie gie us 

To see oursels as others see us! 

Rabbie Burns To a Louse 
 

My mother needed a roof of her own. There was simply no way she 

could go back to her room (Number 32) in The Royal (as Kane‟s Royal 
Hotel was known) with the weans.1 The Royal was where she was 

born, her father and her grandfather before, and maybe as many as 

three generations before him.  

A major part of the decision was my grandfather‟s offer of The Nook. 

In fact, there was no decision to make. 

The Nook has an interesting history. It was built as a school by the 
local landlords, the Macnaghtens, in 1835 or thereabouts to serve the 

family‟s employees, the fishermen, tenant farmers, and The Causeway 

guides living in the townlands of Ardihannon, Carnside, Aird, Lisserluss 

and Tonduff (see the map of Causeway townlands at page 72).  

The Macnaghten seat is at Dundarave, a mile east of Bushmills. At 

the time the school house was built, the head of the family was Sir 
Francis Workman Macnaghten (1763-1843), the first baronet. He 

owned the land The Nook is on and my family were his tenants. (They 

were, as we shall see, tenants of Hugh Lecky and the Trustees of the 

Ballycastle Charities as well as of Sir Francis Edmund Macnaghten  

(1828-1911), the third baronet, simultaneously in an 82-acre area 

over four townlands in the 1880s and  Francis Frederick Kane rented 

Kane‟s Commercial and Family Hotel in Bushmills at that time). 
The school house became too small.  Its walls were of stone 

(including several Causeway stones) and about two feet (60 cm) thick. 

It had one large front room, which served as a place of worship on the 

Sabbath, and three at the back. Some folk I knew were baptised within 

those walls. 

Sir Francis Alexander Macnaghten (1863-1951), the eighth baronet, 
and my grandfather, Francis Alexander Kane, known almost 

universally as “the Boss”, signed the paperwork only after the First 

World War. In the negotiation which took place with Sir Francis 

                                    
1 Please note that I have italicised words and phrases which are “translated” in the 
Glossary at the back of the book. Extracts appear randomly elsewhere. 
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Edmund Workman Macnaghten, the third baronet, and his brother, 

Lord Macnaghten, it was agreed that the field on which the museum 

school now stands would be given up by my grandfather and, in 

exchange, the Macnaghtens would give over the old school house. 

Lord Macnaghten was Edward Macnaghten (1830-1913). He became 

Lord Macnaghten of Runkerry in 1887 and, not being the older son, 
had not expected to become baronet which he did in 1911. He rowed 

for Cambridge in two of the very earliest boat races to be held on the 

Thames. 

The signatories to the exchange had the same Christian names, 

Francis Alexander, a fact that drew comment both at the time and 

from my mother in my life time. 
All five Kane siblings were educated first at The Causeway, the three 

boys, till 1914, in what was to become The Nook, then at the new 

school, where Daniel McConaghy was their headmaster. The boys went 

on to Coleraine Academical Institution (“CAI and the girls to  Methodist 

College, Belfast (“Methody”). 

When the new, bigger school became a museum in the seventies, 
the Kane names (and each one had very neat handwriting - have a 

look. It‟s open from 11 am) were prominent in the papers on display. 

My mother, with characteristic wit, quipped that she was a museum 

piece in her own lifetime. 

I had thought it was the Boss who called the old schoolhouse “The 

Nook”, but nook is Scottish by derivation, and it is therefore more 
likely that my grandmother, born Catherine Campbell on the Isle of 

Skye, was responsible. In any event, it was a refuge on a busy day at 

the hotels. It was also a shelter, an annex to the hotels. Weary 

travellers couldn‟t book in those days unless they wrote a letter. No 

phones. No electricity. Many arrived to find no room at the inn, as it 

were, so The Nook was where they slept. 

The Boss had a bathroom added (1943) on the east and a coal house 
at the north. At some stage, the bell over the three west-facing slat 

windows was removed. Thus altered, The Nook became home for my 

mother for almost sixty years. It was an immediate refuge, almost 

ideal for her and her two children. 
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The Kane siblings: Colin, George, Gertrude, Evelyn (my mother) and 

Frederick Francis (Fred). They all went to the new Causeway School 
between 1915 and 1920. Photo taken in 1916. 

 

Coddin‟: leg-pulling. “A didna mean it. A was only coddin‟.” 

Coorse: opposite of refined. 
Cope: overturn; topple. 

Clachan: hamlet; labourers‟ cottages built in a row or on three sides of a square. From Scots 
Gaelic. 
Clatter: an unspecified quantity. 

Cleg: horsefly. (From Old Norse). 
„Clare-to-me-Jasus: I declare to my Jesus; swear to God; honest to goodness; no word of a 
lie. 
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Previous generations of my Kane family are buried in Billy. This memorial is 

at Dunluce Presbyterian Church in Bushmills. Granny had the grave lined 

with lead so the water from the area to the north would not seep into it. 

 

 

 

 

 

Tare: prolonged drinking spree. “He went on a real tare.” 
Tall-a-tall: by no stretch of the imagination. 
Thrawn: perverse; stubborn. Also thran. 

Tell on: spill the beans. The secret that was isn‟t anymore. 
Thole: suffer. Put up with. “Doctor Bodie is away, so you‟ll just have to thole.”  As a noun, 

rowlock. 
Thon: that over there. “Look at thon pur soul.” But also thonder is yonder. 
Thrapple: throat. 

Titter o‟ wit: Have a titter o‟ wit, man! means have a modicum of sense. 
Turn: “a wee turn” is a short spell of not being your self. Anything from a mild stroke to a 

lapse of memory, it is something you have. 

Twa: two. 
Twarthee: two or three. 
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Me and Noreen on Silver in 1947. 

 

 

 
Farl: a roughly triangular shaped cake of soda (or wheaten) bread. 
Fash: Scots Gaelic verb meaning bother, trouble, worry; put yourself out. “Dinna fash yersel‟.” 
Fadge: potato bread.  

Fadgy: lacking in firmness; fadge-like. ”Fadgy arse.” 
Fawn costume: as in “You can stick it up your fawn costume” is somewhere to put an 
unwelcome suggestion. 

Fernenst: straight ahead. 

 



  

 30 

 

The Old Causeway Schoolhouse became The Nook. This is how it looked in 

1988. 
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3. Tales out of school 
 

Be happy while you’re living, for you’re a long time dead. 

Scottish proverb. 

 
 

We were privileged, yes, so we had a nursemaid. She came from 

Belturbet, Co. Cavan. She would have been about seventeen when she 

came to us and her name was Evelyn  

It probably came as a bit of a relief to my mother that at the age of 

two, I could not manage “Evelyn”. After all, that was my mother‟s 
name, like Mummy, unique to her it seemed to my infantile mind. I 

reproduced what sounded like “Neenie” and so that was what she was 

called thereafter. 

She, like my mother, had dark red hair, shoulder length. She was 

given the first room on the left with a window at knee height which 

opened onto a flat, cemented area opposite one of the gate pillars 
which marked the entrance to the Causeway Hotel. 

She may well have used this route to come and go after hours. 

Doors were not locked in those days, least of all at The Causeway, and 

I certainly used the corresponding window in the next room to sneak 

out when as a punishment I had been sent to my room. 

Neenie was close enough in age to be more like a playmate for us. 
We loved her. 

 
Neenie with Noreen and wee Georgie. 

 

It was a huge shock to find that one morning Neenie was not there. 

Years later, my mother traced her to London and went to see her. It 
turned out that she had been seduced by Alec Martin. Now Alec was a 
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bit of a lad, sometime guide, carver of wishing chair souvenirs, 

plausible ne‟er-do-well and distiller of poteen. Neenie, having fallen for 

his undoubted charm, had gone “across the water” to have her baby 

rather than face the shame (as it was in those days) of giving birth out 

of wedlock.  

Alec wasn‟t all bad, as we shall see, and he gave me a bottle of his 
brew which went into our wedding cake. 

The farm at The Royal was a full working farm, supplying the hotels. 

There was at least one cart horse, but room had to be kept for Uncle 

Colin‟s hunter; there were cows, pigs, ducks, hens and geese, but no 

sheep. Always dogs and cats, though. 

The geese acted like watch dogs. They squawked. I was frightened of 
them and they chased me, I suppose because they did not recognise 

me as a local – I was just wee Georgie. 

The cocks did what all cocks do – and wakened us at dawn or earlier. 

 

There was a bachelor farmer up the road, 

about Tonduff, who had been fattening a cock 
at the time his housekeeper was all set to go 

to the Saturday night come-all-ye in the 

Orange Hall. He wanted to show off his 

standing in the community by making a 

donation. So he killed the bird and gave it to 

her to take as a spot prize. 
At breakfast next morning, he asked her, 

“Wha got the cock?” 

Sais she: “Wha did nae?” 

 

One of the sounds I associate with those days was the corn crake in 

the night. I think you might be fortunate enough to hear the sound on 

Rathlin Island now, but to be sure, you‟d have to go to the Outer 
Hebrides where there are conservation measures in force. In the „40s 

it was quite common at The Causeway. 

Its song (if you can call it that) carried from the hay fields down by 

the burn up to the hotels, mainly in the still of the summer night or 

pre-dawn. It is a repetitive, crex crex, like two notched sticks being 

rubbed together or a bull frog in warmer climes. Once heard, never 
forgotten. 

Water was pumped up from the burn using a ram pump. This fact 

must have been known to some guests. Others had some local 

ornithological knowledge. But not so one American gentleman who, 

when asked if he‟d slept well, complained that the ram pump had kept 

him awake all night and asked if it could be turned off next night. And 
so it was. But he left anyway, saying he wanted to try to get more 

sleep in Portrush, none the wiser about corn crakes. 
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It was war time and the Free Belgium troops were encamped at Port 

Moon. (See Map IV at page 85). I remember the Nissen huts that 

housed them and the concrete slabs that were their base. You can still 

see them – and the concrete road that leads to them. The day they 

decamped, they came down the road with their tanks, heading where I 

know not, but back to war for sure. 
I watched from the front of The Nook as the tanks struggled to turn 

the left-hand corner and proceed along the line towards Bushmills. I 

had a toy tank, a Dinky toy, it was. What fascinated me was that the 

toy version was rigid, unable to turn on its chassis, but these real ones 

could turn, with difficulty. One almost went straight and left a gouge 

mark on the bank near the bus stop. It was there for years. So too 
were the marks of the tracks where they had swivelled on the tarmac. 

I marvelled at these for a long time till resurfacing covered them up. 

The GIs made a deeper impression on the Boss for all the wrong 

reasons. They did not come to The Causeway to hear the corn crake. 

That‟s for sure. Nor did they seem to take the trouble to walk down to 

The Causeway itself. The car park was right beside the bar, at the side 
of The Royal. They debussed and headed straight for the bar. 

Some hours later they had removed precious family memorabilia 

from the picture rails that ran round the walls of the bar, dining room, 

hall and lounge. They phoned the police in Bushmills to stop the bus, 

but nothing was recovered and the loss was felt for many a year. 

During the binge, one soldier, wandering round near the lounge, 
accosted the Boss and the exchange went like this: 

GI: “Say Mister, where d‟ ya get a piss round here?” 

The Boss: “Well, if you go up those steps, turn right and go to the 

end of the passage, you will see a door with Gentlemen on it. Don‟t let 

that deter you.” 

 

FA Kane, the Boss, with the author and 
Noreen 

 in front of The Royal in 1945. 
 

 

 

 

 

Such was the quantum of repartee that flowed from my maternal 

grandfather‟s tongue that I will add a chapter on it later. 
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4. The folk about The Ca‟sey 
 

Many a good tune played on an old fiddle. 

Samuel Butler The way of all flesh. 

 

 

While the Kanes were characters in their own right as we shall see, 

there were many others. The locals and their rascality would fill a 

chapter. 
That reminds me. 

The Three Smiths (as my mother signed the Christmas cards) were 

returning from Portstewart one evening in the old Austin 8. DZ9456 

was the registration number. Watch out for it. 

We‟d just rounded the Gallow‟s Hill, on the Bushmills side of Dunluce 

Castle, and were at Boneyclassagh (also called Classagh), if you know 

your townlands. If you don‟t, Map I at page 71 will help. I know 
Boneyclassagh because it‟s where my great grandmother came from, 

the one who persuaded the Prince of Wales to allow the adjunct 

“Royal.” More of that later. The spot I refer to is at the junction of the 

main Bushmills line and the road off to Portballintrae. 

A “line” is, in this context, a reasonably straight stretch of road in 

local parlance. 
There was little traffic in those days, and one seemed to know 

virtually all the other road users, and AA men saluted. Coming in the 

opposite direction was Sammy Dobbin in the big Humber taxi, going at 

one hell of a lick, so fast he left not only his mark all along the side of 

the innocent wee Austin but also three shaken Smiths. He didn‟t stop 

at the scene as you‟re supposed to. 
He reported the encounter to Constable Bustard at the police 

barracks2 in Bushmills the following day. That‟s what‟s called going on 

the offensive. My mother was charged, very apologetically, I must 

record, with “Driving without due care and attention.” 

Time passed and it was the date for the hearing at the Bushmills 

Petty Sessions. The day before, my mother was out for a walk and met 
none other than the Resident Magistrate. Yer man himself. 

“And what are you up to these days, Evelyn?” he greeted her. 

“Up before you in the morning,” was her response. 

He dismissed the charge. 

                                    
2 I have often wondered about it being a barracks. It was very small for a start. 
English readers might prefer “station”, but that was not the term in use. Sergeant 

Davidson was in charge in Bushmills and Adam Bustard, Ernie Morrison and Charlie 
McMahon were the constables. 
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Our nearest neighbours were the Douglases, immediately to the east 

of The Nook, in what was the schoolmaster‟s house, supplied by the 

Macnaghtens Mrs Margretta Douglas was the headmistress. It had an 

upstairs. We didn‟t. It had a privy out in the yard. We didn‟t. 

It was demolished in about 1962 when the school closed. 

We played with Marjory, Doreen and Florence. They were our age. 
Their mother rode a very upright bicycle with dignity and a wicker 

basket mounted on the handle bars. 

Moving clockwise, along the Bushmills line, there were two semi 

detached dwellings, right on the roadside. In the nearer lived Bella 

Sweeney who worked in the kitchens of the hotels. In the half furthest 

away, there lived a man called Robert Quigg3. He was born on 12th 
March 1885 in Ardihannon (the name of the townland The Nook is in), 

and worked for the Macnaghtens. He was a member of the Ulster 

Volunteer Force and enlisted in the 12th Battalion, The Royal Irish 

Rifles, mid Antrim Volunteers, and served in the First World War. He 

was batman to 2nd Lieutenant Sir Edward Harry Macnaghten and 

fought alongside him at The Battle of the Somme, specifically at a 
place called Hamel. 

The young Eddie, as the family called him, was just twenty. (He was 

the sixth baronet and was succeeded by his brother, Arthur Douglas, 

known as Kenny. He too was killed in France, just two months later). 

Eddie fell in the infamous battle on the 1st July 1916. 

Corporal (later Sergeant) Quigg went out into the no man‟s land to 
find his platoon commander. 

The citation for the Victoria Cross he was subsequently awarded 

reads in part 

“He went out seven times to look for him, under heavy 

shell and machine-gun fire, each time bringing back a 

wounded man. The last man he dragged on a 

waterproof sheet from within yards of the enemy‟s 
wire. He was seven hours engaged in this most gallant 

work, and was finally so exhausted that he had to give 

it up.”  

Macnaghten‟s body was never found. 

Quigg was a lonely old man, often in his strip of vegetable garden 

which you could see from the front three windows of The Nook (which 
is where he went to school). He marched on the 12th July with the 

Lochaber (Aird) Orange Lodge and its pipe band, his medals displayed 

across his suit, white handkerchief in breast pocket, no sign of 

surrender. Occasionally on a Sunday, he would walk up the road 

towards the Causeway, stopping for a yarn with the guides. It seemed 

                                    
3 The Quiggs were gallowglasses of the O‟Cahans in the 13th to 16th centuries. The 
name means mercenary soldier. 
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to me he wore dark trousers, matching waistcoat, braces to the fore, 

and a cap. Not a man of any military bearing, I have to say. 

 But the only one on The Twelfth with the purple ribbon above a 

bronze cross on his chest. 

And not one you‟d pick out as the holder of the highest award for 

gallantry. 
His VC is on display in the Royal Ulster Rifles Museum in Belfast. 

                          

 

  

Billy church dates from 1306.   
   
 

 

It was George V who pinned the bronze medal on his breast. As he 

did so, the king said, “You are a brave man, Quigg.”  

In the only way he knew, back came Quigg with “Yer a brave mon 

yersel‟, Yer Majesty.”  
He died in Ballycastle Hospital on 14th May 1955 and is buried in 

Billy, as are the Kanes of the 19th century. 
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5.  Different Folks 
 

 

Cast thy bread upon the waters, for thou shalt find it after many days. Eccl. 11:1 

 

Doctor Bodie 

Her name was Flora Bodie, but always referred to as Doctor Bodie. She 

lived and had her surgery on the corner in Bushmills, close to where 

the Portrush line (now Dunluce Road) crosses the River Bush, just 
down from the school. She had an Austin, but the model bigger than 

ours. A 10 model, probably. The back window was divided in two. Ours 

wasn‟t. But it was blue, same as ours. All cars the seemed to be either 

black or dark blue. From the front, hers looked the same. I remember 

the sinking feeling that my mother had driven away and not noticed 

me, but of course it was the wrong car. 
She wore a fawn, tweedy suit and “sensible” shoes. She sometimes 

came to The Nook to meet my mother and go for a walk. She found 

there was a dearth of people she felt comfortable socialising with. 

She smoked. Everyone did. But she used a cigarette holder. 

I suppose it was a bit of a novelty to have a lady doctor. There can‟t 

have been many because the emancipation of women (in every way) 

was still recent history. She had glasses, like my mother‟s, and lots of 
fair hair. She had been to Edinburgh University, not Queen‟s 

University, Belfast like my father and uncles. 

She would come up to The Nook if my mother was worried it might 

be German measles us weans had. German measles was not 

something to be taken as a mere dose of spots. It had all the war time 

connotations of the evil of Adolf Hitler. An abhorrent thing for a child to 
have. Perhaps that‟s why I didn‟t get Hitler measles and Noreen did. 

Or was that mumps? 

I confess to have been confused about her name. It‟s pronounced 

the same as body. I did not know there was mind too. I thought she 

was a specialist. Where as Ian McClure did babies, she did all bodies. 

The other doctor in Bushmills was Dr Hanna. I wondered what a 
hanna was. 

She never charged for all the calls-out, none of her ministrations to 

any of the Three Smiths – „cause my Dad had been a doctor. 
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Rev Sam Alexander 

Always affectionately referred to as “the Reverend Sam,” he was, for 

thirty-six years, the minister of Dunluce Presbyterian Church which is 

not at Dunluce at all (though it was  up to about 1840, the present 

church having been built in 1845), but on the Coleraine road (now 

Priestland Road), just outside Bushmills. 

He was installed in 1928. 
He married my parents in 1938, but not in his own church. My 

mother thought there would be too large a crowd at Dunluce (gapers 

or gawpers, they‟re called, „cause they gape or gawp). So it was 

arranged for the marriage to take place at Ballywillin near Portrush. 

He also officiated at the marriage of Colin Kane in 1950 on a bitterly 

cold January day. I remember the snow had to be shovelled away from 
the white pebble-strewn path from the road to the door of the church. 

He, in addition to the elders, visited the area to say a wee prayer in 

your house. From the pulpit he announced the districts to be visited in 

the coming week. My mother disliked the solemnity associated with 

these visits and tried to be out walking so as to miss him. 

He wore what seemed to me invariably to be a black suit and a black 
homburg – and always his dog collar. He was not given to smiling 

much: small wonder with all that sin about which his calling dictated 

he had to stamp out. 

In church he wore a black academic gown. The pulpit is raised in a 

central position at the east of the church with staircases on either side 

which took a right-angle turn at half way. 
The Kane pew was right at the back, just inside the left-hand door, 

and it was a double “loose box” in the central block, bench seating on 

three sides and a door which closed with a catch. Was that to keep me 

in or to keep others out, I wondered? There were hassocks, provided 

by my mother, but never used to kneel on. They were there for me to 

fall over, and I stood on them to see the choir. 

The Covenanters were represented in Dunluce. By tradition, the men 
stood for the prayers while everyone else took up the Presbyterian 

crouch position. The Covenanters stood and faced the door, on guard 

lest Cromwell‟s men or the Episcopalians should choose the time of 

prayer to exact revenge on the breakaway Presbyterians. 

It was frightening to look up at the bearded faces of men in black 

when you were supposed to be bent down, eyes closed.  
We had Communion twice a year. You couldn‟t take Communion 

unless you first deposited a Communion card in the plate that the 

elders brought round. This was the same card that they would have 

delivered to your house a week or so earlier, but you only got one if 

you were “in good standing.” The Session (meeting of elders presided 
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The Kane pew was at the back, just inside the door. 

 

over by the moderator who was the minister) had the power to decide 
who was eligible. Woe betide any adulterer. 

Mrs Fullerton was the organist. Like all the ladies, she wore a hat, 

and she moved her bottom up off the seat (it faced me – when I stood 

on the seat, as I did for the musical parts) as she put her all into her 

work. A fascinating spectacle for a child. Most of the music was either 

Crimond or Danny Boy, which made my mother cry. Moving organist 
and moving music. 

Usually there were few enough of the Kanes present to take up just 

the seating that faced the pulpit, so we had a full frontal view (as it 

were) of the elevated Rev Sam of a Sunday. 

At the beginning of the service, he entered the church from the 

vestry door to our left, slipped up the stairs and disappeared only to 
reappear a minute or so later – suddenly: head and shoulders and 

upper body. There he was: unmistakablely our minister, framed by a 

shiny black wooden fan fixed against the wall behind him. Quite 

disconcerting for a wee fellow. It was years before I realised that the 

pulpit was wide, wide enough to accommodate a seat against the east 

wall under the fan. Here he sat in prayer (I assume), before the climax 

of his disappearing act when he stood to face the Kanes and the music 
provided by the harmonium and Mrs Fullerton. 

There was a balcony, just like in the Picture House in Portrush. You 

paid more if you went to the balcony than you did in the stalls. People 
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in the balcony, except those seated above us, faced inward, so they 

could only see the minister out of the corner of their eyes. They should 

have been paying less, not more. 

The “intimations” came as a relief after the forty to forty-five minute 

sermon. This was when he announced where he would be visiting in 

the week ahead, and everyone not threatened visibly relaxed. 
His encore was when the collection was being taken which was after 

the intimations. I used to think that perhaps he had gone out to 

answer the call of nature. By this time, invariably, my bladder was 

getting distended, so why not his? But I never once saw him use the 

stairs at this point in the ninety-minute service. I thought he must 

have had a potty up there. 
We went to Sunday school across the road in the church hall, next to 

the driveway up to the manse. All classes shared the space in the 

middle of which the wooden floor was marked out for badminton. You 

didn‟t learn much with each teacher competing with the other for an 

acoustic gap in which to hammer home the catechism. 

The service was at noon in the church across the road. 
The timing, which changed to 11.30 in summer, was to give the 

farming community time to milk the cows, change into their Sunday 

best and get to the church on time so as not to miss the elevation to 

the pulpit. 

Most walked in groups, like good Jews on their Sabbath. There were 

so few cars, but lots of bicycles stacked against the side of the church. 
Jimmy Burns was the head gardener at The Causeway and he never 

missed church. He rode his bike four and a half miles (7,2 km) from 

Lisnagunogue in all weathers and sat up at the front where he had to 

squint at the Rev Sam because he sat facing south, side on to the 

pulpit and Mrs Fullerton, and to me at the back. 

Davy Montgomery was the sexton. He had the most amazing gravel 

voice – as though he‟d swallowed chalk from the White Rocks. He was 
always at the door.  Big welcoming smile and, to match that smile, the 

shiniest bald pate you„ve ever seen. He handed out the hymn books to 

visitors and to those who had forgotten theirs. You had to hand them 

back to him ninety minutes later, after two psalms, one paraphrase 

and two hymns. Paraphrases have gone out of fashion: they were 

metrical rehashing of passages of scripture set to dreary music. 
It was easy to maintain some semblance of decorum when it was 

just The Three Smiths in that pew, but it was a different situation 

when we had our Anderson cousins, Careen and Nuala, there with us.   

They sat with their backs to the pulpit and therefore facing me, and I 

in turn faced the minister. 

We had a visiting, much younger minister when they were there. He 
had chosen to regale us about our souls, and since this was central to 

the sermon, it was a phrase much repeated. 
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We had the same grandfather, so we all heard arseholes. 

It was all right for Careen and Nuala. He could not see their faces, 

but we could, and they made the most of this. The result was that I 

got the blame for laughing in church – a sort of Presbyterian 

equivalent of a mortal sin in those days.  

The Rev Sam retired in 1964. 
 

 

 

 
Causeway stones formation on the Dunseverick Castle Walk, near Bengore 

Head. 
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6. Signs of the times 
 

In works of labour or of skill 

I would be busy too:  

For Satan finds some mischief still 

For idle hands to do. 

Isaac Watts (1674-1748) 

 

 

Advertising was not big at The Causeway. “Kane‟s Royal Hotel” and 

“Causeway Hotel” pretty much said it all. But we did have the only 
petrol pump between Bushmills and Ballintoy, and where there‟s 

petrol, there is at least a name and a logo.  

It was a hand pump, like the one on the tank fed by the spring that 

provided water to The Nook. It displayed pounds, shillings and pence, 

(but pounds began with an „l‟, „s‟ seemed right for shillings, but pence 

with a „d‟? My Latin master later in life sorted that one out for me: lsd 
is libre, solidi, denarii, not the now-more-fashionable lysergic acid 

diethylamide). It also had gallons, quarts and pints. It was yellow with 

a bit of red and, though I looked hard, I could never find that kind of 

seashell on our seashore. 

You can tell how long my memory is by the slogan painted on a strip 

of tin attached high up on the wall, just about opposite the bar in the 

car park at The Royal. 
It proclaimed YOU CAN BE SURE OF HELL. 

Gertie, my mother‟s sister, had a wicked sense of fun and she it was 

who scratched out the “S”. I have a theory that this was her entirely 

understandable reaction to an accumulation of hellfire and damnation 

from the elevated pulpit of the Reverend Sam in Dunluce Presbyterian 

Church, and that the very act of deletion was carried out on the 
Sabbath when you were not allowed to do anything else other than go 

to church, thereby making it the ultimate act of defiance. 

If so, I can sympathise. 

Then again, it could have been an indication that the repeated 

religious lesson was getting home, indeed had even spawned an 

evangel who was also a pioneer in the field of copywriting for outdoor 
advertising. 

Down the hill at the Tramway Station (not barracks), a somewhat 

flattering appellation, I felt, for the terminal building (called the 

waiting room), toilets and Johnny Glass‟s sweetie shop, was a big 
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sign on a double-sided white board. It had a twin at the other end, at 

the station in Portrush 

It said WHEN AT PORTRUSH VISIT THE WHITE HOUSE. 
Now this made an impression on me. It was there for years. Long 

after the tram had (quite wrongly, in my view) been assigned to its 

place in history, in a museum. In fact I suspect it was there long after 

The White House had closed – and still no one had vandalised it with 

graffiti. You could read it a mile away as you came down Ballylinny. 

Had they done a market survey on advertising/product awareness in 
the forties, one small boy would certainly have been able to refute any 

suggestion that the White House was anywhere but in Portrush. My 

young mind questioned why it was not at White Park Bay or the White 

Rocks, surely a nicer place to live. Barry‟s, the amusement place, was 

where I wanted to visit in Portrush. You got candy floss there, and I 

liked the dodgems and the big wheel. 
The White House was a department store – in this context. 

At the junction of the tramlines and The Rodden, which was the 

name of the track for carts and horses to get  seaweed for the fields 

from Blackrock Strand, was a black sign on a big (to me) pole. 

It was a stark message from the Macnaghtens: TRESSPASSERS WILL 

BE PROSECUTED. 
Now I had been quite good at saying my prayers since I was two and 

a quarter. (Thanks for recording that one, Mum. And I agree: fractions 

are important when so young). But my reading at five and a quarter 

clearly wasn‟t good. So, as we walked towards the beach, I had to ask 

my mother what this notice said. She duly read it out without 

embellishment. 

I paused to take in the words. And then…. 
“For thine is the kingdom, the power and the glory for ever and ever. 

Amen,” came from my mouth with due solemnity. She asked me to 

repeat what I‟d said, and then she realised that my cue was of course 

“Forgive us our trespasses.” 

It was from that moment in time that I seemed destined for a career 

in the church. Up the stairs to the pulpit. 
It would have been at about this time that the influence of the 

elocution of my fellow pupils at Bushmills Public Elementary School 

was at its peak. And the effects of rationing were at a high level, too. 

My mother‟s friends, the Farquharsons, owned the place next to The 

White House (which was at you-know-where), called The Trocadero, 

also known as The Troc. It was a somewhat old fashioned tea room 
with black and white mosaic tiling on the floor, and the chairs were 

those sort of thick, dark-brown cane ones with the very round back.  
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Bentwood, I think they are called. Just the place for a cuppa after your 

purchase of a nice tweed jacket next door or a pair of brogues in 

Bishops, the shoe shop on the corner – if you had the coupons, that is. 

The Three Smiths were invited to tea with the Farquharsons. Well, 

actually it would have been fine if that had been all that was on the 

table, but they had been hoarding their coupons. I know this because 
there was one pat of butter in the butter dish – a butter knife of course 

– and some freshly baked scones in the cake stand. 

To my mother‟s horror, having taken all this in, I announced in a lull 

in the conversation, “I see yous is scarce a butter too”. 

That was the only time I had tea in the Troc, and the very nice 

Farquhasons sought a home elsewhere – across the water.4 
“Five and a quarter.” It must have been about the end of 1947, so 

The War had ended and the boys (or “boy-os”) had returned. Not all of 

them, though, for the loss of life had had a big impact on the 

community. This was something of which I was well aware, for there 

was a War Memorial in the middle of The Diamond in Bushmills with 

lots of names on it. 
One of the returning heroes was Charlie McClelland who had left his 

fishing boat in Dunseverick and joined the Royal Navy where he served 

on the battleship King George V. I suppose he had been away seven 

years or so – not only on the water, but across it too. 

Now leg-pulling in those days was big. After all, TV for north Antrim 

was years away, so real people were at the very centre of 
entertainment, the butt of jokes and fun poking. (The Causeway Hotel 

got TV in 1952 in time for the Coronation, and the signal came from 

Kirk o‟ Shotts in Lanarkshire –with a lot of snow). 

Colin Kane, my uncle, came back from the RAF at the same time as 

Charlie. He loved to provoke a situation that would elicit laughter, and 

such a situation presented itself when the two met and exchanged a 

yarn or two. 
Like Robert Quigg, Charlie still spoke the only way he knew, so Colin 

set him up with, ”That‟s an awful English accent you‟ve picked up, 

Charlie.” 

“Ough it‟s terrible hard ta miss, Mister Coal-lin”. 

Terrible hard ta miss was a catch phrase thereafter. And it was used 

disparagingly in respect of those who may have acquired airs and 
graces. 

The Kanes did not take kindly to anything that smacked of not being 

the genuine article. My mother, particularly, disliked poseurs and 

poseuses, a term she used, and so will I. 

“Above all else,” she‟d misquote, “unto thine own self be true”.5 

                                    
4 “Across the water” was a widely used euphemism for England. 
5 And this above all, unto thine own self be true, and it shall follow as the day the night - 

thou can'st not then be false to any man. Shakespeare. Hamlet 
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My grandmother, Catherine Kane, had a sense of fun too. When the 

same Charlie was born, she passed on the news to my mother. I 

suppose little girls in country areas did not get much opportunity to 

see new born babies, but after some nagging, I guess, she gave my 

mother half a crown and a large wicker basket like the ones used to 
carry freshly cut flowers for the rooms, and, it having been lined with 

suitable linen, my mother set off up the road towards The Aird to buy 

the baby. 

Charlie was a very good looking man, so would have been a 

handsome baby. He was worth more than half a crown. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 
Dunluce Castle, a reconstruction drawn by the architect SP Close and 

published in 1905. Close was Lord Macnaghten's architect for Runkerry 
House in 1883. 
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7. A Dimensional Perspective 
 

Gentle Jesus meek and mild 

Look upon a little child. 

Pity my simplicity. 

Suffer me to come to Thee. 

Charles Wesley (1707-1788) 

 

I was just 3 foot 6 inches when I was two and a quarter. That was 

written 3‟ 6” – my height, that is. Metricated, it‟s 1,066 metres. Note 

the metric comma. I was no Finn M‟Cool. Just on my way to 6‟ 1‟‟. 

I mention this because perspective at an early age has much 
influence on perception. 

At eye level, were Shetland ponies, calves and Jenny, the donkey, 

where not long ago there were red Irish setters, Springer spaniels and 

pigs. 

I thought the hill from The Nook front door to the bar at The Royal 

was steep and long. After all, cars would stall on it, even run back with 
a grinding noise as the (often inexperienced) driver fought with an 

unsynchronised gear box, double declutching like mad to engage 

“first”.  

But it wasn‟t. 

I thought the passage that ran the breadth of The Nook was long. 

But it wasn‟t. 
When you are small, things that aren‟t big seem big. Maybe the Finn 

M‟Cool legend was started by little people. 

 

Children‟s Books 
I liked Wonk books. These were Ladybird books of the 1940s. I wish I 

had kept them for they are now collectors‟ items and their rarity gives 

them enhanced value. Wonk is a character devised by Muriel Levy. She 

had a typewriter and so did my mother. But hers was wonky in that it 
had a broken “a” key. The illustrations by Kiddell-Monroe were 

brilliant. Wonk is a cuddly Koala-like bear who gets himself into all 

sorts of trouble. There was of course a shortage of paper during and 

just after WW2, so the books were bound with whatever Ladybird 

could get, and so they did not stand up well to infantile handling. The 

resultant rarity of such books is entirely understandable. If you see 

one, handle with care. I didn‟t. 
My mother read Christopher Robin Verses by AA Milne to us. Come to 

think of it, bears were big in The Nook. That‟s my perspective. 
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I graduated to the classic Kidnapped in 1948. My mother was a good 

mimic, especially of the Lowland Scots. The way she read appropriate 

lines brought real life to the book. She readily related to Robert Louis 

Stevenson‟s sympathy towards the Highlanders versus the Lowlanders, 

something she acquired from her mother, and passed down to me. It 

would be no exaggeration to say I was enthralled by Kidnapped. 
We had a pony, so it is hardly surprising that I enjoyed anything 

horsey in the way of literature. Juvenile equestrianism, you could call 

it, was, as we shall see later, a big part of the lives of Noreen and wee 

Georgie at The Causeway.  

My mother also read Black Beauty: The  Autobiography of a Horse 

to us. In the book, the horse is “I.” I found this a moving story, and I 
think I was the more compassionate towards all animals as a result. 

That was a good thing to come from the book, but it also made me 

want a black horse – something which later materialised in an 

appropriately smaller form. 

 

Faux pas 
It seems appropriate to tell you now about another faux pas to add to 

the “scarce a butter” one. 
I had two grannies. Well, three, if you count the Giant‟s 

Grandmother, the stone image bent over, near the top of The 

Stookans. Granny Kane and Granny Smith were the living ones. 

Granny Kane loved horses, but Granny Smith did not share her 

sentiment in this regard.  

 

                               
   A younger Granny Smith                                  And in her 90s 

 

She lived her last years in Jordanstown so it was an hour and a half 

in DZ9456 to get there, AA men saluting all the way, but we didn‟t go 
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too often. Not enough petrol coupons. She dressed like a typical 

Victorian widow, black everything, except for grey stockings. Even her 

eyes were dark brown. She was tall, I guess 5‟ 11” (1,8 m.) and had 

been strikingly beautiful. She was softly spoken and had a very kindly 

manner. She was about 76 – and went on to be 96. An imposing lady, 

for sure. 
 

 

  
Granny Kane had a 19 inch waist. 

 

I suppose it was inevitable that she would ask me what I wanted to 

be when I grew up and I suppose, with the innocence that 

accompanies youth, I could not have known the importance of a tactful 

answer to such a strategic question. But with all this reading, I 

suppose my mother had forgotten, or simply didn‟t have the time, to 
coach me.  

So I said what my heart told me to say: “I want to be a jockey!” 

I was supposed to say, “A doctor like my Daddy.” But unto me, I was 

true. 
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More books 
It was an upbringing much like the one my mother had had. Certainly, 
Granny Kane having been born in Skye, would have been in her 

element reading Kidnapped. Her lovely, soft, West Highland Scots 

brogue would have been the perfect voice for it. And it was first 

published in 1886, when she would have been 10. 

A Christmas Carol dates to 1843, so here again Noreen and I may 

well have been the third generation of the family to have had it read to 

them.  
Actually, Noreen was a voracious reader at an early age, so she may 

have read it herself. For me, Ebenezer Scrooge came to life. I 

imagined he lived in Bushmills and I could even identify his house. Or 

maybe he lived in the Causeway Post Office. George McConaghy, the 

post master, looked just like an Ebenezer: wizened, white hair, bent 

and small. 
Charles Dickens was standard fare. We had Oliver Twist, too. The 

food at Bushmills Public Elementary School (same architect as the 

Causeway School. His name was Clough Williams-Ellis and he came all 

the way from Wales) did not provoke me to ask for more. It was 

champ with big lumps of half boiled potatoes. 

For the uninitiated, champ is mashed potato with onion, traditionally 
an Irish staple food. So a hundred years earlier, when the potato crop 

failed, you had famine. 

It was the bullying in the book that struck a chord with me. The 

“twist” was that subsequently the perpetrators I encountered were 

convicted of murder. 

This is a reference to the Miss Hattie case in Bushmills some years 
later. In a curious quirk, my uncle defended one of the three accused. 

In the last briefing in the prison governor‟s office, he found himself 

telling his client that he would do his best. Sais-he “Aye, dae that, Mr 

Anderson, for I dinna want tay get ma neck streeched.” 

 

Ponies 
Noreen and I were introduced to ponies as soon as we settled at The 

Nook in 1943. I knew no fear of any animal, indeed I sought them out. 
We were fortunate to have a pony and trap for a while when I was 

two. I would wander off to the stables: up that steep hill on the tarred 

road, turn right along the parking area in front of The Royal, keeping 

Granny Kane‟s beautifully manicured garden on my right, through two 

sets of Norman gate pillars, the second making a right angle turn to 

my left into the stable yard, under the first floor windows of the family 

rooms. And into the stables. All that way just so I could pet it.  
The pony was not much above head height for me at that time and it 

was a Shetland. 
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Pony and trap were borrowed from the Traills of Ballylough. 

We always had a dog on my causeway. The first one I remember was 

“Coolig,” a West Highland terrier. (The word coolig is Scots Gaelic for 

“with bristles up”). I loved playing with him – and with the kitten I was 

given in October 1944, but he and the kitten would run away if the 

“play” got a bit rough. I did not know my relative strength, but I was 
learning. Eventually they ran away for good. But then “straying” was 

commonplace and was treated matter-of-factly. It was part of country 

life. Maybe the fairies took them. You see, I already knew there were 

good fairies and bad fairies. 

A Welsh corgi followed, at Christmas in 1945, given by Uncle Sam 

Anderson. It was a puppy, so too small to stray. It had four white 
paws, so was quickly named “Socks.” 

Animals of the equestrian variety were my favourite, though. “Silver” 

was given to Noreen and me by Uncle Colin. He proved too “fresh” for 

novice riders, running off with me in the field next to the school (now 

museum school), and so was disposed of. In 1949, there followed 

“Flash,” a mare, and, to my mind, my very own Black Beauty. 
 

Leg-pulling 
I was introduced to lots of new things as children are, but grown-ups 

are not good at explaining everything new. Or else they pull your leg. 

So it was with Shanks‟s pony. 

Now I knew Lindsay Shanks. And I suppose I was a bit jealous at the 

very thought that he, too, might have a pony. The Shankses lived in 

Portballintrae, a mile and a bit along the tramlines, and no one there 
had stables or kept a pony. Or so I thought. But Uncle Colin told me 

several times that if you wanted to get to the beach, you went on 

Shanks‟s pony. Even down the Causeway, up to The Aird, over to Port 

Coon, along the tramlines. Always you took Shanks‟s pony. Even when 

he went shooting, he said he went on Shanks‟s pony. 

I imagined walking all the way to Portballintrae to get the pony 

before you could set out for Dulisk or Runkerry. Such a roundabout 
way to get to these places. And I wondered why the Shanks family 

would be so generous, for I had to share Flash with my sister, Noreen, 

and that was a sacrifice. I was blowed if I was going to be as 

magnanimous as the Shanks family with our pony. Anyway, such a 

mission, I thought, especially with Flash so much nearer to hand in the 

stables at the Royal. 
And I could always walk. I‟d been doing that since I was twelve 

months old and was getting good at it. 
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The Causeway Hotel in 1932 

 

The Kane children in 1920 had Jenny the donkey as a pet. She was allowed 

to wander, and used to come into The Nook (till her death in 1950), eat 
cigarettes and drink stout. 

 

 

 
The Boss with "Paddy," one of several dogs so named. The Royal is in the 

background in this August 1929 photo. 
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8. An Historical Perspective 
 

This is the saddest story I have ever heard. Ford Madox Ford. The Good Soldier. 

(1915). 

Another of my mother‟s sayings was “There‟s a time and a place for 

everything.”  

It was a time no longer to weep, but a time to laugh. (Ecclesiastes 
3.4). 

VE Day and VJ Day. No, I didn‟t know at the time, but these were 

much more momentous than an excuse for a party. 

VE Day was actually two days: 7th and 8th May 1945. I was twenty- 

two months old. “V” for victory, like the victor in my name, and “E” for 

Europe. 
It was a time for big celebration. Hitler and all the evil (and 

measles?) he represented had been defeated and the allies had won 

the Second World War. 

Peace, a state so treasured by my mother, broke out. The world 

would, however, never be the same. Too many families had lost loved 

ones. Too many separated from their families for too long; memories 

of unspeakable horrors, so horrific that they were, literally, never 
spoken of. My Uncle George witnessed the freeing of the inmates of 

Belsen and was the first medical officer to enter that German 

concentration camp, but he never spoke about it. The nightmares of so 

many men who served their country were made of such images. 

The horrors of war, indeed. 

VJ Day was on 15th August 1945, two days before my third birthday. 
Victory over Japan. 

No more fighting. 

Noreen remembers the war. Belfast was bombed on several 

occasions. When the sirens went off with that awful banshee-like 

wailing noise, we all went to the cupboard area under the stairs at 

Purdysburn and heard the dull thud as the bombs hit the city, leaving 
the strange  “bomb sites” where they‟d missed the intended docks and 

shipyards.  

These sites were later cleared of rubble and used as parking lots, 

guarded by ex-servicemen, many of them without a limb. 

More wailing as the all-clear was sounded. 

This I remember: those men who returned, invalided out and visibly 
scarred for life. 

Spare a thought for Eric White of Maddybenny, between Coleraine 

and Portrush. He‟d been a prisoner of the Japs and was part of the 
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POW forced labour that built the infamous Railway of Death in Burma. 

The horrors he witnessed were never expressed. Their magnitude was 

implicit in the silence and in the haggard look about him. 

 

Man‟s inhumanity to man 

Makes countless thousands mourn. 
Rabbie Burns 

 

In the hitherto changeless world of The Causeway, change was 

starting from its slumber, ever so slowly, imperceptibly. 

Unlike Charlie McClelland‟s accent. 

 

Political players 
Basil Stanlake Brooke, 1st Viscount Brookeborough, Bt., KG, CBE, MC, 
PC, HML (1888–1973), then Sir Basil Brooke, was Prime Minister of 

Northern Ireland. In fact, he was Prime Minister for twenty years from 
1943. How different history might have been were this not so. Under 

him, not an inch would be given nor a progressive move be made. 

Anything but.  

Sir Basil addressed an Orange Order “field” on 12th July 1933 when 

he famously said “Many in this audience employ Catholics, but I have 

not one about my place. Catholics are out to destroy Ulster…If we in 
Ulster allow Roman Catholics to work on our farms, we are traitors to 

Ulster…I would appeal to loyalists, therefore, whenever possible, to 

employ good Protestant lads and lassies.” 

The hotels employed Catholics and Neenie was a Catholic. There was 

never any incident of unpleasantness relating to religious differences 

among the staff. 
“Down South,” the political scene was dominated by the tall figure of 

Eamon de Valera (1882-1975).6 From the Fianna Fail (formerly Sinn 

Fein) party, he was the first Taoiseach of Ireland from 1937 to 1948 

and, in world terms, a great leader. He it was that saw to it that the 

country was neutral during the war, a status which did not stop 

German bombs being dropped on Dublin nor, more to the point, 
thousands from Eire joining the British armed forces. 

Eire became a republic in 1947 and left the Commonwealth in 1948. 

But as Irish history was not taught in any school I attended, north or 

south of the border or in England, I had no knowledge of these 

matters. I just knew that we took DZ9456 across the border to get 

shoes and other items that were unobtainable about Coleraine and 

Portrush 

                                    
6 With admirable good taste on their part, his parents christened him Edward 

George, but I guess those names were too British for the role he was to play in Irish 
history. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Baronet
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Order_of_the_Garter
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Order_of_the_British_Empire
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Military_Cross
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Privy_Council_of_Northern_Ireland
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lord_Lieutenant
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1888
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1973
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 Across the water, Mr (later Sir) Winston Churchill (1874-1965) was 

the Conservative Prime Minister for most of the war (1940-45) and 

again from 1951, when he was the ripe old age of 76, until 1955. 

In 1956, I was to meet Churchill‟s confidante, Irishman Brendan 

Bracken.  For more on this encounter, see Appendix B.  For detail of 

Churchill‟s County Antrim connection, see Appendix G. 
Sandwiched in between Churchill‟s dates in office was the 

redoubtable Clement Atlee of the Labour Party which introduced the 

Welfare State. This was a turning point in British social history. The 

National Health Service was introduced to Northern Ireland in 1948, 

the dole in 1946.  

More changes.  
Dr Bodie‟s surgery would never be the same. The work of the district 

nurse contracted as that of Doctors Hanna and Bodie expanded. 

Nor would the “off season” for the Causeway guides: dole for the 

guides in the winter was a godsend; and those who worked on the 

tram no longer had to rely on Old Bushmills Distillery to take them on 

during the quiet months. 
The whole of the slum area of Upper Main Street in Bushmills 

benefitted – not simply from the free orange juice from “the welfare”. 

We had been on the Gold Standard until 1914. That was the epitome 

of all things dependable, as unchanging as the formation of The 

Causeway itself. What that meant was that the pound Sterling was 

exchangeable at a fixed rate with other currencies which were also on 
the Gold Standard, notably the American dollar.  Even after World War 

II, the par values of the currencies of the International Monetary Fund 

(which included nearly all members of the United Nations not in the 

Soviet bloc) were fixed in terms of gold, and gold itself traded at a 

fixed price, then, as now, quoted in dollars – always at $35 per troy 

ounce. 

Stop and ponder what this implied. You could depend on your money 
keeping its value vis-à-vis other currencies. And, as inflation did not 

feature much in the vocabulary of economists, the thruppence (3d) 

you put in the plate on Sunday always had the same buying power. 

But not for much longer. 

 

 

Georgie on Granny Kane's knee with Noreen 1943. 
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9. A People Perspective 
Let us now praise famous men and our fathers that begat us.   Ecclesiasticus 44:1 

 

The Beamish Brothers 

I mentioned that I was christened George Edward Victor.  George was 

my father‟s (only) name. It was also the first name of my uncle 

George Alfred Kane, the one who had a distinguished career in the 

RAMC during the war. And he too had had an uncle, George Sinclair 

Kane, who died after falling into a sheugh on the Causeway side of 

Bushmills in 1919. I‟m sure he was sober at the time. 
So George was on both sides of the family as well as being the name 

of the monarch on the British throne at the time of my birth – George 

VI. He had a stammer as opposed to a ganch. 

I suppose it was inevitable in all the circumstances that I should 

acquire the diminutive form Georgie. It distinguished me, if you see 

what I mean. That „wee‟ was added speaks both for my father‟s height 

(6‟3” or 1,9 metres) as well as for the regard in which he was held. My 
Uncle George always referred to my father as Big George. 

Edward was the name of my Papa Smith, who was chairman of the 

Antrim County Council and a JP. His father, my great grandfather, was 

also George (no other name) Smith. Naming infants after royalty 

seemed to decline in popularity after Edward VIII abdicated the throne 

in 1936 for the love of an American divorcee, such a shattering event 
that it was still a talking point in my early days. And his coronation 

mugs became an even better investment as a result. 

But I digress. 

You want to know where the Victor came in and I‟m not going to stop 

now. 

First, let me give you some background. 
The Beamishes were a Dunmanway County Cork family and 

Dunmanway is at the other end of Ireland from The Causeway. Francis 

George Beamish was an inspector of schools and was posted to 

Coleraine when there was an unpartitioned Kingdom of Ireland and 

everyone born on the island was Irish. My guess is that the date was 

some time around 1909. 
The family settled in Coleraine, later moving to Castlerock. There 

were four boys and a girl. 

Francis Victor was the eldest, born in 1903, then George Robert in 

1904, then Charles Eric St John in 1908, next Cecil, then Kay 

(Kathleen). 
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Allow me to relate a little about some of the achievements of this 

remarkable progeny. They were, after all, close childhood friends of 

the three Kane boys, played together at The Causeway, and attended 

Coleraine Academical Institution (CAI) together. 

George Beamish was Fred Kane‟s contemporary 

Charles Beamish was six months younger than George Kane who was 
born on 29th December 1907, so they were in the same class at CAI. I 

have not checked the record, but some of the Kanes must have played 

rugby for CAI in the same team as their Beamish contemporaries. 

(George Kane was a scrum half and played in the Schools Cup final 

against Campbell College whose team included his cousin, Angus 

Campbell). 
The three eldest Beamish boys all joined the Royal Air Force (RAF). 

Charles reached Group Captain, won the DFC (Distinguished Flying 

Cross) in 1940 and played rugby for North of Ireland Football Club, 

Harlequins, Leicester, Ulster, the Barbarians, Ireland, and he was in 

the British team that toured Argentina in 1936.  

In two of his twelve matches for Ireland, he played with his brother, 
George. It is not a unique record to have two brothers in the same 

Irish side, but rare. The three Beamish brothers all reached at least 

Irish Trial standard, an even more unusual achievement. Victor played 

for the Possibles against a Probables team in which his brother George 

was the Number 8 in the 1924/25 trial. Victor got a second trial the 

following year, but he had already been commissioned into the RAF 
(1923) and was more intent on his career than on rugby. 

It was in 1933 that Charles, a prop, and George won caps at the 

same time, against Wales and Scotland. George was captain of Ireland 

on four occasions out of the twenty-five times he played for his 

country. He was succeeded as captain by Jack Siggins who managed 

the British Lions – and married Phyllis Murphy, my mother‟s 

bridesmaid. Their daughter, Heather, was one of my mother‟s 
goddaughters.  

Charles retired to a farm in Templemore County Tipperary where I 

met him in later life. A quietly charming gentleman, his daughter was 

at Trinity with me. 

Air Marshall Sir George Beamish retired from the RAF to Raphoe, 

County Donegal of all places. I went to see him there. A lonely 
bachelor, not long on humour and rather on his dignity. Interestingly, 

he returned to Castlerock  and died shortly after in 1967. He was Air 

ADC to George VI in 1944, High Sheriff for County Londonderry in 

1963 and President of Royal Portrush Golf Club from 1950 to 1952. 

The Open was played at Portrush during his presidency. 

Cecil was an Air Vice Marshall and was runner-up in the Irish 
Amateur Golf Championship in 1951. 
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But arguably, Victor was heading for a career as illustrious as that of 

George in the RAF  

First commissioned in 1923, Victor was lent to the Royal Canadian 

Air Force for two years, so that would have dented any Irish rugby 

aspirations. During the „30s, he developed TB (as so many seemed to 

do), and as a result, was invalided out of the RAF. With war looming, 
he rejoined and quickly rose through the ranks. 

The July 1940 citation for his first DSO (Distinguished Service 

Order), which is ranked just below a Victoria Cross and could at the 

time be awarded only in wartime to those who had already been 

Mentioned in Despatches, reads  

Wing Commander Beamish took over command of a Royal 
Air Force station after two squadrons there had been 

intensively engaged in successful fighting operations over 

France for thirteen days and personally led them on many 

patrols against the enemy. In June, 1940, during an 

offensive mission over France, six Messerschmitt 109s 

were destroyed, two of them by Wing Commander 
Beamish himself, and twelve driven off. One day recently 

he assisted in the destruction of a Messerschmitt 109 

whilst leading the escort to a convoy, and three days later 

he shot down a Dornier 17. This officer‟s outstanding 

leadership and high courage have inspired all those under 

his leadership with great energy and dash. 
He was one of only sixty-two serving men in the RAF to win a second 

DSO (“bar”). He also won the AFC. 

The German battleships Scharnhorst and Gneisenau were trying to 

get up the English Channel from Brest to the safety of Wilhelmshaven 

under cover of bad weather. No one knew where they were, but it was 

important that they be bombed and put out of action. It was Group 

Captain Victor Beamish in his Spitfire who spotted them on 12th 

February 1942. A series of running battles ensued with the escorting 

Luftwaffe aircraft over the days that followed. 

He was reported lost on 27th March. He was never found and the 

record shows simply “KIA7  28.3. 1942 age 39.” 

At the time of this his last mission, my mother happened to be 

playing bridge with his mother, Mary, at their house in Castlerock. Mrs 
Beamish was very worried about the mission and the news that Victor 

was missing, but “missing” meant unaccounted for, not necessarily 

dead. He might have been shot down over the Channel, over France or 

crash landed somewhere nearer his home base, or he might have been 

taken prisoner. 

                                    
7 Killed in action. 
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I was due four months later. And so it was to comfort Mrs Beamish 

that my mother said to her, “If he doesn‟t come back, and if it‟s a boy, 

I will call him Victor.” 

I was named after a brave, brave man. 

 

 
 

 
By the time I reached the age of sixteen months, which coincides 

with my arrival at The Causeway, all three men after whom I had been 

named had died. 

Lord Nuffield 

In mentioning in the previous chapter that Sir Basil Brooke was the 

Unionist Prime Minister in the Stormont government in the period of 

my childhood at The Causeway, I alluded to the Orange Order and 

their gathering on the twelfth of July, which date is still a national 
holiday in Ulster despite a change in the political scene and the 

effluxion of time (some 319 years of it) since the Battle of the Boyne. 

North Antrim is, and has been for those centuries, predominately 

Protestant. It follows, in the way Ulster politics is moulded, that its 

electorate returns a Unionist MP to Stormont, whenever there has 

been a government there, as well as to Westminster. 
I read somewhere that the Orange Order is the principal Unionist 

Organisation in Ulster. Until very recently, it would have been difficult, 

if not impossible, to have much of a political career as a Unionist if you 

are not simultaneously a member of the Orange Order. 
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Even a small hamlet like The Aird8, a mile east of The Causeway, had 

its own Orange Lodge (LOL 1195). As we have seen, Robert Quigg VC 

was a member there. It had an elaborate banner (held aloft by two at 

the front of the marching band which in turn was followed  

 
Lochaber/ Causeway pipe band at The Nook c 1952. 

 

by “marchers”) with a beautiful depiction of the Grand Causeway. I 

seem to recall we all put something in the hat to pay for it. And it had 

a good pipe band. I wondered where they managed to get all their 

members from, but then I suppose every man about was one. Even 

some women. 
The men all wore their Sunday best, bowler hat, and of course their 

sash diagonally across the chest. Quite a spectacle. 

We used to hear them coming down the road on the Twelfth 

morning, and stand outside The Nook, waving Union Jacks in welcome. 

A Union Jack was always hung outside somewhere on the roof or 

chimney as a sign of support. 
I would hear them practice in the early summer evenings – the 

drums especially. They would march on “the Twelfth” from their wee 

Orange Hall down to The Nook and there get a bus to wherever “the 

field” was. The field was the town where several lodges gathered for 

their celebration, and it changed from year to year. This meant an 

influx of two, maybe three hundred men who marched and played and 
then drank.  The pubs were full, so were most of the Orangemen, and, 

certainly while all the marching was going on, the streets were full - 

impassable for the day. 

 

In 1947 the field was in Bushmills. 

Enter Lord Nuffield. 

                                    
8 “Aird” is Scots Gaelic for order, state, condition. There is a place in Skye by the 
same name. In Irish Gaelic, the word means consideration. 
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He had come from Belfast, chauffeur driven in big Wolseley 8, to see 

The Causeway and had stayed the night in the Causeway Hotel on the 

11th July. 

But who was he and what was the significance of the timing of the 

visit? 

He was born William Richard Morris in Worcester in 1877. He left 
school when he was fifteen and started out repairing and making 

bicycles in Oxford. Within a year he had started his own bicycle 

business at home. Progressing via motor bikes, in 1912 he designed 

his first Morris car and started manufacturing at Cowley near Oxford. 

By the mid 1920s, he had introduced the Henry Ford mass production 

system at four manufacturing plants in England. He bought the 
Wolseley business and the first Morris Minor came off the production 

line in 1928. Ten years later he bought Riley. The resultant Nuffield 

Organisation merged with Austin to become the British Motor 

Corporation in 1952 and later British Leyland. 

He had no children and this is what may have motivated him to 

become a philanthropist on the scale that he did. A viscount since 
19389, he endowed the Nuffield Foundation with ₤10 million in 1943, a 

huge sum in those days.  

Its raison d‟être was education and the advancement of “social well- 

being”. 

There is little doubt that Nuffield‟s lead was timely. Although he had 

no prior knowledge of the coming of the welfare state in 1948 (let 
alone the shock defeat of Churchill‟s government in the general 

election in the summer of 1945), his initiative stimulated the thinking 

that lead to the establishment of the British United Provident 

Association (now BUPA) in 1947 “to preserve freedom of choice in 

health care.” The thinking was that with the introduction of the 

National Health Service to Britain in 1948, people generally would want 

choice, the freedom to opt out as it were, and to choose where, when 
and by whom they would be treated.  

Now we have the full picture: the hotels at The Causeway are very 

busy because it is holiday time; the “field” is blocking off Bushmills and 

an important man wants to get back to Belfast as quickly as possible. 

 He may have been on his way to see Harry Ferguson, the man who 

invented the plough/tractor three point linkage. Ferguson and Nuffield 
were contemporaries and they had much in common. Both started in 

bicycles, and both had their own car businesses. Both had dealings 

with the Ford family. Ferguson was born near Dromore, County Down 

in 1884 and his business was in Belfast. His name lives on in the 

Massey-Ferguson brand. 

                                    
9 He was also a Companion of Honour (CH) and a Knight Grand Cross of the Order of 
the British Empire (GBE). 
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To return to the scene, my mother hears about the problem and 

offers a solution: by-pass Bushmills. But the chauffeur has no map and 

seemed unable to follow the directions. 

I remember getting into DZ9456 and leading the big black car up the 

Rough Road End, on round Dundarave, to Castlecat, to Derrykeighan 

and on to Dervock in convoy, virtually every house on the route flying 
the flag. My mother stopped at the right turn to Ballymoney and the 

dark suited figure of Lord Nuffield emerged from the Wolseley 8. He 

doffed his black homburg hat and shook her hand and mine in thanks.  

And as he did so he said to my mother, “Be sure to take advantage 

of the British United Provident Association scheme. You may need it 

some day.” 

 

Lord Nuffield 
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Drummond's 1811 depiction of the bays. Modern spellings have changed 

most of the old names. 
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10. The Giant‟s Causeway in 

history 
Worth seeing, yes; but not worth going to see. Dr Johnston. 

The oldest book I have has been in the family a long time. Aptly titled 

“The Giant‟s Causeway, a Poem,” it was published in 181110 in Belfast, 

and written by one William Hamilton Drummond. Like many early 
authors, he was a churchman and wore the letters DD after his name 

to prove it. 

He was born in Larne in 1778 and was a Presbyterian minister, 

mostly in Dublin. However, he was a prime mover for the 

establishment of Belfast Academical Institution. And he was a prolific 

author and poet. My book was his most successful, and demonstrates 
the man‟s wide range of knowledge as well as a love of nature. 

The poem itself runs to a hundred pages and is, frankly, not an easy 

read.  Gilding the lily, my mother would say. But his notes and preface 

do provide some pointers to how his interest in The Causeway was 

stimulated. 

I will try to focus on matters other than the geology, and start with 

his first reference to man rather than inanimate matter. 
Drummond tells us that, because the formation is so extraordinary 

and inexplicable that “The simple inhabitants of the coast, seeing it 

composed with such an appearance of art and regularity…ascribed it to 

the hands of giants.”  (It is notable that it has never been ascribed to 

extraterrestrials along with the likes of the Nazca Lines and the 

pyramids. Perhaps this because of its size: miniscule compared with 
the 80-odd kms of Nazca). 

Well, I don‟t think for one moment the inhabitants were that simple, 

any more than their descendants were in my day. By starting a myth 

and perpetuating it for almost two hundred years, the guides were 

able to earn a living. Give them credit for foresight: they knew the 

tourists would come! 
Even as late as 1758,  Abbé J. Ma-Geoghegan‟s history of Ireland, in 

its first chapter, poses the question: “La chausée des Geants est-elle 

un ouvrage de la nature ou de l‟art? C‟est une question controversée 

parmi les Scavans d‟Angleterre & d‟Irelande. 

                                    
10 As a marker, 1811 was the year of the Regency, when the Prince Regent (later 
George IV) took over from his mentally unstable father, George III, and Regent 

Street in London got its name. 
James Madison was the (4th) President of the United States. 
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A work of nature or the art of a giant? And that was only two 

hundred and fifty years ago!11  

I have seen several references in old books about The Causeway to 

General Vallencey, and Drummond‟s book is no exception. In a 

footnote, Drummond has the following:  

“General Vallencey says that the old name of the Giant‟s 
Causeway is Cloch na Fomoraic, or the stone of the 

Carthaginians. “Fomoriac may signify sea commanders, 

but it also signifies a Giant, or great person, from Fo, a 

prince, mor, great, raic, strong or mighty.”…….” It was also 

called Binguthar, the Giants‟ cape, or rather the sacred or 

admirable promontory, from Guthar, Guar, Goor, a Druid, 
prophet, sacred admirable person or thing, and Bin, Ben, a 

cape or headland.” 

It is my theory that it has nothing to do with the Carthaginians. With 

sea pirates, more likely. 

General Charles Vallencey (1721-1812) was, it seems, less a general 

and more an eccentric antiquarian. He did not speak Irish, by the way. 
Yes, he was a doctor of literature, so a man of letters to be sure, but 

English letters rather than Irish or Phoenician. He started what was 

called the Phoenician Scytho-Celtic school of Irish philology on the 

premiss that Irish (the language) has a kinship with Punic, the 

language of Carthage (in modern Tunisia). And the Phoenicians came 

from Trye in Lebanon originally. They were great sailors, I‟ll grant you, 
but I go with the school of thought that Ireland was inhabited via 

Scotland and that the early language of north Antrim evolved into a 

dialect which was a blend of Scots and Irish Gaelic. It is a fact that the 

type of Irish Gaelic which has survived in the Glens of Antrim bears 

significant features of Scots Gaelic to this day.12 

Vallency also founded the Royal Irish Academy and had twenty- 

seven children by three of his four wives. 
I will refrain from comment. 

Although Drummond does not state his source, I can tell you that he 

was referring to one of a series of pamphlets the editor of which was 

Vallencey, and these, produced between 1770 and 1804, were called 

“Collectanea de rebus Hibernicis”. 

Fomoriac suggests “of the Fomorians,” and this takes us way back in 
Irish mythology. They are said to be the descendants of Ham, Noah‟s 

(black?) son, and great seamen from north Africa, the first to inhabit 

Ireland after the flood. Also fomóire may mean “under the sea”. Fo-

                                    
11 1758 was the year Horatio Nelson and James Monroe, the fifth President of the 
USA, were born. It was also a year when Halley‟s Comet appeared as predicted. 
12 A blend of Scots Gaelic and Irish was being spoken in Rathlin when I was there in 
1947. 
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mór is also thought to translate so as to mean either a sort of pseudo 

giant or simply “pirate.” 

Sobhairce, after whom Dunseverick is named, lived in the middle of 

the second century AD – when Hadrian‟s Wall was build. It is more 

history than legend that he lost his life at the hands of Eochaid Mann 

who was a Fomorian. 
The volcanic eruptions that gave rise to the strange rock formations 

of The Causeway took place sixty million years ago, so you can bet 

that when things cooled down a bit and people arrived in the area, 

even if they communicated more by a series of grunts than in what 

we‟d describe as language, they would have had a name for the 

strange quirk of nature. Those who lived at Mount Sandel, Coleraine, 
Ireland‟s oldest settlement, dating back seven thousand years, and 

those who made the flint tools at White Park Bay (Ballintoy) in the 

Mesolithic (Middle Stone) Age at about the same time, knew about The 

Causeway and had a name for it. That‟s for sure. And they, living in 

thatch and wood structures or caves, unfamiliar with any multi–

facetted stone structure, would have been quite likely to ascribe it to 
the work of large men with flint axes, flint chisels and nothing better to 

do. 

 

 
Port Bradden cave was inhabited 7000 years ago.  © Andy McInroy 
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Ireland has a tradition of secrecy. We know they tended to hide (or 

at least smudge) the whereabouts of the Spanish Armada ship, Girona, 

for example. Her history is full of tales of lèse-majesté, of internecine 
fighting, galloglasses, murder and infidelity. Wealth was guarded or 

hidden away. That was the only insurance. 

 
Ballintoy harbour is east of White Park Bay. 

 Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 

 
 

By any other name 
So, prior to the early eighteenth century, you will not find any map 

with Cloch na Fomoraic or Binguthar or Giant‟s Causeway marked on 

it. You will find Dunluce Castle and even the mouth of the Boyes 

(Bush) River, but the rest, the real treasure that is the beauty and 

grandeur of the costal scenery, was obfuscated so much so that it took 

388 years for the Girona to be found at The Causeway. And by that 
time, all of its treasure that came ashore in earlier times had vanished. 

As I have already implied, it is nonsense to suggest that The 

Causeway lay hidden away, unnoticed. Passing sailors would have 

seen it; the Macdonnells, the Stewarts of Ballintoy, the de Mandevilles 

of Dunluce Castle, the O‟Cahans of Dunseverick Castle, to name but a 

few families, knew about it. So did the shipwrecked Captain Francisco 
de Cuéllar who wrote that he reached the site where the Girona 
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foundered as he made his way from Sligo back to Spain in 1589. He 

could not, or did not, describe its whereabouts, so it seems no one got 

the name of the place across to him. 

And so it was that it took an ill-informed, second-hand account by a 

County Wicklow man in 1693 to put The Causeway on the map. He 

was Sir Richard Bulkeley (1634-1685) of Dunlavin in that county (of 
which he was sheriff) a hundred and fifty-five miles (250km) from the 

Antrim coast. His informant was an unnamed Cambridge scholar and 

traveller who went to The Causeway with the Bishop of Derry. 

This bishop was William King DD (1650-1729), a County Antrim man, 

though his father had moved from Aberdeen. He was Bishop of Derry 

from 1691 until 1703 and was later Archbishop of Dublin. As any good 
Trinity College, Dublin divinity student will tell you, he founded the 

lectureship in divinity at that university in 1718, and is also famous for 

his book De Origine Mali. 

The Causeway was described by Sir Richard and his description was 

published in the Philosophical Transactions. The Causeway was 

suddenly if not headlines, certainly a cause célèbre. It was like letters 
to The Times as corrections were published and interest grew. The 

Royal Society, which had been founded in 1662 under Charles II, was 

the medium for an engraving and a map in 1694, thanks to the Bishop 

of Down and Connor who actually went to The Causeway before lifting 

his quill. 

 

By what name did Mesolithic man know The Causeway? sə ̃skɹ̩t̪əm is giant‟s, 

„cause way below is White Park Bay where The Flintstones were made, eh? 
Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 
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No one appears to have queried the name or sought to name it after 

the king or themselves. “William Causeway.” “Orange Causeway?” 

It took a Trinity College, Dublin man, Sir Thomas Molyneux (1661-

1733 with a more modest 14 children) to identify that The Causeway 

was formed of basalt. Not bad considering he was Physician General to 
the army in Ireland and later Professor of Medicine at Trinity for 

sixteen years, and he was able to make the identification without 

having been “next nor near” the place. He dispatched one Edward 

Sandys A.D.13 at the expense of the Dublin Society and Sandys also 

had a go at drawing what he saw.  And, as artists are wont, he took 

the opportunity to allow his imagination to run free. For example, he 
inserted a dwelling on the cliff below the Chimney Tops, difficult place 

to get to on Shanks‟s let alone with building materials in tow. But who 

was there to contradict him? 

 

 
The Nook as the Causeway School c. 1889. Courtesy of the National Library of 

Ireland. 

                                    
13 In 1792 we find two Sandys brothers, Rev Joseph and Francis, employed by the 

Earl Bishop of Derry at both his Ballyscullion and Ickworth properties. The Earl 
Bishop, who built Downhill and the Mussenden Temple, was Frederick Augustus 

Hervey, 4th Earl of Bristol and Bishop of Derry from 1768 to 1803. He lived from 
1730 to 1803. 
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This work is flattered by its title: “A true Prospect of the Giant‟s 

Causway near Bengore Head in the County of Antrim, about six miles 

to the north-west of Coleraine, taken from the North-west, by Edward 

Sandys, A.D. 1696, at the Expense of the Dublin Society. Right Hon. 

Sir Cecil Week, Knt., President; Rev. Dr Ashe, Bishop of Cloyne; Wm. 
Molleneux, Esq., Vice-Presidents.” 

The ensuing decline in interest may have had something to do with 

the artistic licence indulged by Sandys. We‟ll never know. But some 

lack of credibility is understandable. It would have tested the sense of 

direction of would-be sightseers, too. It is in fact ten miles north east 

of Coleraine. William Molleneux was the brother of the aforementioned 
Sir Thomas, despite the spelling. As for the “AD” after Sandys‟s name 

(which appears in more than one source), all my research leads me to 

is Alzheimer‟s Disease14. 

There is a record of a prominent visitor in September 1736, Baron 

Wainwright. All we know about him is that he was an Irish judge. What 

is significant about his visit is that he wrote a description of it which he 
sent to Charlotte Clayton, later Viscountess Sundon (d.1752), who was 

Mistress of the Robes to Queen Caroline, wife of George II. “The 

Causeway is composed of numberless pillars of stone, compacted and 

fitted together so that there are no interstices to let down even water, 

and yet that they are separate pillars is visible. No artist could lay the 

dies of mosaic work more close….. I must say this great wonder of 
nature (is) well worthy of all the pilgrimage that can be made to it.” 

Word was out at court.  

But to date no reigning monarch has visited The Causeway. And it 

took some 140 years for the Prince of Wales (later Edward VII) to 

come. 

It is generally accepted that it was worth the forty-four year wait for 

the next pictures to be drawn. They were eye-catching and accurate 
with some exaggeration of perspective. They showed people, but no 

houses. 

Two made the set of water colour paintings by Susanna Drury, later, 

appropriately, Mrs Warter (c.1698-c.1770), in 1740. They were 

technically gouache on vellum.  It is thought she spent, not weeks, but 

months at The Causeway (probably in the summer of 1739) perfecting 
her work for which she was recognised by the Dublin Society in 1740.  

I have this image of an attractive, slim, athletic forty-year-old lady 

with two servants staying at the Kane farmstead. While painting the 

west prospect, she would have made her way down a path from the 

farm towards the Brenther before cutting back eastwards along the 

shore, passing The Stookans on her left and setting her easel by the 

                                    
14 Likely “Apprentice Draughtsman.” 
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sand (that was there in my childhood) in the bay called Port Ganny,15 

half way between The Stookans and the Grand Causeway. 

To get the optimum view of the east prospect, she would have 

walked up the headlands at the back of the old farm house to Weir‟s 

Snout, followed the path east along the cliff top to the mid point above 

Port Noffer. (Port na fhir is Gaelic for the port of the man, the man 
being, presumably, Finn M‟Cool/Fionn Mac Cumhal). Here the 

shepherds had made a path (the Shepherd‟s Path) to the shore and 

past the Organ Pipes towards the Chimney Tops. This would have 

given her a fairly gradual descent round two hairpin bends to arrive 

the place she chose to make her initial sketch. Low tide would have 

been an advantage, as the group of ladies, lower right, had they posed 
for her, would have been in the sea.   

Her two masterpieces, which may be seen today in the Ulster 

Museum in Belfast, perhaps more than anything, set The Causeway on 

a path to worldwide recognition. It was her calling, for she seems to 

have no other claim to fame, no other known works. 

What started the “advertising campaign” in earnest was the 
transformation of her two watercolours into engravings, a sort of first 

step on the road to mass production in those days. 

The Dublin Society (now the Royal Dublin Society, better known as 

the RDS), among many other fields of the arts and science, 

 

The east Prospect of The Giant‟s Causeway 1740 

 

particularly agriculture, was interested in printing. It was during the 

1740s that it started to award “premiums” inter alia in printing. 

Premiums were monetary grants. 

This is the note that appears on the prints:  

Publish‟d according to Act of Parliament Feb. 1: 1743/4 
by S. Drury; Whole Original Paintings of ye Causway, 

obtain‟d ye Premium given, for ye Year 1740, by ye 

Rev‟d Sam Madden DD to be determin‟d by ye Hon‟ble 

                                    
15 “Port Ganny” is a recent appellation. As you can see on the Drummond map at 
page 62, it was Port na Ganye, phonetically Gan-yeh. 
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the Dublin Society for ye Encouragement of Arts and 

Sciences. 

The act referred to was an early attempt at copyright protection, and 

what this annotation tells us is that Susanna Drury herself was the 

publisher. It appears that the Reverend Madden was the sponsor who 

endowed the “premium” which presumably enabled the artist to print 
copies of her two paintings. 

Now the actual engraving work was carried out by Frenchman 

François Vivares (1709-1780)16 in 1743 and 1744. His name is on my 

copy of the “west” print, reproduced above.17 Somehow, the prints 

came to be circulating on the Continent and comparisons were made 

with the volcanoes in the Auvergne region of France. Thus it was in 
1763 that a French geologist, Nicolas Desmarest (1725-1815), was the 

first to identify that The Causeway was formed from volcanic activity, 

the resultant lava cooling to form the shapes one sees today. He never 

visited Le Pavé des Geans, and he went public with his findings in 

1794. 

It‟s a generalisation, but in those days the clergy were a breed apart 
because they were literate and had enquiring minds.  

Yet another of them associated with the history of The Causeway and 

next on the scene was Richard Pococke (1704-1765), an Englishman 

 
Susanna Drury‟s West Prospect.  

 

                                    
16 Vivares had 31 children. 
17 She “inscribed this Plate” to Alexander McDonnel (sic) who was the 5th Earl of 
Antrim (1713-1775). He became earl when he was eight. His maternal grandfather 

was Clotworthy Skeffington, 3rd Viscount Massereene. She did this because the earl 
was the owner of The Causeway.  
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but prominent in the Church of Ireland as the Archdeacon of Dublin 

and, just before his death, Bishop of Meath. He was a traveller and 

anthropologist. He went twice to The Causeway, in 1747 and again in 

1752 and he, too, went to the Royal Society with his (erroneous) 

conclusions as to its origin, and there they were published. 

He went to a great deal of trouble, even having “stones” dug up and 
transported away by sea. 

Of local historical interest is that we know where Dr Pococke stayed 

when he was at The Causeway. His host was Mr Dunkin. 

What this means is that Pococke stayed at the Dunkin residence in 

the Dundarave demesne, probably the predecessor of Bushmills 

House. Bushmills House had a strangely short lifespan of ten years 
after its construction in 1837. The present Dundarave was built on 

virtually the same site and took two years to complete.  

Dundarave was designed by Sir Charles Lanyon (1813-1889), 

renowned for Queen‟s University, Belfast as well as the Campanile in 

the Front Square of Trinity College, Dublin.   It is said to be the largest 

house in Ireland which is still privately occupied. 
Incidentally, Lanyon was Mayor of Belfast, an MP and a prolific 

architect, finding time to have 1500 Scots pine trees planted along 

what is now the A26 just north of Ballymena, some of which can still 

be seen. 

Letitia Dunkin was born at Dundarave demesne in about 1762. She 

was the daughter of Sir William Dunkin (born c.1737) who was the 
judge in the Supreme Court of Judicature, in Bengal 

(Kolkata/Bangladesh today). Her mother was Eliza Blacker. Eliza or 

Elizabeth‟s mother was Letitia Cary and the Cary seat was at Millburn, 

County Derry. 

 

Bushmills House was built in 1837 and had a short life span. 

 

Her brother, Capt. Henry Blacker, inherited that estate from his 
maternal grandfather, the Rt. Hon. Edward Cary. Letitia Dunkin 

married Francis Workman Macnaghten, the first baronet. 

Samuel Lewis, writing “A Topographical Dictionary of Ireland” in 

1837, in the section dealing with the parish of Dunluce, records that 

the seat of Sir FW Macnaghten was at “Bardyville” at that time. This is 

Beardiville which belonged to Edmund Macnaghten who married at 82 
and had two sons. The elder son, also Edmund, died without an heir, 
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so the second son, Francis Workman, got Beardiville, later acquired by 

the Leckys and now owned by John and Astrid Baxter.  Sir Francis 

Workman Macnaghten is noted by Lewis as being at Bushmills House 

in 1837 as well. In the late seventeenth century, the Macnaghten 

family also owned the Benvarden estate up stream from Bushmills at 

Ballybogey. In 1798, Cassandra Macnaghten sold Benvarden to Hugh 
Montgomery who died in a fall from a horse. My contemporary, also 

Hugh, is the original Hugh‟s direct descendant, and he now runs the 

Benvarden estate. The first Hugh Montgomery married Elizabeth 

Blacker and so was a brother-in-law of the above mentioned Capt. 

Henry Blacker. Thus it is through the Blackers that the Macnaghten 

and Montgomery families of Bushmills are connected. 
The Blackers are a very old family, of Danish descent. They are from 

Carricblacker, near Portadown, County Armagh.  Col. William Blacker 

wrote the Orange song Protestant Boys.  

The enigmatic Macnaghten family have a certain fascination, 

especially for the folk of Bushmills. With a little persuasion, I could 

write a book on them. 
But I digress. 

Trinity and the clergy continued to be the dominant theme among 

the early visitors to The Causeway. Patrick Delany (c.1685-1768) was 

another. He was a Fellow of Trinity, the biographer of Jonathan Swift, 

and a defender of polygamy. It therefore comes as no surprise that he 

had more than one wife. It was through Swift that he met his second 
one, then Mary Pendarves, whom he married in 1743. She was born 

Mary Granville (1700-1788), the niece of the first Lord Lansdowne, 

and was brought up at Longleat, the seat of the Marquesses of Bath. 

She is more famous than either of her husbands, and it was through 

her excellent connections that she was able to secure the position of 

Dean of Down and Dromore for Patrick Delany. She was a blue 

stocking, artist and prolific writer of letters.  
She described the Dr Pococke of 1747 and 1752 visits as “the dullest 

man that ever travelled.” You feel for his host, Mr Dunkin.  

 
Dundarave demesne has four gate 
lodges, this one a familiar sight in 

The Plantin as I cycled to school. 
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Dundarave House, the successor to Bushmills House. Designed by Sir 
Charles Lanyon and built by Sir Edmund Charles Workman Macnaghten in 

1847/8, it is thought to be the largest house in Ireland still privately 
occupied. It is the seat of Sir Malcolm Macnaghten, the twelfth baronet. 

 
She herself must have cut a colourful dash as she travelled from 

Belfast to The Causeway in her carriage with six horses. In 1758 she 

stayed with James Leslie at Leslie Hill House, the impressive example 

mid-Georgian architecture near Ballymoney. She recorded that it was 

“unfinished and full of company.” 

The scene at The Causeway impressed her as “the most wonderful 

sight that perhaps is to be seen in the world.” Contrast the famous 
Doctor Johnston‟s remark. 

Leslie Hill House is still the home of the Leslie family and is now run 

as Leslie Hill Farm Park. 

Mrs Delany received an honorarium from George III and Queen 

Charlotte and had a grace and favour residence at Windsor Castle 

where she died.  

 

Mrs Delany 

 

So don‟t tell me the royal family did not know about The Causeway. 
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Breaking the mould was English layman Arthur Young (1741-1820) 

who toured Ireland in 1776. Described as “the greatest of all English 

writers on agriculture”, he was an outspoken social and political 

observer. “Give a man the secure possession of a bleak rock, and he 

will turn it into a garden; give him a nine years‟ lease of a garden, and 

he will convert it into a desert,” he wrote provocatively.  
He was also the guest of James Leslie on his visit, but it is thought 

he was accommodated at Seaport Lodge (Portballintrae) which was 

built in 1770 and where, in 1781, Leslie had leased 61 acres from the 

sixth Earl of Antrim. This earl was Randal William Macdonnell (1749-

1791) of whom Sir John Blaquiere wrote “an idle, unsteady young 

man, not to be depended upon.” 
A Mr Boyle, writing in the Ordnance Survey memoire for County 

Antrim in 1835-1840, says of the house “commodious and tasteful in 

its style of architecture and, although exposed in position, admirably 

calculated for that of a bathing lodge.” It belonged to the Stewart-

Moore family in my youth. Hume Stewart-Moore was managing 

director of Gallaghers in the 1960s. 
 

"A bathing lodge" as it is today. 
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Sir James Boswell (1740-1795) was the ninth Laird of Auchinleck in 

east Ayrshire. What, you may ask, is his contribution to the history of 

The Causeway? 

Let me refer you back to the quotation at the head of this chapter. 

Yes, Boswell was the biographer of the aforementioned (and still 

famous) Dr Johnson and the man who initiated their journey round 
Scotland. One hears so many witty Dr Johnson quotes, but Boswell 

himself was no slouch. Take this exchange for example which arose 

when Johnson criticised Boswell for the Scottish habit of eating oats for 

breakfast: “In England we wouldn‟t think of eating oats. We only feed 

them to horses.” to which Boswell replied: “Well, maybe that‟s why in 

England you have better horses, and in Scotland we have better men.” 

The Trinity link is here again. My alma mater saw fit to confer an 

honorary LLD on the famous Dr Johnson, but having  found  The 
Causeway “not worth going to see” in 1773, it seems appropriate to 

record that he refused to go to Dublin in 1765 to have the degree 

conferred in person. 

His thoughts on London are familiar: “Why, Sir, you find no man at 

all intellectual who is willing to leave London. No, Sir. When a man is 

tired of London, he is tired of life; for there is in London all that life can 
afford.” 

Before leaving the subject, here is the full quote from Boswell‟s Life 

of Johnson:  

“He, I know not why, shewed upon all occasions an 

aversion to go to Ireland, where I proposed to him that we 

should make a tour. JOHNSON. “It is the last place where I 
should wish to travel.” 

BOSWELL. “Should you not like to see Dublin, Sir?”  

JOHNSON. “No, Sir; Dublin is only a worse capital.”  

BOSWELL. “Is not the Giant‟s-Causeway worth seeing?” 

JOHNSON. “Worth seeing, yes; but not worth going to 

see.”” 

 

 
Samuel Johnson (1709-84) by Sir Joshua Reynolds in 1772 
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Although it may be said that Dr Johnson had an antipathy towards 

Ireland to a degree, the same may certainly not be said of Dr William 

Hamilton who loved The Causeway. 

It will come as no surprise, such is the general profile of most of the 

early visitors to The Causeway, to learn that my latest personality was 
a Doctor of Divinity and Fellow of Trinity College, Dublin and had a 

meticulous, enquiring mind. 

My mother, sister and wee Georgie used to walk up past the Royal 

bar, the Café steps and car park, along the top of the cliffs to 

Hamilton‟s Seat. It was a long walk for me in those days. Shanks‟s 

pony would have been welcome - on the way back particularly. It‟s 
along at Plaiskin Head, a great spot to have watched the Girona come 

ashore. 

Having been to his seat (not mentioned alongside those of the 

Macnaghtens, Montgomerys and Stewart-Moores), I am pleased to 

meet the man himself now, the more so because he merits a mention 

in The Giant‟s Causeway, A Poem, the 1811 work of (no relative?) 
William Hamilton Drummond DD, which I mentioned earlier. 

The relevant extract from Drummond reads thus: 
Here, by o’erhanging rocks, where Danger keeps 
His dreary watch-tower trembling o’er the deeps, 
Th’ adventurous muse’s anxious thoughts explore 
What power of Nature formed the pillared shore. 
Here, hapless Hamilton lamented name! 
To fire volcanic traced the curious frame 
And, as his soul, by sportive fancy’s aid, 
Up to the fount of time’s long current strayed, 
Far round these rocks he saw fierce craters boil, 
And torrent lavas flood the riven soil: 
Saw vanquished Ocean from his bounds retire, 
And hailed the wonders of creative Fire. 
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Plaiskin as illustrated in Drummond‟s book of 1811. 

 

This verse was written just twenty-seven years after Hamilton‟s visit 

in 1784. It broadcasts that Hamilton, having studied the area, realised 
that the actual causeway itself is but a small portion of a mass of 

basalt. The pillars had nothing to do with lava being suddenly plunged 

into the cold water of the sea, for the original limestone had a fluid 

mass of lava superimposed on it. And the volcanic event was 

widespread: “that whatever be the reasonings that fairly apply to the 

formation of the basaltes in our island, the same must be extended 
with little interruption over the mainland and western isles of Scotland, 

even to the frozen island of Iceland, where basaltic pillars are to be 

found in abundance, and where the flames of Hecla still continue to 

blaze,” he wrote. 

The volcanic origin of The Causeway was established then, if never 

before, at the time of Hamilton‟s Letters concerning the Northern 

Coast of Antrim, during the period 1785 to 1820. Now that that debate 
was settled, all that remained was for more people to come and see 

this eighth wonder of the world for themselves. 

Hamilton was born in Derry in 1757. His grandfather was one of the 

defenders in the Siege of Derry in 1689. His studies at Trinity (where 

he went before his fifteenth birthday) were wide ranging, from 

theology and literature to chemistry, philosophy, antiquary and 
mineralogy. Having been endowed with such an eclectic enquiring 

mind, it is unsurprising that we find his name as a founder of the Royal 

Irish Academy in 1785. 



  

 79 

He was both rector and magistrate of Clondevaddock, near Portsalon 

in County Donegal at the time of his assassination near Fahan in 1797. 

Hapless indeed. 

From Hamilton‟s Seat, the distant view to the west takes in the 

mountains of Donegal and Inishtrahull, just east of Malin Head. Its 

lighthouse was visible from The Nook and I could hear its foghorn. Due 
west is where Portsalon is.  

He explored the whole area as far as Ballycastle and spent many 

hours both at the spot named in his memory and at The Causeway 

itself, yet it is said he stayed in the “little fishing village of Portrush.” 

He must have spent many hours commuting if he did not find lodgings 

closer by, at Portballintrae – or Kane‟s. 
Now the visitor‟s book is beginning to get a little crowded. 

Some came to see, but from a distance. Chavalier Jacques de la 

Tocnaye, in 1796, was one. “Even my horse seemed enraptured by the 

beauty of the prospect. He bent his head over the precipice and then 

looked round him with admiration.” This tells me he rode up the 

Headlands and looked down instead of walking on the formation itself. 
We never took the ponies up there for fear they would shy, and throw 

us over the cliff. The ground was dangerous underfoot too, being 

inundated with rabbit warrens in which an equestrian mount could turn 

a fetlock with fatal results. 

Turning the page, the nineteenth century sees the effect of the 

advertising campaign, so beautifully illustrated by Susanna Drury. The 
guides were honing their skills, embellishing their tales, piling on their 

blarney. The numbers of boats at the Brenther were increasing to 

meet the demand for viewing from a north aspect, shorewards - like 

the Girona, but more under control. 

It was boom times in the local economy. 

It was Sir Richard Colt Hoare (1758-1838), of the London banking 

family, who recommended that visitors spend two weeks at The 
Causeway and stay at  the new inn in Bushmills (later run by Mary 

Jane Kane) armed with the hapless Rev William Hamilton‟s Letters. He 

favoured the shoreward view from a boat, perhaps because he thought 

the path down the cliff safe only for guides who had bare feet. Or 

perhaps he didn‟t have a horse not suffering from vertigo. The cliffs 

are up to 370 feet (113 metres) and sheer. 
The two week recommendation seemed to catch on. By 1888 there 

were three hotels in Bushmills besides the two at The Causeway and 

one of the three, The Commercial Hotel (originally Gamble‟s New Inn 

and 100 years later the Bushmills Inn) was leased by my great 

grandfather from the Macnaghtens. More later. 

As wee Georgie, I can confirm it was de rigueur to stay a fortnight in 
summer at both The Royal and The Causeway hotels – and to do so 
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annually, often for over a generation, the same families in the same 

rooms for the same two weeks. 

I doubt if many of those families had accounts at C. Hoare & Co, 

Private Bankers since 1672. You needed to be both well-heeled and 

well-connected to be introduced as a customer. 

Whereas the banking man was up to date with his reference, some of 
Hamilton‟s work not being published till 1820, long after his murder, 

there is likelihood that the next visitor we meet carried another 

publication.   

I omitted to tell you that the attractive Susanna Drury (or one of her 

assistants) took care to measure, rather like a surveyor with his 

theodolite, many parts of the causeway and its associated geological 
features. If you have a look at Appendix D, you will see that I have 

reproduced her exact wording of the inscription to Lord Antrim in 

1740; and you will find many rather boring references, indicated by 

letters and numbers (and lots of „ye‟s).  It means that her work 

effectively doubled as a grid map for those who might wish to study 

further the formations she so faithfully reproduced. 
One such student came to The Causeway in 1814/1518 and may well 

have made use of the work of both Susanna Drury and William 

Hamilton (and William Hamilton Drummond into the bargain).  

She was Anne Plumtree (1760-1818). 

She was of the blue stocking variety, an author, and daughter of 

Robert Plumtre (1723-1788), a Church of England clergyman who was 
President of Queen‟s College, Cambridge. Her particular interest was 

mineralogy. 

Sir Walter Scott  (1771-1832) was a more prolific author, novelist 

and poet. Best known for Waverely, he was a Lowland Scot and 

biographer of Napoleon. 

Sir Walter was also a diarist and wrote about his 1814 visit by sea to 

the north Antrim coast. He landed at Portrush and Dunluce. To land at 
Dunluce he must have enjoyed calm weather. Indeed he must, for he 

also “sailed into” two of the caves, presumably Runkerry and Port 

Coon. Some of his party landed on the Causeway itself, but he had a 

headache, and contented himself with the view from same perspective 

as the helmsman of the Girona. In radically different weather 

conditions, I grant you. 
 

                                    
18 To place this in its historical perspective, 1814 was the year the British burned 

Washington (the place, DC, not the man), and 1815 was the year Wellington (and 
Blucher) defeated Napoleon at the Battle of Waterloo. 
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Sir Walter Scott by Raeburn 

 

You can tell that he wasn‟t feelin‟ himself that day by his observation 

that, Bengore Head apart, The Causeway was inferior to the similar 
formation displayed at Staffa on the Scottish coast. Mind you, he did 

concede that he had a mind to acquire four of the columns for the 

house he was building at Abbotsford near Melrose. A bit of a cheek 

from the man who wrote:  

Oh what a tangled web we weave 

When first we practise to deceive. 
As we shall see when we look at myths and legends in a later 

chapter, the causeway formation disappears under the North Channel 

only to reappear 90 miles (145kms) north in Fingal‟s Cave on the 

island of Staffa, 10km west of Mull. The name is Norse for pillar island. 

One can understand The Causeway folk being a bit miffed that both 

Queen Victoria and Felix Mendelssohn went to Staffa, but not to north 
Antrim. The resultant Hebrides Overture is fitting tribute to both cave 

and causeway. 

Global warming is of course to blame for the walk over to Staffa no 

longer being possible. 

One the critics of Sir Walter Scott also visited The Causeway - in 

1882. He was  Samuel Langhorne Clemens (1835-1910), the father of 

American literature as well as, metaphorically, of Huckleberry Finn, 
Tom Sawyer and The Prince and the Pauper, all of which I particularly 

enjoyed.  

His pseudonym was of course Mark Twain. 

My favourite Twain quote is “Travel is fatal to prejudice, bigotry and 

narrow-mindedness,” perhaps because it‟s my view that lack of travel 

was at the root of Ulster‟s problems. 
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“Mark Twain” in 1871. A good type. 

 

There are no prizes for guessing where and how Mark Twain got the 

name Finn. Suffice it to say that the book was written in 1884/5,  a 

couple of years after he had seen  work of Finn M‟Cool at first hand. 

Did you know that Tom Sawyer was the first novel to be written on a 
typewriter? 

Continuing the literary theme, William Makepeace Thackeray (1811-

1863), author of Vanity Fair, came to The Causeway in 1845 and also 

stayed in Bushmills with Mr Dunkin. 

The Irish Sketch Book, written under the pen name MA Titmarsh,tells 

us that he saw it both from the sea and by Shanks‟s. This is what he 

recorded: 
“The solitude is awful….It looks like the beginning of the 

world somehow: the sea looks older than in other places, 

the hills and rocks strange….When the world was molded 

and fashioned out of formless chaos, this must have been 

the bit over - a remnant of chaos!....I wish I were in Pall  

Mall!” 

 
Thackeray 
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It was probably his friend the novelist Dr Charles Lever of 

Portstewart who encouraged Thackery‟s trip to Ireland, but it is just 

possible it was another Ulsterman, the Rev Patrick Brunty (1777-

1861). 

Born in Emdale, Drumballyroney, County Down, Brunty moved to 
Yorkshire, changed his name to Brontë, and fathered Charlotte, Emily 

and Anne. Charlotte Brontë (1816-1855) was a poetess, novelist and 

governess. Her Jane Eyre was published in 1847 and was reviewed by 

Thackeray. His positive comments so moved Charlotte that she 

dedicated the second edition of her novel to him. 

Steamers passed The Causeway en route from Derry to Glasgow 
(mostly taking emigrants heading for America). They seem to have 

passed close enough in for passengers to see the formation if they did 

not actually make a deliberate deviation to allow a close view. The 

essayist and historian Thomas Carlyle (1795-1881) was one such 

passenger. He was born in the onomatopoeic Ecclefechan near 

Dumfries and was pro slavery. With an echo of Dr Johnson, he said it 
was not “worth a mile to travel to see.” 

He got close enough in to note the “tourists dabbing up and down 

about in boats; Heaven be their comforter!” 

I suppose it is not remarkable, given the Scots‟  proclivity for thrift, 

that he avoided paying for a guide. Entrance to the Grand Causeway 

was still free, however, until 1897. Perhaps he did not know that. 
So we know from this observation that by 1849, the date of his 

“passing,” that tourists were visiting The Causeway - in significant 

numbers. 

En passant, I find it strange that there are no early photographs of 

The Causeway. Photographie as it was called from the 1830s, 

reflecting the work of such French pioneers in the field as Nicéphore 

Niépce (1765-1833), Louis Daguerre (1787-1851) and Hercules 
Florence (1804-1879), was available by the mid nineteenth century, 

the time we have reached in this review. Certainly in the 1850s 

William Henry Fox Talbot had come up with the negative, a major 

breakthrough, yet the earliest photograph I can find (of the Kane 

farmhouse at The Causeway) dates to about 1866. 
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Leslie Hill House is where Mrs Delaney stayed in 1758. 

 

 

Gob: mouth. “Shut yer gob.” Gob stoppers are big sweets. The Irish Gaelic word for mouth or 
bill. 

Gran‟: grand, but more like great. “It‟s a gran‟ day” means it‟s not raining and you can see the 
White Rocks. 

Graip: a four pronged dung fork. Attributed to Rabbie Burns, but definitely Scots. 
Greet, greetin‟: weep; weeping. “Quit your greetin‟. The snot is running frae yer bake.” 
Haffin: a tot of whiskey, normally poured from a spirit measure. Half a glass. It would have 

been a case of sending a wee fella on a man‟s job if you poured a haffin in The Nook. Doubles 
were the norm. 

Haan‟: hand. “Gee us a haan” is help me. 
Hae: have. 
Handlin: mess. “He made a sewer handlin aff parkin‟ the khar.” 

Heed: head. Also pay careful attention as in “Dinna heed yer mon” meaning pay him no 
attention. 
Hefted: needing to move one‟s bowels, but resisting that urge. (Not loosely). 
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MAP I   Townlands 

 
This material is based upon Crown Copyright and is reproduced with the permission of Land & Property Services under Delegated Authority 

from the Controller of Her Majesty’s Stationery Office. ©Crown Copyright and database rights. 
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Map II   Causeway Coast Walk 

 
This material is based upon Crown Copyright and is reproduced with the permission of Land & Property Services under Delegated Authority 

from the Controller of Her Majesty’s Stationery Office. ©Crown Copyright and database rights. 



  

 87 

 

Map III   Houses 

 

This material is based upon Crown Copyright and is reproduced with the permission of Land & Property Services under Delegated Authority 
from the Controller of Her Majesty’s Stationery Office. ©Crown Copyright and database rights. 
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Map IV   Bays, headlands and walks 

 

This material is based upon Crown Copyright and is reproduced with the permission of Land & Property Services under Delegated Authority 
from the Controller of Her Majesty’s Stationery Office. ©Crown Copyright and database rights 
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Thran was a word I heard my mother use but it was one which she 

found difficulty, as many others have, to define. And so a story was 
told, as was the custom, to illustrate its meaning. 

In Glenshesk, a remote spot not far from Ballycastle and Bonamargy, 

there was only one wee croft. Inside, there was mother and father and 

their very constipated son. The mother had a dose of castor oil on a 

spoon which she was edging towards the tightly compressed lips of the 

infant. After much cajoling, his lips opened slightly and he uttered, “I‟ll 
taak it. But I‟ll naw shite”. 
 

Jack Christie, in the years after he retired from civic life as mayor of 

Coleraine, was once (in my company) tactfully informed that his fly 

was undone. His retort: “A dead bird never fell out of its nest”. 

 

Make a hoore outa the wee heifer: overdo it; repeat an action excessively. 
Many‟s a good tune played on an aul‟ fiddle: It‟s still possible to have good sex in advanced 

years. 
Many‟s a time: often. 

Man dear: argumentative or jocular form of address to either sex. 
Messages: shopping. “A‟m just goin‟ up the town t‟ do me messages.” 
Mine: remember, remind. But “Mine yersel‟” means be careful. If you‟re goin‟ up the 

Headlands with Alec, mine yersel‟. 
Mitch: play truant. 
Nae or naw: not. 

Neuk: steal. 
Noan or nane: not any; none. 

No flies on: also no dozer. Not to be underestimated intellectually. “Hugh Lecky was no dozer. 
There were no flies on him, so there weren‟t.” 
Notion: idea; conception. Also (pre-conception) romantic feeling as in “He had a great notion 

of her.” 
 

Oxters: armpits. “He fell in the sheugh up til hes oxters, A‟m sayin‟.” Also used as a verb: “We 
oxered the big woman into the khar.” 

Parfel: an adjective which expresses high quality. Powerful. “The craic was parfel. Parfel all th‟ 

gether.” 

Pech: grunt, sigh or pant. “Quit yer pechin‟ and groanin‟, would ya.” 
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11. Of geography, genealogy, 

landlords and walks 
 

It is a long lane that has no turn. English proverb. 

 

Geographic parts 
“In the county of Antrim in the Kingdom of Ireland” says the 

inscription at the top of the Susanna Drury print inscribed in 1743 (see 
page 58). But let‟s zoom in a bit. 

The Causeway is in the townlands of Ardihannon and (The) Aird. The 

approach is through Ardihannon and the Grand Causeway is in Aird. 

So what is a townland? It sounds almost like a contradiction in 

terms, but its origin is Gaelic and it is a term you will find only in 

Scotland and Ireland. Tun is homestead or settlement. Townland is 

baile fearainn in Irish. If I tell you baile (bally) is town and fearainn is 
land, territory or district, you‟ll get the idea. 

It is the smallest (and oldest) of the divisions of land area used for 

administration and for the description of land for use, for example, in 

title deeds. A townland can be as small as half an acre (roughly 2 

000m2) and as large as 7 000 acres (28km2). There are 64 000 

townlands in Ireland and if you are doing genealogical research, you 
need to know in which townland your ancestors were born. The 

average size is 350 acres (1,42 km2). Ardihannon is 223 acres. 

The Nook is in the townland of Ardihannon in the Barony of Cary in 

the parish of Billy. 

Each townland has its own distinctive characteristics, and the folk 

about The Causeway seemed drawn together by their geographical 
position and by the relative isolation of it. After all, the coastal road 

from Larne to Ballycastle was only built in 1834. There was no tarred 

road to Dunseverick until 1931. No telephone, no radio. The fact that 

funerals were attended by sizable crowds is an indication of the sense 

of community, of what I would describe as parochial patriotism that 

prevailed. Two world wars, the common enemy element plus the loss 
of men folk, both permanent and temporary, played a huge part in 

cementing this sense of belonging which transcended religious and 

social differences. 

So what is a barony? It is nothing to do with a baron or a baronet – 

unless, like the Macnaghtens you happen to own a large chunk of 
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one. Baronetcy is the term for their title. A barony is thirty townlands.  

It gets confusing when you look at the old Kane title deeds, for in 

them acres are subdivided into roods and perches. Have a look at the 

box in the townlands map (Map I) to see what these correspond to. 

 

Walk 
If you walk, as I would recommend that you do, from Runkerry House 

 
Runkerry House from Blackrock Strand about 1888. The shore was all sand 

in my youth. Courtesy of the National Library of Ireland. 

 

to Dunseverick along the Headlands, you will pass through the 

townlands of Ardihannon, Aird Lisserluss, Tonduff Mountain, 
Carrowreagh, Feigh Mountain and (the) Feigh itself, better known as 

Dunseverick. (Some maps say “Feigh alias Dunseverick”). It will take 

you four and a half hours and it‟s 12 km (7 and a half miles). 

The baronies in the area are Cary and Lower Dunluce. And there are 

16 baronies in Ulster or Uladh to give it its ancient name. They date 

from The Plantation in the early 1600s. There are 273 baronies in 
Ireland spread among the four provinces, Ulster, Leinster, Munster and 

Connaught. 

Barony is a term no longer in administrative use, having been last 

used in the census of 1891. But of course parish is. If you are looking 
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for ancestors and you don‟t know the townland, it will help to know the 

parish. However, there are two categories of parish in Ireland, civil and 

ecclesiastical. As religion is historically of great importance in Ireland, 

it may surprise that there are just two of the ecclesiastical variety – 

Church of Ireland and Roman Catholic. So in total there are three 

distinct kinds of parish, civil, C of I and RC, and rarely will you find 
that they are conterminous. 

The parishes in the area of The Causeway are Armoy, Ballintoy, 

Ballymoney, Ballywillin, Billy, Coleraine, Derrykeighan, Dunluce, 

Rathlin Island and Romoan. From earlier reference, you will have 

gathered that The Causeway is in Billy parish. 

Occasionally a parish will straddle a county boundary. 
Map IV at page 75 shows the parishes and baronies in The Causeway 

area. 

There are six counties in Northern Ireland and thirty-two in the 

Republic of Ireland. 

Dioceses are, as they are worldwide, a group of parishes headed by a 

bishop. They are of medieval origin. In the province of Ulster there are 
seven dioceses: Armagh, Connor, Derry, Down, Dromore, Kilmore and 

Raphoe. The Causeway is in the diocese of Connor, but as you will 

have seen in the last chapter, bishops, deans and doctors of divinity 

from all over the place felt free to come to see it. 

 

Genealogy tips 
It is useful if you are doing family research to know that there were 

also Poor Law Unions (“PLUs”) which were organised around the Poor 
House or Work House. The Causeway is in the Poor Law Union of 

Coleraine, but the parish of Billy is split between three PLUs: 

Ballymoney in the south and Ballycastle PLU to the east. 

 If you are looking for a will, it is good to know in which Probate 

District the person died. There are 76 of them in County Antrim and 

Billy is in district 19. 

 Griffith‟s Valuation of 1848-1864 is a survey of these areas and is 
invaluable to the amateur genealogist and is available on line. 

Likewise, the Tithe Applotment Books of 1823-1838 are accessible on 

the net, but only in respect of the six counties of Northern Ireland at 

the time of writing. For example, I learned that my ancestor, John 

Kane, was leasing just over 12 acres from Sir Edmund Charles 

Workman Macnaghten (the second baronet) in 1859 and was co-
tenant with four others of a further 30 acres at “Causeway Cliffs” and 

Griffith‟s is my source. I also know from papers in my possession that 

Francis Kane, my great grandfather, leased the same 12 acres, 1 rod 

and 5 perches from Sir Frances (sic) E Macnaghten in 1891. 
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Lady Chatterley 

This Sir Francis was the Rt Hon Francis Edmund Workman Macnaghten 

(1828-1910), the 3rd baronet. It is said that he owned eight thousand 

acres in the Bushmills area when, in 1866, he married eighteen year 

old Alice Mary Russell (1848-1927). 

Her father was William Howard Russell known as Billy. He was a 

Dubliner and the archetype war correspondent credited with exposing 

the conditions Florence Nightingale worked to improve. Widely 
regarded as an upstart, he encouraged the match because of the title. 

He himself was later knighted, despite his unpopularity. 

Four children and 15 years of marriage later there was a huge 

scandal when Lady Alice ran off with Mr Thornhill who was agent to the 

Macartneys at Lissanoure. 

Now the agent of an estate is responsible for the day-to-day running 
of all matters relating to it, including collection of rents. As many 

landlords were frequently “absent”, it was a position of the utmost 

trust. 

Lissanoure dates back to the 13th century. The grandson of settler 

George Macartney, also George (1737-1806) was a Trinity man who 

married the daughter of the 3rd Earl of Bute, John Stuart, who was 
briefly Prime Minister under George III in 1762/3. Macartney was a 

highly successful diplomat (and Governor of the Cape Colony) and 

became Earl Macartney. He died without issue, but the family name is 

carried on in the form Macartney-Filgate. 

The estate is not shown on my map of the Houses of The Causeway 

(Map III). It comprised some 6146 acres in the Loughgiel/Dervock 
area. It was formerly the property of the O‟Haras whose memory is 

preserved toponymically in Portstewart. (Eponym: O‟Hara Drive). 

So there you have it: DH Lawrence found his inspiration for Lady 

Chatterley‟s Lover (1928) close to The Causeway. 

This man, the third baronet, was not of a pleasant disposition. When 

Lady Alice ran off with her lover, he had her dog shot, and all portraits 

of her and their children in Dundarave were turned to the wall. 
The Anglicans of Bushmills did not want to be buried near him. 

 

The Macdonnells‟ rights of title 
The predominant landlord in north Antrim was, however, the 

Macdonnell family, the earls of Antrim, and they acquired the land 

both by grant from the king19 and from antiquity in the area (going 

back seventeen centuries). 

                                    
19 For an insight into how the English monarchy justified their claim to land in 
Ireland, see Appendix E. 
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It is when we start to look back at the connection between the 

Macnaghtens and the Macdonnells that we find references to The 

Route and Dalriada. The Causeway is in The Route and it‟s in Dalriada. 

 

“The Route” and “Dalriada” 
The derivation of the name Route is from Reuda or Reuta or Riada, 

which gives us the synonymic connection with Dalriada. The Route 

 
was also known as MacQuillan‟s country. The MacQuillans were Welsh 
Norman and their progenitor was Hugelin de Mandeville who came to 

north Antrim late in the twelfth century and took Dunluce Castle from 

the O‟Cahans). They integrated well, becoming a recognised sept and 

changing their name to Mac Uighilín, later anglicised as MacQuillan. 

They were ousted from Dunluce by the Macdonnells. 

 From 1472, The Route was the appellation applied to north Antrim. 
Dal-Riada means Riada‟s share. Cairbre Riada Mac Cormac is said to 

be the founder of the Dalriadic “race” and it was he who, after fleeing 

Munster, established a petty kingdom around Dunseverick which was 

called Oirghialla. I wonder what name he had for The Causeway. His 

grandson was Colla Uais whose mother, Aelach, was born in Alba 

which is Scots Gaelic for Scotland. Colla was king of Ireland from 327 
to 331. 
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To give you a perspective, St Patrick‟s dates are 390-460, so there 

were still snakes in Ireland in Colla‟s time. 

This reference to Aelach presages the expansion of Dalriada across 

the North Channel to the west of Scotland. 

By the sixth and seventh centuries, Dalriada extended through the 

Western Isles as far north as Skye so that the original Antrim portion, 
from which it was colonised (mainly via Port Brittas, no longer extant 

but then in Ballycastle Bay), was a minor one. 

I have a note that the chief of the Lynch20 family (Ó Loingsigh, 

meaning mariner) was lord of the ancient kingdom of Dalriada. When 

that was, I know not. 

 
I make no excuses for mentioning yet another Trinity alumnus in 

connection with this early northward migration. James Ussher (1581-

1656) was a Privy Counsellor and Archbishop of Armagh. In his Works, 

we are told that in about 506 these descendants of Colla “permanently 

laid the foundation of the Dalriadic kingdom in Scotland.” So we have 

a date for the start of the colonisation. What we do not know is how 
much of an influence Aelach, the Pictish princess from Collonsay21, 

had. 

 

“That tract of the county Antrim which we call Route was 

known to the Irish by its true name of Dal rieda. It extends 

(as the late most noble Randolph Earl of Antrim informed 
me by letter) from the river Bush to the cross of 

Glenfinneaght, of which I find mention made in those 

ancient Irish verses bearing the title of „Patrick‟s 

Testament,‟ a distance of 30 miles : the following old Irish 

verse being brought forward in support: 

From the Buaish22 which flocks fly over, 

Unto the cross of Glenfinneaght,23 

Extends Dalriada of subdivisions, 

As all who know the land can tell. 

Now the whole of Dalreth or Dalrede with the island of 

Rachlyn or Rachrin lying opposite to it was in old times 

granted to Alan de Galway, by John, King of the English 

and Lord of Ireland, as we know from the royal archives 

                                    
20  The verb to lynch, however, seems to come from a 15th century mayor of Galway, 
James Lynch, who hanged his own son for murder. 
21 The Isle of Collonsay is off the north west coast of Mull, Inner Hebrides. It‟s due 
north of Rathlin with Islay and Jura in between. 
22 River Bush. 
23 The village of Glynn, just south of Larne. 
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preserved in the Tower of London: both being possessed at 

present in hereditary right by Randolph Earl of Antrim, son 

of the Randolph mentioned above….” 

So wrote James Ussher in the early seventeenth century. John I was 

king from 1199 till 1216. The reference to two Randolphs as being 

Earls of Antrim is interesting if erroneous. These are Sir Randal 
MacSorley Macdonnell, the first earl, who lived at Dunluce and died in 

1636, and his son, Sir Randal Macdonnell (1609-1683), the first 

Marquess of Antrim and second Viscount Dunluce who became the 

second Earl of Antrim. 

Perhaps Ussher‟s “Randolph” mistake can be forgiven, for the letter 

he refers to would have been signed “Antrim”, not Randal, but 
certainly not Randolph. 

At their most powerful about 1666 when William Petty conducted his 

survey, the Macdonnells owned the whole of the four northern 

baronies, Cary with The Causeway, Dunluce, Kilconway and Glenarm, 

an area of 330 000 acres (1 336km2). It is with some justification 

therefore that Sorley Boy‟s son chose the name of the county as the 
name of his earldom. 

Like the North Channel, there are two sides to the lineage of the 

Macdonnells and we have dealt with the Irish one, so we must take a 

look at the other side of that stretch of sea. 

On that side, the Macdonnells go back to the Clan Donald, in 

particular Somerled, Lord of Argyle, King of the Hebrides in the twelfth 
century. Sorely and Somerled are the same name, the former the 

anglicised form, and Donald and Donnell are also synonymous. 

Somerled means summer traveller. He defeated all around him and 

became Lord of the Isles,24 including the Isle of Man. 

Earlier we had the Irish side going miles up north for a wife (Aelach). 

Now the traffic was coming the other way, as Ian Mór Macdonnell 

comes from the Isles to the Glens of Antrim to marry Margery Bisset,25 
daughter of the Lord of the Glens. This was some time in the 1390s. 

Two hundred years later, the power of Lord of the Isles had dissipated, 

but the Irish branch (Clan Ian Mór) in north east Antrim was 

flourishing – despite hostility from Dublin and from the O‟Neills. 

If you don‟t ask you don‟t get, and that was true in 1603. The 

aforementioned Randal Macdonnell asked for, and was granted, a 
charter recognising his ownership of the Route and the Glens. He 

cosyed up to his friend, James I (and VI of Scotland), and the earldom 

followed. 

                                    
24 O‟Laverty says the mother of John MacDonald/Macdonnell, Lord of the Isles from 

1354 to 1380, was Aine, daughter of The O‟Cahan, Prince of Limavady and Chief of 
the Clans of Dalriada. 
25 The Bysets (as older documents have the spelling) had a castle at Glenarm in the 
mid 13th century. 
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Randal did not stop at bringing Archibald Stewart from Scotland to 

be his agent. He encouraged Scottish Protestant settlers generally by 

offering them land and leases on that land. It followed that County 

Antrim (and Down) was excluded from the Plantation of Ulster and 

soldiers who had been given farms in the four baronies even gave 

them back to the original tenants. 
As religious denomination was important at this period in history, 

note that the Macdonnells were Roman Catholic (until the 1730s) – 

and Gaelic.26   That they were such important land owners in the north 

of Ireland after the Flight of the Earls in 1607 is therefore remarkable. 

For interest, these are some names of families that came from 

Scotland, probably encouraged by Randal Macdonnell: 
Alexander (in 1618 to Coleraine). 

Aiken from Ballantrae in Ayrshire. 

Adair ex Wigtownshire in 1614 to Ballymena. 

Anderson. Those of the Clan Donald Mac Gille Andrais sept came 

from Islay and Kintyre and settled along the north Antrim coast, most 

notably on Rathlin. 
Baxter (“son of the baker”). 

Blair. Toponymic from several places in Scotland. Gaelic blar is field. 

Burns from Argyllshire and of the clan Campbell. 

Christie settled in the barony of Upper Dunluce. 

Colvin from Kirkcudbrightshire. 

Dunlop from Arran. Bryce or Brian Dunlop was granted lands by Sir 
Randal between Ballycastle and Ballintoy, but most common in Upper 

Dunluce. 

Forgey from Dumfries and Galloway. 

Lecky. Part of the clan MacGregor, they came to Donegal and Derry 

in the 1650s. 

MacAllister 

MacCabe from Harris in the Hebrides. 
MacMillian/MacMullan from Argyllshire. 

MacClelland especially in Ballycastle, from Kirkcudbrightshire. 

MacCurdy from Bute originally. Thought to have come over with the 

Stewarts of Ballintoy. 

MacConaghy of the clan Robertson. 

MacDougall 
MacGill 

MacCartney. George Macartney of Auchinleck came to   Lissanoure, 

Loughguille, Ballymoney in 1649 and was surveyor general of Ulster. 

Magee 

MacLernon 

MacNeill of Barra. 

                                    
26 Being a Presbyterian was also not acceptable. The Anglican church was the one to 
belong to if you want to “get on.” 
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MacKay/MacCoy. Clan Donald galloglasses. 

Macrandalbane 

MacRory (Reid). From Islay. 

Montgomery 

Shanks. Toponymic of a place in Midlothian. Was Shankis. 

Sweeney from Kintyre. 
Weir 

Wilkinson/MacQuilken from Islay and Kintyre to Rathlin. 

 

 

 

It is strange that at one stage Colla‟s descendants were colonising 
the Scottish part of Dalriada and twelve hundred years later the same 

familial connection was bringing people back the other way. 

Just think how well-worn the Giant‟s Causeway would have been. 

After Finn M‟Cool had made the road right through to the Scottish 

Coast so he and Benandonner, his counterpart, would not get their 

feet wet, either God had a practice run with Moses27 in the North 
Channel or global warming is nothing new. 

 

 
Lord Macnaghten‟s coat of arms can still be seen above the door of Runkerry 
House. The tower has a hint of Dunluce and of a round tower. In my day, the 

occupants were his daughters, the Hon Beatrice (b. 1862), Octavia (b. 
1870) and the last surviving sister, Ethel (b. 1876). 

 

 
 

 

Landlords: the Macnaghtens and the Leckys 
We have seen that, in the nineteenth century, the Kanes were tenants 

of the Macnaghtens. 

But what is the Macnaghten connection with the Macdonnells who 

owned virtually all the land?  

                                    
27 Exodus 14:27. “And Moses stretched forth his hand over the sea, and the sea 
returned….” 
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The answer is blood. 

The first Macnaghten came to the Antrim coast from Fraoch Eilean28 

castle in Lough Awe in Scotland in 1580. This had been the family 

home since 1267.  Shane (John) Dubh (or Dhu, meaning dark haired), 

grandson of Sir Alexander MacNaughtan who was killed in the Battle of 

Flodden in 1513, was a nephew of the famous Sorley Boy Macdonnell, 
both being descended from the kings of Scottish Dalriada. So it was 

that this John Macnaghten (otherwise Shane Dubh MacNaughtan) was 

appointed principal agent or first secretary to his cousin, Sir Randal 

MacSorley Macdonnell, the first earl. He was therefore a predecessor of 

Archibald Stewart29 as agent. He lived at Ballymagarry House, just 

west of Dunluce Castle where the Macdonnells lived from 1642 till it 
was burnt down in 1750 and they moved to Glenarm. 

John died in 1630 and he is buried at Bonamargie30 beside the 

Macdonnell vault. His inscription reads 

 

Heire Lyeth the Bodie of Ihn. M.Naghten first 

cousin and 

sectarie to Randal first Earle of Antrim who 

Departed this Mortalitie in the year of our Lord 

God 1630. 

This John was the great grandfather of Francis Workman Macnaghten 

(1783-1843), the first baronet.  His father, Edmund, is the one who 

got the leases from the first earl over sixty acres at Ballymagarry31 as 

well as a further sixty acres at Benvarden now the Montgomery seat. 

Edmund Macnaghten of Beardiville, the first baronet‟s father was a 

remarkable man. He was the uncle of John of Benvarden. Born in 
1679, he died in 1781 at the age of 102. He was just old enough to be 

at the Siege of Derry in 1689 “at the head of his tenantry, and 

recognised by them as their chief”, and married when he was 82, 

producing two sons, at a time when John had expected to inherit. He 

enjoyed robust health and had an extremely alert mind right to the 

end of his days. 

                                    
28 Also called Dunderawe. The castle still stands. When we went there in 1948, my 

mother said it was where the Macnaghtens came from yet there was no guide, no 
guide book. 
29 The Rev George Hill has Archibald Stewart at Balleloughmore (either Ballydivity, 
where the Stewart-Moores live, or Ballylough House, the home of the Traills) in 1624 

and at Ballintoy after 1639. 
30 Bonamargie is the ruin of a late 15th century Franciscan friary where the 

MacQuillans, then the Macdonnells, including Sorley Boy, were buried. It‟s on the 
Cushendall Road just outside Ballycastle. See Map II at page 86. 
31 There was a house which “was burned to the ground by the carelessness of 
servants” in 1750. Its garden supplied the Macdonnells at Dunluce Castle. It is 

thought that John Macnaghten, their agent, lived here. The foundations and a wall of 
the barn can still be seen. See Map III.  
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The coat of arms of the chiefs of the clan Macnachtan or Macnaghten. 

 

 
 

 
The coat of the Macdonnells of Antrim. Kinship with the Macnaghtens 
appears to be confirmed in that the hand holding the “Cross Crosslet 

fitched” is an element common to the armorials of both families. 

 

Not all the Earls of Antrim were good at preserving the estates 

granted to them by the king. The fourth earl ran up huge debts, some 

certainly of a gambling nature, leaving an inheritance that affected his 

heirs for generations. His proclivity for a bet led ultimately to the fee 

farm grants (fixed rents) and the break up of much of the vast 
Macdonnell estate. 

 The fifth earl inherited the title in 1721 when he was eight. His dates 

are 1713 to 1755. He was the one who had to deal with the huge 

problem of accumulated debt. Such was the size of the problem that, 

in desperation, he entered into entailed leases at fixed rents – the so-

called fee farm grants. His other option was to turn to wealthy 
merchants. 
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John McCollum was one such merchant, and, in 1750, he it was that 

was leasing 1102 acres (446 ha) in the Bushmills area and at the 

Aird.32  

This Aird portion included the Giant‟s Causeway itself. 

Conveniently, John McCollum was a neighbour of the Macdonnells 

when they moved from Dunluce to Glenarm in 1750. When he died in 
1793 without an heir, his estate was divided between the families of 

his two (McCollum) aunts, Jane  and Mary. 

 

It is an aside, but Jane married the Rev James White of Whitehall, 

Broughshane near Ballymena. These Whites are an old Presbyterian 

family with a tradition of going into the church, and indeed James‟s 
son (James) was also minister of Broughshane. Their grandson, 

George White, won the Victoria Cross in Afghanistan and was knighted 

in 1886 for his part in the defence of Ladysmith in the Anglo-Boer War. 

The McCollum land at Lemnalary in the Glens of Antrim went to Jane 

White, while Mary married Henry Leckey of Agivey.33 Whether the 

sisters tossed up for who got what is not clear, but from 1793, the 
Bushmills/Aird lands went the Leckeys who took up residence at 

Beardiville (where Jane and James White had also lived for a short 

time), recently vacated by the Macnaghtens in their move into 

Bushmills.  

This is how it was that my Kane ancestors were leasing some of their 

land from Hugh Lecky – or, if you prefer, how the name Lecky came to 
be associated with The Causeway. The 1894 deeds have the name 

spelt Leckey, though other references have Lecky. The property is 

described as “that farm of land and premises with the appurtenances 

thereunto belonging containing twenty one acres, three roods and ten 

perches Statute Measure or thereabouts34 situate in the Townland of 

Aird in the Parish of Billy Barony of Cary and County of Antrim held 

under Hugh Leckey Esquire at the yearly judicial rent of ten pounds.”35 
This is the land to the east of the hotel and would have included the 

field where the museum school now stands. 

The Leckeys were a County Derry family with properties in the city of 

Derry as well as Agivey, Magilligan and Beardiville. There is a Castle 

Lecky near Magilligan, built by Holland Lecky in 1783. The Leckeys  

 

                                    
32 The McCollum lease was dated 1738. 
33 Agivey is on the western side of the Bann River, near Aghadowey, upstream from 

Coleraine in County Derry. Great salmon fishing there. 
34 9ha. The Macnaghten lease of 12 acres (The Royal Hotel) was valued at 66% 

more. 
35 A judicial rent was set so as to arrive at the annuity payable so tenants could buy 

freehold title from their landlords. Mary Jane Kane did just this when in 1890 she 
paid ₤105 to Sir Francis Macnaghten. 
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Mary Jane Kane, my great grandmother, signed for her husband, Francis 

Kane, on 26th June, 1890. The cheque is endorsed by Sir Francis who signed 
"F McNaghten  FE Macnaghten." 

 

held Beardiville first under a lease dated 1845 from Sir Edmund 

Charles Workman Macnaghten. Title to Beardiville was passed to the 
Leckeys in 1884 in an exchange with the Macnaghtens involving land 

at The Causeway.  Captain Hugh Leckey sold Beardiville to Major Jack 

Baxter36, the Coleraine solicitor, in 1965. His cousin, Jackie Lecky, was 

the last of the line and not a beneficiary in terms of his cousin‟s will. 

There is supposed to be a tunnel from Dunluce Castle to Beardiville, 

a distance of four miles (6,44km) as the crow flies.  According to John 
Baxter, there is evidence of what he calls an underground passage. He 

tells me that in about 1850, one of the Leckeys decided to investigate 

and descended at Beardiville to satisfy his curiosity, never to be seen 

again! 

The Macnaghtens extended their land holding in the Bushmills area 

when the first baronet, Francis Workman Macnaghten (1763-1843)37, 
married Letitia Dunkin who was born in 1762. Her grandmother was 

Miss Strawbridge of Lissanduff (now more commonly called Bushfoot, 

where the golf course is at Portballintrae) who married Sir William 

Dunkin, the judge.  

This marriage in turn had amalgamated the Strawbridge property 

with that of the Dunkins. So, in the history of the area, landed brides 

brought handsome dowries, endowing their spouses with yet more 
land. Not so much money marrying money, but land marrying land. 

We do not know a great deal about these families, but we have 

already seen that Mr Dunkin38 played host to Dr Pocock in 1747, so at 

                                    
36 His sister, Noreen, was married to my uncle, Colin Kane. 
37 He was also a judge. The baronetcy was created in 1836 when he was 73. 
38 Probably John Dunkin, the county sheriff.  
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that time the Dunkin family owned a substantial dwelling and the land 

around Bushmills on which Dundarave House now stands. 

We can place the Strawbridges in Lissanduff39 as far back as 1669. 

The name goes back to Norman times and is connected to Cornwall, 

but this family seems to have come from Ayrshire, probably 

encouraged by the Macdonnells; and, because of the proximity of 
Robert Strabridge (sic) at this date to Dunluce Castle (a distance of 

2km) where Randal Macdonnell, the second earl, was living, it is a fair 

assumption that some service was performed in exchange for a lease 

over the Portballintrae property and its two hearths recorded as being 

owned by Strawbridge.  

 
Portballintrae looking west towards Dunluce. 

 Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 

 

More evidence of the Strawbridge/Macdonnell connection is the fact 

that Daniel Strawbridge was leasing forty acres of Lissanduff plus the 

salmon fishing rights (owned by the Macnaghtens in my day) at the 

mouth of the Bush from the Earl of Antrim in 1708. This Daniel is the 

likely uncle of Letitia Dunkin, later the first Lady Macnaghten. 

It is notable that the name Strawbridge is no longer to be found in 
the Bushmills area, particularly as a place name, but I find that there 

                                    
39 The Hearth Money Rolls for County Antrim of 1669 spell it Lisinduffe. One Meane 

O‟Cahane, thought to be Manus O‟Cahan, was the other leading property owner there 
at that time. Might he be an ancestor of mine? 
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is a village of the name  14 miles  (22,5km) from Derry, and the 

cottage opposite the Bushfoot Golf Club car park bears the name. The 

name is prominent in America. A John Strawbridge (c1715-1768), 

probably Daniel‟s son, emigrated to America in 1752. 

Sir William Dunkin‟s father was John Dunkin who was High Sheriff of 

Antrim. I cannot be precise about the timing of the Bushmills 
connection, but my guess is that it was this John Dunkin who had the 

necessary Macdonnell connection to have acquired the land there early 

in the eighteenth century. John had five or six sons: Sir William, David 

who was a curate in Connor diocese, Edmund who emigrated to 

Massachusetts, Colonel John  who lived with David and died in 1826, 

and Roberts who was a captain in the navy and married Ann Henry of 
Coleraine. She was born in 1740 and died in Philadelphia in 1832. 

Sir William‟s wife was Eliza Blacker, of the old County Armagh family 

mentioned earlier. William Blacker, her brother the diarist, recalls Col 

John Dunkin and Rev WM Dunkin as cousins, and the dates of their 

deaths as 1826 and 1836 respectively, so there seem to have been six 

sons. 
Letitia (Lady Macnaghten) had a brother, John Henry Dunkin, who in 

turn had a son, Rev Theodore Edward Dunkin, whereabouts unknown. 

She also had seventeen children. 

As with the enigmatic Strawbridge name, Dunkin is not remembered 

in any eponymous way40, so, to compensate, I have mentioned it here 

as often as I can. 
So we have it. What I knew as a child as Macnaghten land adjoining 

Francis Alexander Kane‟s in Ardihannon was Dunkin land in the late 

seventeenth / early eighteenth century. 

The date of the Dunkin/Macnaghten marriage was 1787. 

 

Walk 
Park at the east car park at Portballintrae and do the walk that crosses 

the Bush by the footbridge. Follow the river upstream to the Victoria 

Jubilee Bridge and turn east along the old tram lines, with The Warren 
on your right, to the vehicle track, The Rodden41. Turn left and follow 

the track onto the strand and back to your car. An easy 50 minute 

walk. At the start you will have the Strawbridge property on your left. 

As you take the Bushmills railway track, on your right is some of the 

Dunkin land. 

See Map IV at page 88. 
 

                                    
40 Rumours about a new fast food outlet for Main Street, Bushmills are not credible: 

the Dunkin‟ Donut franchise is limited to across the pond. 
41 “Rodden” means place of the ferns, but is also Scots Gaelic for cart track. As the 

rodden I refer to was both a cart track and had abundant ferns on both sides, its 
name is apt. 
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More on Landlords: a Ballycastle connection 

Before leaving the subject of landlords, John Kane, my great, great 

grandfather was at The Causeway at the time of the Dunkin ownership 

of Ardihannon as his dates are c.1775 to about 1863. Was his 

occupation (and that of his father) in terms of a signed lease or a 

gentleman‟s agreement with a Dunkin, or does it, as I believe, predate 
the Dunkins?  

Be that as it may, in 1890, the paperwork shows, Francis Kane was 

leasing 12 acres, 1 rood, 5 perches from Sir Francis Edmund 

Macnaghten in Ardyhannon (sic) in the Poor Law Union of Coleraine 

Electoral Division Bushmills at a Rent of Holding of ₤16 yearly (the 

Judicial Rent). “The right of shooting and taking Game and of fishing 
and taking fish shall belong exclusively to the Landlord subject to the 

provisions of the Ground Game Act 1880 as well as that to Bog and 

Turbary upon the farm,” the declaration says. Turbary is the right to 

extract peat or turf. The reference to fish is river fish, not sea, as the 

land had no shoreline, but “the burn,” which had lots of eels in my 

childhood, formed the southern boundary at the eastern end of the 
farm. 

This was the site of Kane‟s Royal Hotel. 

It would be remiss not to mention the third landlord of my Kane 

ancestors, The Trustees of the Ballycastle Charities. They leased nine 

acres and sixteen perches in Carnside to the Kanes at a judicial rent of 

₤7. It was the duty of the trustees to collect the rent, specifically from 
the townlands of Carnside and Ballylinny, and to see that it was used 

for schools in Ballycastle. The schools were endowed by the gentry of 

the town, the leading one of whom was Colonel Hugh Boyd (1690-

1765)42  who built one of the schools in 1762. Col Boyd in turn had a 

grant of the townlands from the earl which he acquired at a rental way 

below market value, having apparently deceived the cash-strapped 

earl. 
I am happy that one of the end occupier/tenants was always my 

Kane ancestors, probably John Kane‟s father being the first. It is good 

to know that the rent the Kanes paid went some way to providing an 

education for the people of Ballycastle. 

 

The Boyds 
The name Boyd is common in Ulster and is of Scots origin, probably 

Bute specifically. It is strongly associated with Ballycastle, although it 
is ubiquitous along the north Antrim coast. In history one finds William 

Boyd in Dunluce. He died in 1624 and left a lengthy will for posterity 

                                    
42 One source says he “owned the village.” 
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and for his sons Adam and John among others. There was also 

Archibald Boyd named as a beneficiary, and he was from Carncullagh, 

near Dervock. 

In all likelihood, the Boyds came to Antrim at the behest of the 

Macdonnells, like many others. And their reward was lands around 

Dunluce, Mosside, The Causeway, Ballintoy a well as Ballycastle. 

 

Benvarden as it was in 1798. Cassandra Macnaghten sold it to her relative, 

Hugh Montgomery. It had been the earl‟s hunting 
lodge.

 
And as it is now. 
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Ballydivity (above) was built by James Moore, tutor to Lord Castlereagh, in 

the 1740s and Ballyhivistock (below), both still the homes of the Stewart-
Moore family. 
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12. Putting the Royal in The 

Causeway 
 

¶ God Bless the Prince of Wales ¶ (1862) Brinley Richards (1817-1885) 

 

 

One can have a hunch, a gut feeling or a notion. And one can curse 

the fire and explosion of 1922 in which “irregular forces” destroyed the 

Public Records Office in the Four Courts complex on the north bank of 

the Liffey in Dublin. 

The result of the latter is the reason I am left with the former, for all 
the records of births, marriages and deaths which would have 

extended the history of the Kanes, Cains, McCahans43 or O‟Cahans of 

The Causeway back a whean of generations were destroyed that June 

day in Dublin, and the opportunity to eliminate doubts I have 

regarding my forebears went up in smoke. 

The likelihood is that John Kane (c.1775-c.1863), who signed his 

name Cain as late as 1835, was the grandson of the first of my 
forebears to farm at The Causeway. His birth would have been about 

1700, so he would have been a tenant before the Dunkins were in 

possession. I suggest that some special treatment was given to him 

because of who he was, most likely from the Earl of Antrim and carried 

on in respect of the Carnside portion by Hugh Boyd, his contemporary, 

at the express wish of the earl, or written into the terms of the original 
lease because  my ancestors were already in situ.  

The Macdonnells were granted their lands in 1586 and 1603.44 At 

that time O‟Cahans were still in occupation of Dunseverick Castle45 and 

they were allies. A John O‟Cahan was born in 1773 and had a brother 

Alexander (source PRONI ref T1247). Robert McCahan in his pamphlet 

on Dunseverick, quoted by Mullin and Mullan in The Ulster Clans, lists 
eleven O‟Cahan “remnants” from the castle who were still living in the 

area in 1734. One entry reads “James O‟Cahan, chief tenant of 

                                    
43 There is evidence that some of the family were using the moniker McCahan in the 

period 1800-1879. Kaughan is in one record. The death of Jane Kain, widow of John 
(Kane) is recorded with that spelling as having occurred at “Causeway Head” on 22 

March 1864. The death notice in the Coleraine Chronicle had Kane. This was my 
great, great grandmother. 
44 The patents under which the Macdonnells held their lands are dated 11th December 
1610. 
45 O‟Cahans were at Dunseverick until the mid 1640s, possible a little later – one 
source says 1657. 
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Islandmakallan and Ardihennan.”46 The authors have a footnote at 

Ardihannan which reads “A Brian Ballogh O‟Cahan, of Ardahanin, who 

died 1629, left a son, Ferdoragh” and they quote a Genealogical Office, 

Dublin reference. This is probably the same person as Bryan Boy 

O‟Cahan who leased land from the Earl of Antrim in the area in 1636, 

but the name was not changed to reflect Ferdoragh‟s succession. 
Ferdoragh is an old Irish form of Frederick, the second name of 

Francis Kane (1817-1899)47 and Fred Kane (1905-1981) was my 

uncle. It means dark man. 

The aforementioned list also has “Patrick O‟Cahan, Tonduff, 

gentleman, chief tenant.” Tonduff is not much more than a mile from 

The Nook. 
The mother of the famous Sorley Boy Macdonnell (c.1505-1589) was 

a MacCane. He was granted the lands in the Route, including Carnside, 

Aird, Tonduff and Ardihannon, in 1586, and these are the lands which 

became those of his descendants, the Earls of Antrim. 

Kane is not a misspelling of the biblical name (as in Cain killed Able 

with the leg of a table). Kane is the anglicanisation of O‟Cahan/Ó 
Catháin, whether you pronounce that name with equal emphasis on 

the “Ca” and the “han” or, more English, with the stress on the second 

syllable. It was first O‟Kane. The sept48 were the lords of Keenaght,  

and The O‟Cahan was one of the inaugurators of The O‟Neill up to the 

seventeenth century. You will not find Keenaght on any map, but it is 

most of the county to the east of Derry city and west of the Bann, 
Limavady and Dungiven being the main towns. A breakaway faction, 

Clann Magnus na Buaise, moved east across the Bush and were in 

occupation of Dunseverick for a few hundred years.  

Whoever they were way back, I have no doubt that my Kane 

ancestors were farmers for at least three generations at The Causeway 

before they became involved in the hotel business. Their farmstead 

was in an important strategic position vis-à-vis access to the Giant‟s 
Causeway, being literally a stone‟s throw from the end of the roads 

from Bushmills and Dunseverick and at the very edge of the cliff down 

which the path led, as the narrow roadway still leads, to the actual 

causeway itself, the Grand Causeway. 

My grandmother used to say it was the best position in the world for 

passing trade. Only slight hyperbole. Upwards of three-quarters of 
million visitors now see The Causeway every year. Numbers are 

dependant on summer weather - and the oil price.  

The realisation that farming might not be the only source of income 

must have arisen from a number of factors. Firstly, as we have seen, 

                                    
46 James Cain, neighbour and putative brother of John Kane/Cain, my great, great 
grandfather, is recorded as farming in Kilcoobin in 1826. 
47 My great grandfather. 
48 Sept is the Irish equivalent of clan. 
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after the publicity given by Susanna Drury in 1740, what started as a 

smattering of visitors every few years became a regular summer 

event. From having to rely on the hospitality of  the local gentry like 

Mr Dunkin49 or inns as far away as Ballycastle and Coleraine, visitors 

had a veritable plethora of accommodation options when Bushmills 

was developed with Macnaghten money after 1837, and two more 
hotels opened in the town. So the second factor is likely to have been 

the paucity of on-the-spot visitor beds, simple supply and demand. 

The other aspect arose from the age-old custom of extending 

hospitality to travellers in country districts. One can imagine the traffic 

grew from what was the occasional knock at the door, a request for 

directions, and, on the way back, the need for shelter or refreshment 
indicated by a second knock, into a regular pattern of callers, some 

just needing to answer the call of nature in an enclosed space. 

There were no sign-posts in those early days, just the occasional 

milestone like the one at The Nook which proclaimed B‟mills 2, B‟castle 

12, P‟rush 8. Travel for the most part was by jaunting car 50 from 

Portrush, Coleraine or Ballycastle.51 From 1855, one could get a train 
to Portrush from Belfast or Londonderry, and the railway line to 

Ballycastle opened in 1880. At Portrush station, travellers “for the 

Ca‟sey” took a jaunting car for the onward leg of their journey. The 

driver knew the way, but eager local guides solicited from just outside 

Bushmills, a mile or more from  the road head, notably at The Fingers, 

where the road forks from the Ballycastle (via Ballintoy) line, the A2. 
Cometh the traveller, cometh the guides, as it were. 

Because of landslides, the precipitous drop and the lack of 

opportunities to pass, it was hazardous to take a jaunting car right 

down to The Causeway. Although Francis Kane offered “cars” down to 

the Causeway itself for half a crown (2/6), generally Shanks‟s took 

over where the Kanes had space in which to park the jaunting cars – 

right next to the farm house. This is well illustrated in the 1866 photo 
of the Kane homestead. Parking was at first a freely given service, but 

by my time it was 6d a car to park and a not inconsiderable 

contributor to the family income.  It was a case of literally spending a 

penny in the toilet block, built about 1890 at the cliff end of the car 

                                    
49 His son-in-law, Sir Francis Macnaghten, the first baronet, also took in travellers. I 
quote from the Halls‟ book: “The venerable Sir Francis was renowned for hospitality: 

when we had the happiness to know him (in 1843) he was upwards of eighty years 
old.” 
50 A light, horse-drawn, open carriage with seats placed longwise, back-to back. They 
were the most popular transport in nineteenth century Dublin. They are still in use at 

the Gap of Dunloe, Killarney. 
51 The Coast Road from Larne to Ballycastle (A2) was built in the 1830s by a hirsute 

Scottish surveyor and engineer called William Bald (1789-1857). It has no hairpin 
bends. 
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park. I remember Granny empting the brass containers on the doors. 

She sometimes slipped me pocket money from this source. 

 

 
This ad from 1867 promotes cars to The Causeway for half-a-crown. 

“Visiting” was corrected to “Visitors to” in later versions. 

 

A look at the family history is relevant at this juncture. 

 

Family matters, hotels of Bushmills, and temperance 
My great grandfather, Francis Frederick Kane, married Mary Jane 

Sinclair in Dunluce Presbyterian Church on 28th July 1863. That‟s the 

same church you see on Priestland Road, towards Coleraine on the 
outskirts of Bushmills today. He was 46 at the time, and in an Irish 

farming tradition made necessary by accommodation constraints in the 

homestead, he had foregone the joys of the marital bed until his father 

died.52 In the marriage certificate, he described himself as “farmer” 

and gave the same occupation for his father, John.  The minister wrote 

Kane, but Francis signed “Cain”. The bridesmaid was Mary Jane Reid  
of Reid‟s Hotel in Bushmills. It is an educated guess that the wedding 

reception was held at Reid‟s Hotel, and I suspect that the two Mary 

Janes were running that hotel jointly. The following year, Reid‟s 

became Kane‟s Commercial and Family Hotel, leased from the 

Macnaghtens, and run by Mary Jane Kane. 

It had a bar. 

It is now the Bushmills Inn in Main Street. It was the main staging 
post in the town – where the horses were changed as the mail was 

carried round the coast from Portrush to Ballycastle and onward to 

Larne, so its yard under the arch with its stables was a busy part of 

town. Also of note was that it was strategically placed next to the 

                                    
52 His son, Francis Alexander Kane, carried on the tradition, deferring his marriage 
until both his parents were dead. Two of his three sons did likewise. 
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factory which produced the spades and shovels sold all over Northern 

Ireland and exported to Scotland.  This was a business started by one 

William Anderson in about 1835, carried on by his son-in-law, John 

Gwynne, bought by Stuart Leckey in 1855, then by John Wood  in 

1860. It employed 15 men, one or two of whom would have been the 

farriers who shod the horses. 
This William Anderson appears to be the son of Hugh Anderson who, 

in 1804, rented out the plot next to his garden in Main Street to Robert 

Gamble of Dervock. This is the site of Gamble‟s New Inn, 

recommended by the banker Sir Richard Colt Hoare when he came to 

The Causeway in 1806, and endorsed by the Rev Dr Richardson in 

1811 as being of good report. The Dr Gamble who enjoyed a good 
meal in this establishment in 1818 was no relation. Nor, incidentally, 

was James Norris Gamble (1803-1891), co-founder of Proctor and 

Gamble who was an Enniskillen man. 

I am not convinced that the 1821 reference to the only inn in 

Bushmills as being “Garland‟s” is anything other than a malapropism 

for Gamble‟s.  
At that time, the inn was getting too small to accommodate the 

increasing numbers of visitors during “the season,” some having to go 

to Coleraine to find a bed. 

 

 
Then. Kane‟s Commercial & Family Hotel in about 1875 with Causeway 

stones at the door. Courtesy of the National Library of Ireland. 

 

 



  

 113 

And now. Kane‟s became the Bushmills Inn. 

 

Next it became Reid‟s (before 1849), then Kane‟s (1864), then The 

Commercial Hotel, then the Bushmills Inn of today. 
When I went to school in Bushmills in 1946, I used to leave my 

tricycle (and later my bike) in the yard of the pub it had become - 

under the arch where Willie Glass looked after it, mended it, and 

seemed to have a monopoly on all cycle business in the town - a hang-

over from the spade factory with some of the equipment still there. 

This Glass family were in the cycle business in the town from penny 
farthing days. 

In 1853 there was an oligopoly in the town: Reid‟s and Doherty‟s. 

Thirty five years later, there was also the Commercial Hotel of Hugh 

McDowell (“Connected with the Hotel is a Posting Establishment,” 53 

their ad stated). But there was more competition: EC Suckling‟s 

Commercial and Family Hotel which punted angling and the bathing at 
Portballintrae; and D McIlroy‟s invertedly named Family and 

Commercial Hotel with “Special Accommodation for Anglers on the 

Bush”. I don‟t know which of the latter had been Doherty‟s, but one 

wonders if patrons were wise to the subtle difference in the names. 

There was no bar at Francis Kane‟s distinctively named Temperance 

Refreshment Rooms, Giant‟s Causeway. 

The ad, complete with the photograph of the whitewashed double 
storey farmhouse with tea room added at the western end, next to the 

                                    
53 “Posting” in the sense of travelling with relays of horses. 
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road, seems to date to 1866, possibly earlier.(See page 117). It has all 

the hallmarks of the enterprising Mary Jane Kane. And it is safe to 

assume that connection with the established Reid‟s gave impetus to 

great grandfather to start shifting focus towards the hospitality 

industry. Also both his parents had recently died. Mary Jane Kane, by 

all accounts, was an astute, pushy, business lady. Just glance at her 
photograph on page 184: she had an imposing presence and was not a 

small lady. Not one to pick a quarrel with, but, in any case, in another 

family tradition, the Kane men, through the generations, have gone 

along with what their wives want. 

As my mother used to say, she put the seat in his trousers. 

But why “temperance?” I hear you ask. 
This was also carrying on a tradition: no alcohol in the house; one in 

the family had had a problem with addiction. Also, in 1836 a Miss 

Elizabeth Henry had built an inn on a four acre Macnaghten field 

immediately to the west of the Kane home, and she had applied for, 

and been granted, a licence to sell wines and spirits “for consumption 

on the premises,” and the local Justices of the Peace decided in their 
wisdom that one bar at The Causeway was enough. These JPs included 

two-time Cambridge rowing blue Lord Macnaghten, his brother Sir 

Francis Macnaghten, Dr James Macaw, and Dr Anthony Traill. In 

arriving at their decision, it would not have escaped their notice that 

Francis Kane was the licensee of the Kane establishment in Bushmills. 

Now Miss Henry knew the hotel business, but John and Jane Kane 
were in the business of farming with their son, Francis, in 1836. The 

hospitality they gave was in response to those knocks at the door, and 

was, as was the country custom, freely given.  

By contrast, Elizabeth Henry had run the Copeland Arms in Coleraine 

for twenty years and had long had an ambition to have her own hotel 

at The Causeway. She built the front portion of the present National 

Trust54 owned Causeway Hotel with the help of mortgage finance 
supplied in 1841 by her landlord, Sir Francis. She died shortly after, 

and the hotel was being run by William McNaul in 1844. By the 

“season” of 1863, it was William Coleman of Coleman‟s Hotel in 

Portrush who was running it. And in 1888, William Winter is the name 

associated with running it. By this time the Traill family had a lease 

over it from Sir Francis. 
The building (and its association with matters commercial as opposed 

to agricultural) so close (400 yards/366m) to the Kane/Cain farmhouse 

intruded, and caused a resentment which simmered for seventy four 

years. I will elaborate when discussing the guides. What ended the 

Guides‟ War was the purchase of the Causeway Hotel by my 

                                    
54 This acquisition by the National Trust came shortly after that same august 

organisation declined my offer to them to buy both The Nook and the Kane fields in 
2001. Nota bene. 
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grandfather in 1910. The farming Kanes were not resisting the 

changes which were happening as a result of the increasing popularity 

of The Causeway and the concomitant traffic. On the contrary, they 

saw the way Bushmills was growing due to tourism (and the town‟s 

development funded by Sir Francis). Francis Kane had the benefit of an 

association, through his “intended,” Mary Jane Sinclair, with the 
successful and well established Reid‟s Hotel in the main street at the 

north end of the town. 

 One can imagine that the younger couple spent time planning what 

they might do to tap into the tourist trade – and not leave it all to 

Elizabeth Henry. The Reids probably encouraged them, and it is 

possible that there was a deal that any overflow of clientele would be 
referred one to the other - to their mutual benefit. 

His father, John, may have been reluctant to move away from 

farming, especially as he was a tenant-at-will in five townlands, 

including, in 1826, twenty-eight acres in Kilcoobin about a mile and a 

half from the Ardihannon farmstead, towards Billy. Kilcoobin is 

opposite the side gate of Dundarave on what we called the Rough 
Road. (See Map I). This Kilcoobin farm was part of the Causeway 

estate granted (a “fee farm” grant)55 by the Earl of Antrim to John 

McCollum in 1738. So the Kanes (or “Cain” as the 1826 Tithe 

Applotment Book has it) had a total of some 108 acres (44ha) of farm 

land at this time.  

Francis Kane‟s seeming reluctance to become involved in catering 
may also have been a result of a family arrangement or obligation. As 

far as can be ascertained, there were two family homes: the 

Ardihannon one of my family and the one which Francis‟s brother, 

James Cain (also called McCahan), had at Kilcoobin. This James was 

the elder son. Despite primogeniture, Francis had the lion‟s share 

round The Causeway, while James kept 28 acres a mile and a quarter 

away at Kilcoobin. Francis appears to have felt it was his duty in terms 
of his inheritance to concentrate on farming activities. 

It was not until 1863, the death of John and the marriage of Francis 

and Mary Jane, that the farmstead was enlarged by the addition of an 

unspecified number of rooms (“sleeping apartments”) and, at the west 

gable, a thatch-roofed tea room next to the road. The compromise was 

obvious: keep on the farming while generating income in the summer 
from visitors, the latter source being seen conservatively as something 

of a bonus, which it was until Mary Jane got involved. 

It seems that Francis had two sisters. I found an Ellen McCahan who 

died aged 66 in Ardihannon in 1879, a spinster and farmer‟s daughter 

                                    
55 One of the main reasons for the creation of fee farm rents lies in the electoral 
legislation. At one stage only freeholders could vote. Land owners,  particularly the 

Earls of Antrim, as we have seen, needed rental income. The compromise was a 
freehold estate paying a fee farm rent. This was a perpetual lease at a fixed rent. 
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and the informant was Mary Jane Kane.56 This Ellen lived with Francis 

and Mary Jane who called one of their daughters Ellen.57  

There was also Rose McCahan of Kilcoobin, six years older, who died 

earlier that same year.  She seems to have lived with her brother, 

James, at Kilcoobin. The additional rooms were definitely not for a big 

family. 
Another factor was that we find that the Reids are suddenly no 

longer on the scene in Bushmills. Whatever the reason for their 

departure, the vacuum was quickly filled by Mary Jane Kane and the 

name changed to Kane‟s Commercial Hotel.  

So my ancestors changed their name. And so did I. So what‟s new? 

History repeats itself. Of course, the old Irish had had to submit to 
anglicanisation and – just for example, mind – the name O‟Cahan 

generally became O‟Kane. Then there was pressure to change from 

Roman Catholicism to Protestantism, and the “O” would have been 

dropped as the form of worship of the established church was adopted. 

In some cases the changes came quickly and easily, took less than a 

generation and did not split families along religious or spelling lines. 
Clearly this did not happen with John Cain/Kane‟s family. McCahan for 

O‟Cahan is an easy step of religious denomination. Both versions 

suggest “son of”, “Mac” being the Scots equivalent of “O”. But the 

English tongue would still have had trouble with the guttural second 

syllable.  “Cane” was the preferred sound, but being able, how to spell 

it was the question. 
 

A royal visitor 
The family were in good company in having three names at the same 

time. 

Albert Edward Saxe-Coburg-Gotha was born in 1841. He has the 

distinction of being the first member of the British royal family to visit 

The Causeway, followed, after a gap of more than a century, by his 

great, great grandson, Charles Philip Arthur George Windsor, the 

incumbent Prince of Wales, who visited The Causeway on 26th June 
1996. Yes, this man, Bertie to the family, was Prince of Wales, the 

man upon whom Brinley Richards musically invoked God‟s blessing in 

1862. And, though he may not know it, he still holds the record. 

If Queen Elizabeth II remains on the throne until 21st April 2011, the 

aforementioned Prince Charles will break that record. I refer of course 

                                    
56 The informant was usually the next of kin or someone of the same household as 

the deceased. The death certificate would have been applied for at the Courthouse in 
Bushmills. 
57 Ellen Emily Kane, according to the Billy tombstone, “died August 30th 1882, aged 6 
years and 10 months.” She was one of four infant deaths in the years 1868 to 1882. 

Francis Alexander, George Sinclair and Matilda were the survivors. My mother said 
the deaths were caused by diphtheria. 
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to the duration of the gestation of kings of the United Kingdom. So you 

can really indulge in trivia, the record standing to Bertie‟s name is fifty 

nine years, two months and fourteen days, at the end of which he took 

the throne as Edward VII and that was on 22nd January, 1901, on the 

death of his mother, Queen Victoria. 

 One of his titles was Lord of the Isles, mentioned earlier as having 
been the title of Somerled, head of the clan Donald and an ancestor of 

the Earls of Antrim. Another was Earl of Dublin. 

 

 
The Kane farmstead had “sleeping apartments” and “cars” like this one 

could be hired for 2/6d (₤27)return. Taken about 1866. 

 

His talents were said to have been charm, sociability and tact. 

However, if I tell you that one biographer called his book Edward the 
Caresser,58 you will begin to get the picture. In it he is described, 

unkindly, as “too thick even to read a novel.” 

At the age of twenty, he was attending army manoeuvres at The 

Curragh in County Kildare when the actress Nellie Clifden was secreted 

in his tent by fellow officers. This was but one of several scandalous 

                                    
58 Author Stanley Weintraub. ISBN-10:0684853183 
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incidents which had a cumulative effect on his mother such that she 

had to admit, “We are not amused.” 

His marriage to Alexandra, a beautiful fourth cousin59 , daughter of 

the King of Denmark, took place in the same year as that of Francis 

and Mary Jane Kane – 1863. If marriage placed any restraint on his 

philandering, it was short lived. 
 You don‟t have to be tall, dark and handsome to be successful with 

the ladies. He was 5‟ 7” (1,70m) and, at forty, had a 48” (122cm) 

waist.  

Power being the most powerful aphrodisiac, you just have to be heir 

to the throne to pull the fairer sex. 

His conquests included Lillie Langtry (1853-1929), the Jersey born 
actress; society beauty Daisy Greville, Countess of Warwick (1861-

1938); dancer and courtesan La Belle Otero (1868-1965); French 

actress The Divine Sarah Bernhardt (1844-1923); American society 

beauty Jennie Jerome (1854-1921), Lady Churchill, wife of Lord 

Randolph Churchill and mother of Winston Churchill60 who, 

incidentally, was born less than seven months after his parents‟ Paris 
marriage; Princess de Mouchy;  New York stockbroker‟s daughter Anna 

Gould (1878-1961), Countess de Castellane by her first marriage and 

Princess de Sagan by her second; humanitarian Agnes Keyser who was 

his long time mistress (and was accepted at court);and  Lady 

Mordaunt.  

This is not an exhaustive list. 
Others may have included one who gave birth as a result of the 

affaire, and this may have a connection with Portrush, a matter to 

which I will refer in a later chapter. 

They definitely included the Honourable Alice Keppel (1868-1947). 

She was born Alice Frederica Edmonstone, daughter of the fourth 

baronet Edmonstone. She is said to have had numerous affaires to 

enhance her social status. Her daughter had an affaire with Vita 
Sackville-West, the poet and novelist in the Bloomsbury Group. She 

met the Prince in 1898 when she was twenty nine and he was fifty 

seven, but their relationship endured. She had a daughter, Sonia, in 

May 1900, about whose paternity there is some doubt. 

HRH Prince Albert Edward never acknowledged any illegitimate 

children, but that does not mean that there weren‟t any. God bless 
him. 

History, as I have said, repeats itself. Sonia Keppel is the 

grandmother of Camilla Parker-Bowles, née Shand, Duchess of 

                                    
59 Bertie‟s parents were first cousins. 
60 In 1921, Winston Spencer Churchill inherited part of the estate of the Earls of 

Antrim at Carnlough, 20 miles east of The Causeway. For more on his connection 
with the Macdonnells, see Appendix H. 
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Cornwall, wife of Prince Charles, Prince of Wales. She was his mistress 

for years. 

No record, other than my familial verbal hand-me-down, has 

survived of any of the details of the visit of the Prince of Wales to The 

Causeway. Although travel was one of his indulgences, no biographer 

makes any mention of this journey, so one can infer that it was what 
would now be called a private visit. 

It is probable that he was in Ireland because his mother was trying to 

get him to take an interest in becoming her Viceroy. He would 

therefore have stayed at Baronscourt, Newtownstewart, near Strabane 

in County Tyrone. We do know that he enjoyed country house visits 

and he also enjoyed grouse shooting which would have been laid on 
there for him. 

 

 
Alice Keppel was at the deathbed of Edward VII. 

His host was, I submit, Lord James Hamilton (1838-1913). 

James Hamilton was an Old Harrovian, Oxford friend and old crony of 
the Prince, and three years his senior. It adds weight to my theory 

 

  
The Prince of Wales put the Royal in The Causeway. 
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when I tell you that Viscount Hamilton‟s father, the first Duke of 

Abercorn, was Viceroy of Ireland from 1866 to 1868 (when he was the 

Marquess of Hamilton) and again from 1874 to 1876. 

Baronscourt is the seat of the Dukes of Abercorn and has been in 

that family since 1612. Not to be confused with Hamilton‟s Seat along 

the cliff tops at The Causeway, it is an estate of over 15 000 acres 
(61km2). 

The first duke was Groom of the Stole61 to Albert, the Prince Consort, 

from 1846 to 1859, and a prominent personality at court for twenty 

years. His son, the confidant of the Prince of Wales, held this same 

position from 1883 till 1901, so the royal family of the time held the 

Hamiltons in high regard. 
In arriving at a date for his visit, two parameters are used: first, he 

was most likely to have been under pressure to take his mother‟s offer 

of Viceroy of Ireland when some fresh scandal broke. And second, it 

was probable that the building work that transformed the “Francis 

Kane‟s Temperance Refreshment Rooms” supplying visitors “on the 

shortest notice with tea, coffee, etc and comfortable sitting-rooms and 
sleeping apartments” (to quote from the advertisement of 1867) into 

the hotel was in progress. 

In respect of the first marker, The Marquess of Hamilton came to the 

end of his second appointment in 1876. This was a time when the 

scandals involving young Albert Edward were causing the queen the 

most anguish, and his departure to Dublin would have been have been 
a relief, to put it mildly. A fortnight at Baronscourt in August of that 

year would have provided the grouse shooting he loved, and an 

opportunity to find out about the job description of the Viceroy from 

his host‟s father, the incumbent himself. 

The work-in-progress that was to become Kane‟s Royal Hotel would 

have been phase two of the building work that started with the 

expansion of the farmstead into the temperance refreshment rooms in 
1863, just after the death of Jane Kane in March and after the 

marriage of Francis Frederick Kane and Mary Jane Sinclair in July of 

that year. It is improbable, although the newly weds had plans for the 

building, that any actual work would have started while his mother 

was still alive. Tact and tradition were the motivators.  They would not 

have started knocking the old family home about while she, aged 86, 
was bedridden. You can almost hear her threatening, “I‟ll come back to 

haunt the place if you change one stone of it. It was good enough for 

your father and me, so it should do you and your weans.”  She may 

have argued too that everyone who wanted to see The Causeway had 

already been, so it would be a waste of money to add on more rooms. 

Besides, the Rieds were leaving Bushmills, so why did they not just 
take their place in the Main Street and be done? 

                                    
61  This position in the royal household ranks second to the Lord Chamberlain. 
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But at The Causeway there was only one Jane Kane now - the 

determined Mary Jane. 

All she needed was to save some money from Kane‟s Commercial 

Hotel and Family (or was it Family and Commercial?) and Mary Jane 

Kane could pay for the building to start. 

In this scenario, by August, 1876,62 the business, having prospered 
and acquired a liquor licence, would have been ready for phase two of 

the expansion required to meet a growing demand for meals and 

accommodation. 

So, HRH Prince Albert Edward arrived with Lord Hamilton and some 

ladies I won‟t name. Mary Jane saw the entourage as it passed Kane‟s 

Hotel in Bushmills and recognised both the opportunity and the man 
whose visit it presented. 

She was into the pony and trap and off up The Plantin, left at The 

Fingers (B147 now), and down Ballylinny in a flash to put the kettle 

on. 

The Kane establishment at The Causeway at this time was, in my 

scenario, a building site. The hotel was at about first floor level, no 
roof, no dining room, no bar. 

But the family parlour, shortly to become the Coffee Room of my 

early days, was habitable. 

So, uninhibited by protocol, Mary Jane approached the Hamilton 

party and suggested they might like some refreshment after their 

walk. 
Now, while this Prince of Wales may be remembered for weaknesses 

of the flesh, excessive use of alcohol was not one of them. He is 

credited with endowing the nation with the tradition of having a meal 

of roast beef, Yorkshire pudding, horseradish sauce and roast potatoes 

(and leaving the bottom button of his waistcoat undone), but he was 

not a drinking man. 

Not to put too fine a point on it, the best that the then 268 year Old 
Bushmills Distillery could produce would have been wasted on him. No 

“By appointment” opportunity was missed. 

So it was that when the redoubtable good lady, my great- 

grandmother, offered His Royal Highness and his entourage a cup of 

tea and a freshly baked scone, it was an offer that hit the right note, 

and was readily accepted. 

                                    
62 Family dates also point to this as the likely time. Mary Jane junior was born on 15th 
October 1866 and died on 3rd September 1868, three months after the birth of 

Margaret (29th June 1868) who also succumbed to diphtheria on 11th February 1869. 
Matilda (Tilly), the only daughter to survive to adulthood, was next, born on 4th 

November 1870. My grandfather was born on 3rd June 1872, his bachelor brother, 
George Sinclair, on 15th March 1874. Her final confinement was on 7th October 1875 

when Ellen Emily was born. She was the one probably named after her aunt. Ellen 
Emily died aged six on 30th August 1882, also of diphtheria. 
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As for a topic of conversation, well, with sand, lime, stone and 

Bangor blue slates making up much of the builders‟ yard that caught 

the eye, it went along the lines of an apology on her part for the state 

of the place. The Prince of Wales graciously enquired as to the purpose 

of the building activity and would have been informed that thirty- 

three guest bedrooms and three lounges would emerge in a building of 
three floors. 

“What name will you give it, ma‟am?” enquired the prince. 

Call it tact or diplomacy, it was quick thinking to come up with “It 

was to be Kane‟s Causeway Hotel but with your permission, Sir, I‟d like 

to make that “Kane‟s Royal Hotel.” 

“Then so it shall be, my good lady” was all it took from the future 
king.  

The original name was chosen of course to distinguish the new hotel 

from both the Kane business in Bushmills as well as from the adjacent, 

competing Causeway Hotel not 500 yards away. 

You want to know where they stayed? With Sir Henry Hervey Bruce 

(1820-1907) at Downhill is the answer. 
And they took the train from Derry, a line which had opened in the 

1840s, and changed at Coleraine for Portrush. 

 

 
What the butler didn‟t see in 1876. Nor the Prince of Wales. 

 

 
Shockin‟: aberrant. “Och, he‟s a shockin‟ mon all th‟ gether. “Told a shockin‟ story.” 

Shootin‟ a line: exaggerating in a self-aggrandising way. 
Sin: son. A term of endearment when addressed to a male, either man or boy. 

Skeagh: a thorn bush, especially one with fairies in it. 
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The ad of 1888 with linocut depicting Stookans. In "the privilege" denied is 

a hint of the Guides‟ War. The 3/- for a double room (three shillings) 

equates to what about ₤10-50 would buy today. 



  

 124 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Low tide on an autumn day 2009. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 


