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13. The Giant’s Causeway Tramway 

¶’Tis all dependin’ whether 

The auld engine’ howlds together—’ 

‘And it might now, Michael, so it might!’ ¶ 

Percy French (1854-1920) 

 

There is not much evidence of it now, but The Causeway was famous 

not only for its remarkable geological features: it boasted the 

terminus of the first hydro-electric tramway in the world. 

It was not there when the Prince of Wales visited The Causeway, 
for it had its origin in a meeting on 27th October 1879 in the 

courthouse in Bushmills, three years after the royal visit. 

 

The Traills of Ballylough 
The chairman and convenor of that meeting was a remarkable local 

man, born at Ballylough House, 3 km south of the town, close to the 

Bush, the same place our first pony (with its trap) came from. 

Ballylough, owned by the Traills since 1789 when the present house 
was built, was originally leased by the first Earl of Antrim to his 

principal agent, Archibald Stewart (who succeeded to that position 

when John Macnaghten died in 1630) in about 1621. In those days it 

comprised 120 acres (48,6 ha.). According to O‟Laverty,66 until about 

1767 (some say as recently as 1850), those with the name O‟Kane 

used to come in August to the formidable old castle of Ballylough. 
They ate their food beside the very high-walled ruin, the tower of 

which still survives. In so doing, they renewed their claim to an 

ancient family possession, a reference back to the time the O‟Cahan 

sept split, bringing the Clann Magnus na Buaise (Great Sept of the 

Bush) to the Route from what was then Keenaght and County 

Coleraine. This was in about 1247. Prior to this O‟Cahan intrusion, 
Ballylough had belonged to the McQuillans of Dunluce. 

Anthony Traill was that convenor of that meeting in the autumn of 

1879. 

He was born in 1838, one of three sons of William Traill 67 and 

Louisa Henrietta Ffrench of Monivea Castle, County Galway. His 

ancestor was Colonel James Traill who came from Scotland in 1660 

and married a niece of the first Viscount Clandeboye, setting up 
home in County Down. 

                                    
66 Diocese of Down and Connor Vol IV by Rev J O‟Laverty (1827). 
67 It was an uncle, Dr Traill, who was the last archdeacon of Armoy. He died in 

1831. The archdeacon‟s brother, Robert, was rector of Ballintoy. 
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The tower of the O'Cahan Castle at Ballylough as it is today. It was visited 

by the O'Kanes in August until the 1850s and was built by the McQuillans 
of Dunluce. 
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 Anthony Traill went to Trinity when he was 16 and in ten years 

had become a Fellow. He studied maths, law and medicine. He 

lectured in natural philosophy and was the university‟s bursar. 
 In 1904 he was nominated Provost by none other than King 

Edward VII, he who, as Prince of Wales, had visited The Causeway 

twenty-eight years earlier. 

Ballylough House was built by the Traills in 1789. The earlier dwelling here 
was leased to Archibald Stewart in 1621. High Sheriff Traill hosted Earl 

Spencer, the Viceroy, here in 1883. It is still in the Traill family. 

 

He was an exceptional administrator, and he is credited with 

allowing the admission of women, making Trinity the first university 

in the British Isles to do so.  
He was also a leading light in the affairs of the Church of Ireland. In 

sport, he captained the college cricket team and was squash 

champion for fourteen years, last time when he was 51. 

He was among the earliest conquerors of Monte Rosa in 

Switzerland. 

In 1867 he married “the girl next door,” Catherine Elizabeth 

Stewart-Moore of Ballydivity. Her obituary in The Times of 21st 
December 1909 hints at the brave soldier her father must have been 

in the Napoleonic Wars: “Mrs Traill, wife of Dr Anthony Traill, Provost 

of Trinity College, Dublin, died at Ballylough, Bushmills, co. Antrim on 

Sunday from septic pneumonia. Mrs Traill was the second daughter 

of the late Captain James Stewart Moore, of Ballydivity, co. Antrim,  
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who was at Quatre Bras, and also at Waterloo. She….leaves five 

sons and three daughters.” 

 
 

Ballydivity, home of the Stewart-Moores 
Ballydivity, about 6km south of Bushmills, was built by James 

Moore68in the 1740s. With no son to inherit, he asked his prospective 

Stewart son-in-law to take on the Moore name with his daughter‟s 

hand. This man was a descendent of Archibald Stewart, the earl‟s 

principal agent. The house was sacked by insurgents in 1798 and 

rebuilt in the decade 1800-1810. Like Ballylough, it is 120 acres. 
It is still occupied by the Stewart-Moore family.  

 

The Traill brothers 
Those of us “of the district about th‟ Mill,” as Bushmills was referred 

to, remember Dr Traill for the tram. I do remember his portrait in the 

Provost‟s House at Trinity, but it speaks volumes for his other 

achievements that in his extensive (1500 word) obituary in The 

British Medical Journal  of 24th October, 1914 just one sentence is 
devoted to this significant innovation in the history of The Causeway: 

“In association with his brother and the late Lord 

Kelvin and Sir William Siemens, he was one of the 

pioneers in the construction of the Portrush and 

Giant‟s Causeway Electric Railway, which for many 

years enjoyed the unique distinction of being the only 
electric railway in the world.” 

The obituary, I notice, says he was President of Royal Portrush Golf 

Club. This is not borne out by the board in the club house which 

shows “The Earl of Antrim 1888-1902” and “The Rt. Hon. Lord 

Macnaghten G.C.M.G. 1903-1914”69 were the only presidents during 

Anthony Traill‟s lifetime. 
His brother, William Atcheson Traill (1844-1933) was an engineer 

with a master‟s degree from you-know-where, employed by Her 

Majesty‟s Geological Survey of Ireland. It follows that it was he, at 

that Bushmills meeting in October 1879, who produced the map 

“Railway Map Co. Antrim”. (See page 114). It was an ambitious plan 

to integrate Bushmills into the existing rail infrastructure. It was to 

include a nine mile branch line from the Ballymoney-Ballycastle 
Railway line via Dervock and the Bush valley to The Causeway. 

What‟s more, it envisaged a tramway from the Belfast and Northern 

Counties Railway (“BNCR”) station at Portrush along the side of the  

                                    
68 This James Moore was tutor to Robert Stewart, later Marquess of Londonderry, 
better known as Viscount Castlereagh (1769-1822), the prominent Anglo-Irish 

politician and British Foreign Secretary. 
69 Royal Portrush have an incorrect date. He died on 17th February 1913. 
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road to Bushmills where it would link up with the Dervock-Causeway 

line.   
 

The planning and parliamentary approval 
There was to be a station at Benvarden and one at Seneril (near 

Ballydivity). 

 
Seneril (phonetically “sin-earl”) was proposed as a site for a railway 

station in 1879. It is thought not to have been named after the earl who  
hunted in the area and ran up huge gambling debts. 

The meeting heard that revenue could accrue from the 
transportation of mining products such as iron ore, even gravel, 

limestone and sand to ports; and  seaweed, for use as a fertiliser, 

could be carried inland; salmon; and, yes, tourists to The Causeway. 

All these were touted as sources of income.  The landlords through 

whose land the railway would run offered to take shares in the 

venture. So the meeting was a success. 

A bill went before parliament in July, 1880, but an objection from 
Sir Francis, the third baronet, to the Bushmills-Causeway stretch 

crossing his drive to Dundarave House led to the Traills having to 

drop this section from the Act which received Queen Victoria‟s assent 

on 28th August, 1880. 

The upshot was that the Dervock-Causeway line never 

materialised, but the Portrush-Bushmills one had a green light. All 
that was needed now was money. 

 

Funding the project 
Among the original shareholders were James Chaine (1841-1885), 

the Harbour Master of Larne, a prime mover in promoting cross- 

channel traffic, and local MP.  
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In a demonstration of the maxim that it‟s who you know, 

most of the money came from contacts in Dublin. One example of 

this is that a shareholder to the tune of ₤1000, a large sum in those 
days (about ₤62000 today), was Samuel Mountifort Longfield (1802-

1884), Professor of Political Economy at Trinity, a property lawyer, 

economist and one time Solicitor General of Ireland. 

This was a significant endorsement of the project, but also tells us 

much about the regard in which the Traill brothers were held. 

A further ₤1000 was anteed-up by Sir 
William Thompson (1824-1907). He was 

a Belfast born70 expert in electricity and 

thermodynamics and gave his name to 

the Kelvin scale of temperature 

measurement. “Kelvin” because he 

went, not to Trinity or Queen‟s, but to 
Glasgow University where the Kelvin 

River flows, and he became Baron 

Kelvin of Largs in 1892. I guess Liffey 

Scale does not have the right ring to it. 

Nor Lord Lagan. 

This was about as big a name as one 
could get to back a venture involving 

electricity at that time. 

But a name even more recognisable worldwide today is that of 

Siemens. (Siemens AG is a global powerhouse in electronics and 

electrical engineering. It operates in industry, energy and in 

healthcare). 

Just how William Atcheson Traill knew Dr William Siemens (1823-
1883) is a matter of conjecture. Since he was connected with 

Glasgow University through his wife, it may well have been that Sir 

William Thompson effected the introduction. 

Siemens was born Carl Wilhelm Siemens near Hanover in Germany, 

one of fourteen siblings. Having moved to England, he became an 

expert in steam, President of the Society of Telegraph Engineers, and 
an inventor of note. His brother, Ernst Werner von Siemens, had 

been able to demonstrate an electric railway in Berlin in 1879, and 

did so again at Crystal Palace in 1882, and was an even more prolific 

inventor. The telegraph that used a pin pointer to indicate the letters 

was one of his. It spelt the end of Morse code. He was the founder of 

the business Siemens AG. Carl Wilhelm, having taken British 
citizenship, was knighted shortly before his death in the style Sir 

William Siemens. 

 

 

                                    
70 His statue stands in the Botanic Gardens in Belfast. 
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His financial contribution to the tram company was ₤3500 and he 

was a director. The experts say that sum is the equivalent of just 

over ₤216500 in today‟s money. 
Another engineer of note was involved. He was Sir Frederick Joseph 

Bramwell Bt. (1818-1903), a Fellow of the Royal Society and an 

MIMechE. His claim to fame dates back to 1843 when he built the 

locomotive for the Stockton and Darlington Railway, which, as 

everyone knows, was the very first permanent steam locomotive-

hauled public railway. He came to the party with ₤2000. 
Whether or not the CVs and faith of these prominent men of their 

time had any influence on the local folk, a further ₤8290 was 

invested by various residents of the area. I do not know if Sir Francis 

Macnaghten was one of them. 

Spurred on by the influence of the two Williams, Thompson and 

Siemens, the Traill brothers decided to use electrical power to move 
the train/tram. Being familiar with the river Bush and in particular 

that section of it from Ballylough downstream to Bushmills, they 

recognised the possibility of generating hydroelectricity from a spot 

where its flow went over rapids at Walkmills. And here it was indeed 

that the third William, Traill, in due course, personally supervised the 

construction of a generating plant. 
The electrical engineers for the project were, unsurprisingly, Messrs 

Siemens Bros of London. 

 

The opening of the track 
Work on the track began on 21st September, 1881. An opening 

ceremony was performed by Mrs WA Traill71 and the incumbent 

Provost of Trinity, the Rev Dr John Hewitt Jellett (1817-1888). A 

Tipperary man, he probably found it a long way to Portrush. 

 Fifteen months later, the track from Portrush to the Market Place in 
Bushmills was complete. In January, 1883 it was inspected by the 

Board of Trade‟s Inspector of Railways, Major-General CS 

Hutchinson, and two steam engines were allowed to open the line for 

public transport on 29th January, 1883.  

It had cost ₤21,000. 

Despite a dispute with the farmer at Walkmills, and even though the 
electric part operated only as far as the White Rocks from Portrush 

station till March 1883 (passengers being taken onward by jaunting 

car), the official opening of an electric railway took place on 28th 

September that year.72  

                                    
71 WA Traill had three wives. This is number two. She was Elizabeth Jane Greer and 

she was born in 1850. 
72 The “Ordinary Car” fare in 1883 was 6d single from Portrush to Bushmills, or 

about ₤1.55 in today‟s money. First Class was double. I was wondering too: what if 
you paid the 2/6d first class fare from Portrush to The Causeway return? The 
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Queen Victoria invited 
Invitations to the grand opening went out to Queen Victoria and to 

her son-in-law, Frederick III, the German Emperor, so we get a feel 

for the pulling power of the Traills, aided as no doubt they were by 

the Siemens connection. 
In the event, neither came. 

The guest of honour was the Viceroy.73 And he was not the Prince 

of Wales. 

But there is a connection. 

He was the sixth Earl Spencer (1857-1922) who held the vice-regal 

office from May 1882 to June 1885. 
The connection is of course that he was the great grandfather of 

the late Diana, (the most recent) Princess of Wales. 

Like the Prince of Wales before them, the vice-regal party stayed 

the night with Sir Henry Hervey Bruce at Downhill and took an early 

train to Coleraine and onward to the BNCR station at Portrush. The 

opening ceremony took place at the Tram Depot where Causeway 
Street becomes Bushmills Road. 

In half an hour, WA Traill had driven the tram (by electric power) 

and the dignitaries to Bushmills. After a few words declaring the line 

open, Earl Spencer got in the Traill carriage, and, with a Royal Irish 

Constabulary mounted escort, inspected the Walkmills set-up. Here 

Sir William Thompson put on the somewhat dangerous show of 
shaking hands with guests while holding an unearthed terminal of the 

Siemens dynamo in his other hand. A hair-raising moment of early 

shock therapy from which some may have unwittingly benefited. 

Onward then to Ballylough for what must have been a late lunch. 

The High Sheriff got in a plug for his Dervock-Bushmills railway in 

his after luncheon speech. ₤25,000 was still required for it. It offered 

splendid opportunities, even for the government, he said. Clearly His 
Excellency His Grace the Earl Spencer omitted to include this matter 

in what went in the diplomatic bag a few days later. 

The Dervock-Bushmills line is just local parlance for the road 

between the two towns, and there is no station (or barracks) at 

Seneril or Benvarden. 

Before the line was completed from Bushmills to The Causeway on 
1st July 1887, another event took place which had a significant 

impact on my Kane forebears. 

 

                                                                                                      
answer is that the leg from Bushmills to The Causeway and back was by horse car, 
an elongated form of a jaunting car, seats facing outward. Comparisons are odious, 

but 63 years later it cost me 3d single on the bus to and from school, but I did not 
have to sit in the open, as they did in Mrs Fitzgerald‟s horse car.  
73 Lord Lieutenant of Ireland was an alternate appellation for the monarch‟s 
representative in Ireland while all of Ireland was part of a united kingdom. 
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I mentioned earlier that in 1841 Sir Francis had had to lend money 

to Miss Elizabeth Henry so that she could finish building her dream 

hotel on his land at The Causeway. When she died, the mortgage 
was still outstanding. Sir Francis allowed first William McNaul (1844) 

and then William Coleman (1863) to run the Causeway Hotel, the 

going concern at least servicing the interest on the debt. 

This William Coleman was the proprietor of Coleman‟s Portrush 

Hotel from about 1856 and had previously managed the Antrim Arms 

in the town. He changed its name from the less salubrious Crown and 
Anchor. He ran it until 1904. It was the forerunner of Fawcett‟s Hotel.  

On acquiring the Causeway Hotel, he demonstrated his flair for the 

catering industry in his press advertisement: “W. Coleman begs to 

inform his patrons that he has become Proprietor also of the GIANT‟S 

CAUSEWAY HOTEL, which he has completely re-fitted. The 

arrangements and rates are the same as those which have given so 
much satisfaction at his Portrush Establishment. The GIANT‟S 

CAUSEWAY HOTEL, being immediately above the Causeway itself, is 

admirably situated for Tourists having only a short time to spare, and 

also for those who wish to spend some time in the neighbourhood. 

The Hotel is commodious, and, in every respect, a First-class 

Establishment.” And, in a portend of the Guides‟ War, he adds 
“Tourists are particularly requested not to engage either Guides or 

Boatmen till arrival at Giant‟s Causeway Hotel.”  

A “Two-horse Van” left his Portrush establishment at 9.40 for the 

Causeway at a cost of 2s 0d return, his ad proclaimed. 

By May 1884, the hotel and its strategic importance had, not 

surprisingly, come to the notice of the entrepreneurial Traill brothers. 

How did it come to their notice? Well, in actual fact (as they say), Sir 
Francis was feeling bad about having objected to the railway line 

passing too close to his front drive and he saw a way to make 

amends in such a way as to be of mutual benefit. He also saw that 

the electric tramway was a success. More jaunting cars, long cars 

and horse cars were passing his gate lodges than ever before. He 

might as well have allowed the bloomin‟ tram! 
In a gesture of reconciliation, he had the brothers in for tea. 

The result was that by May 1884, the Giant‟s Causeway, Portrush 

and Bush Valley Railway and Tramway Company Ltd took over the 

Causeway Hotel and one William Winter (William was a popular name 

at the time, apparently), William III at The Causeway, was brought in 

to run it in all seasons. 
It was win-win. Sir Francis got a good tenant (and gave them an 

option to purchase the hotel) to pay off the old debt and the 

Company/Traills got vertical integration in their business: their 

passengers would be directed to their hotel to spend pennies and 

more. Ads proclaimed “the Causeway Hotel is now worked in  
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connection with the Tramway. Book through to the Causeway and do 

not mind false reports by interested persons.” This latter sentence 
again alludes to the Guides‟ War and local politics of which more 

later. 

Let‟s not forget that the tram line got from Portrush to Bushmills 

without encroaching on any privately owned land: it went along the 

street or on the shore side of the road (A2). 

To take it to its ultimate destination from Bushmills was a different 
kettle of fish. 

 

The route via Bushfoot 
For it to have continued on the left side of the road towards The 

Causeway might have been possible for the first ¾ of a mile, as the 

gradient up The Plantin (Whitepark Road now) is gradual. But Sir 

Francis had already vetoed that route because he considered it too 

close to the main entrance to Dundarave. After The Fingers (the left 
turn off the A2 onto the B147) there is a sharper gradient to the top 

of the hill called Ballylinny. This would have entailed expensive 

cutting, and the subsequent steep downhill gradient would surely 

have made any rail line out of the question. 

Any alternative route for the tram involved crossing privately 

owned land, land owned for the most part by the very same Sir 
Francis. 

There must have been more than one cup of tea at Dundarave. 

Negotiation resulted in a further Bill before parliament early in 1885, 

and work began on the extension and the building of the Bushmills 

Station which was finished in 1887. 

 

The Victoria Jubilee Bridge 
The line crossed the Bushmills-Portballintrae road (now Ballaghmore 
Road) and skirted the new Bushfoot golf course, the clubhouse being 

sited at the side of the track in those days. After about three 

quarters of a mile (1,2km), it faced the obstacle of the Bush twenty 

five feet (7,6m) below the mean level of the track. So a lattice metal 

three span 133 foot (40,54m) bridge was built. That‟s a brave 

distance. 

The 20th June 1887 was   the   jubilee of sixty-eight   year old 
Queen Victoria‟s reign. Twelve days later, the extended line was 

opened (without ceremony), and WA Traill named the bridge the 

Victoria Jubilee Bridge. “WA Traill CE Engineer”, the plaque 

proclaims. 

The Victoria Jubilee Bridge took the weight of me and my bike, and 

I walked over it to Sunday school on occasion, but I never liked 
looking down through the girders at the brown water below. 
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WA Traill named the bridge in 1887 and was on the money 103 years later. 

 

The extension to Ardihannon necessitated a bigger generator at 

Walkmills in 1887, a year in which 62,000 passengers and 6,188 tons 

of freight were carried, up from 49,000 and 5,352 respectively the 

year before. (In 1897, giving evidence in the famous Causeway Case 
which we will examine later, Dr Traill tells the court that 100,000 

passengers were carried in 1896). The Postmaster General 

contributed to the income as mail was carried at a cost of ₤100 a 

year. 

 

Power to the Causeway Hotel 
There was a surplus of power generation, especially in the winter 

months (when employees took their labour to the distillery, a 
tradition that lasted right to the end of the tram‟s days in 1949). 

Thus  the  company  could  afford  to  involve  itself  in the sideline of  

electricity supply. Limited customer base or insider trading: the 

Causeway Hotel, strictly speaking owned by Sir Francis and leased to 

the company whose majority shareholders were soon to be the Traill 

brothers, was the recipient. So in 1889, the novelty of electric light 

was added to the attractions of The Causeway. To put this 
achievement into perspective, it was just ten years earlier that 

Thomas Edison had invented the incandescent light bulb. 

Trail-blazing, to be sure. 

 

Bravery 
In the morning light of 1st November that same year (1889), WA 

Traill looked out of the bay window of the first floor drawing room of 

the Causeway Hotel during a storm and saw that the Portrush life  
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boat was in trouble. It had gone to the assistance of a schooner 

which had dragged its anchor off The Skerries and had been 

overwhelmed in the huge sea.  Traill got ropes and he and his 
workers managed to beach the boat on Blackrock Strand. Three of 

the crew perished. Their bodies were put on the tram and the inquest 

was held in the tram shed at Bushmills. 

His action was recognised by the Royal Humane Society who 

awarded him their Testimonial on Vellum, their third highest award.74 

One begins to see why brave is such a widely used adjective about 
The Causeway when one learns that once again history repeated 

itself. 

Six years later, in the summer of 1895, this remarkable man took 

his own tram to the scene of a capsized boat off the White Rocks. 

The cliffs there are precipitous and dangerous, but he climbed down 

and swam to a young lady. Reports say she initially spurned him, so 
to speak, indicating as she did so that he should attend to her 

mother first. Further out, her father was trying to keep her mother‟s 

head above the waves, not knowing she had already drowned. 

Somehow our hero managed to bring both husband and wife to the 

shore before returning to, and saving, the daughter who by this time 

had been in the water for some forty-five minutes. 
It is odd that the Royal Humane Society overlooked this episode. 

However, there was a reward more cherished. Apart from the 

inscribed silver bowl from the people of Preston, the home of the 

family, WA Traill later won the hand of the young lady whose life he 

had saved. She became the third Mrs WA Traill and his wife for thirty 

years, outliving him. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

                                    
74  The Testimonial on Vellum is awarded where someone has “put themselves in 
considerable danger to save, or attempt to save, someone else.” 
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WA Traill's map of 1879. 
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The tram originally went into The Diamond, then called the Market Yard, in 

Bushmills. See inset top left.  

 

 

 

 
The station for the Giant’s Causeway and Bushmills Railway in 2009 with 

The Nook in the background. 
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The Causeway Terminus on 10th August 1930. Skyline from left to right has 

the Royal Hotel, farm buildings, The Nook with its bell atop the west gable, 
the schoolmaster’s house (Douglas’s), Causeway school and the post 

office. 
 The gradient made it too costly to take the tram closer to the Grand 

Causeway itself. 
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14. The Causeway Case: the 

build-up 
 

You are a child of the universe no less than the trees and the stars; you have a right to 

be here.  Max Ehrmann (1872-1945). Desiderata. 
 

The Causeway Grab 

 
In this year ninety-six, a terrible fix 

Befell the Causeway grand; 

For a syndicate came, with no sense of shame, 

And disgraced our beauteous land. 

They said, “You must pay when you come this way, 

To view Dame Nature‟s store; 
Our rights we claim, with a landlord‟s name, 

And we mean to net piles galore.” 

So a gate was brought, with railings all wrought, 

Strong enough to guard giant heaps; 

And in Bushmills was found one stalwart75 and sound 

To levy toll with easy leaps. 
Oh, Finn M‟Cool! if you could but pull 

Yourself from the grave for a space, 

You‟d come in your might, and show that you‟re right 

Was usurped, quite out of place. 

Your generous band never meant to brand 

With selfish greed such treasure; 
You gave it free to posterity – 

Noble work – with no scanty measure. 

But, hark! a voice rings clear from the Route so near, 

And is borne to busy Belfast; 

Then the Press speaks out, without any doubt, 

And the battle die is cast. 

All around is heard many an angry word, 
And threats to march to the fray, 

The barriers to rend, and to sea-bottom send, 

With a good old Irish hurrah! 

                                    
75 This is a reference to Sergeant Taylor, for 27 years in charge of the Royal Irish 
Constabulary (police) barracks in Bushmills who was recruited to act as concierge. 
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But lawyers can twist, and still hold in the fist, 

With patience better causes deserve; 
And M‟Allister76 carted, with feelings down-hearted, 

The shackles to hold in reserve. 

When next they come out, we‟ll prepare for the bout, 

And place them around the new giant, 

Which was brought from Cave Hill77, and is lying there still, 

And for show purposes wonderfully plaint.  
                              ANTI-GRABBER. 

 

This poem is extracted from The Coleraine Chronicle of the 25th 

July 1896. And well may you ask what it is all about. 

Until 1896, there had never been any suggestion that access to 

The Giant‟s Causeway should be restricted in any way whatsoever. 
On the contrary, the guides had worked hard to try to maximise the 

human traffic; and the hotel business, be it of the royal variety or the 

electrified one to its west, was prospering. Any gate money would, 

arguably, be sixpence out the guides‟ pockets and less in the hotel 

tills. The whole of the local economy stood to lose out. 

The tenant under the Earl of Antrim was Hugh Lecky. Hitherto 
neither he nor his father, Henry, before him (he died in 1881), nor 

his uncle, John Gage Lecky, before him, had thought to impede 

access. Now railings were to be put up and – horror of horrors – a 

charge was to be made for admission! 

The cry went up, “Howl on! What about our right of way, Mr 

Lecky?” 

 

The introduction of The Syndicate 
As for Hugh Lecky, he was inclined to distance himself from the 
matter: it wasn‟t really him. It was “The Syndicate.” 

Righteous indignation grew to a crescendo when it emerged what 

The Syndicate comprised. 

It was in fact a company called The Giant‟s Causeway Company 

Limited. It was registered on the 6th June 1896, and had its 

registered office in New Row, Coleraine. 
Messrs John and William Chambré (brothers with Dublin 

addresses); Mr E Chambré Hardman, a land agent of 14 Molesworth 

Street, Dublin; Mr CH Crookshank, barrister-at-law, 66 Lesson 

                                    
76 Daniel M‟Allister of The Aird was Hugh Lecky‟s tenant for taking seaweed at Port 
Noffer, the bay to the east of the Grand Causeway. He was also a guide and 

boatman. It was he that was given the contract for making the holes for the metal 
stanchions, but small wonder the poor man did not have his heart in the task. 
77  The contractors for the fencing were Messrs Riddel & Co of Belfast. Hence the 
reference to Cave Hill which is to be found there. 
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Street, Dublin; Mr John M Davies, solicitor, 22 Kildare Street, Dublin 

and a partner in the firm of Crookshank, Leech and Davies of New 
Row, Coleraine; Mr Robert Crookshank of Coleraine; and Mr Hunt 

Walsh Leech, solicitor. These were the shareholders. No problem 

having legal minds involved, but all of them were relatives of Hugh 

Lecky! CH Crookshank turns out to be Lecky‟s brother-in-law! 

 

 

Henry Lecky was the first “owner” of The Causeway to live at Beardiville in 

1845 and his grandson, Hugh, was the last. The house was built from 1710 
to 1712 and the plaque above the door has the date 1713 and depicts the 

Macnaghten coat of arms. The original lease from the Earl of Antrim (one 
of whose hunting lodges it was) to Edmund Macnaghten was in 1709. 

It was boarded up during World War II and restored by the Baxters after 
1965. 

 

In The Coleraine Chronicle of 20th June 1896, we find a leader 
which puts the matter in perspective and hints at the nub of the 

defendants‟ case. 

“The utmost we desire to say is, if there is such a thing as 

a public right-of-way it exists at the Causeway ….it is 

exercised as a right, and without asking leave. ……..a 

custom must be certain, commencing from time 

immemorial. …..Time out of mind the Causeway has been 
enjoyed as a place of recreation and amusement. Visitors 

have come to it from all parts of the civilised world. ….. we 

do not object to a fence being erected between two 

properties; our objection is entirely confined to placing a 

gate across a public path and charging a toll thereat. 

……we sincerely trust the syndicate will not inaugurate 
their enterprises by an act which is certain to evoke strong 

and general disapprobation.” 

It is a measure of that disapprobation that just a week later, the 

same paper devotes three full columns of news to “The Closing Of 

The Giant‟s Causeway.” 
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Questions in Parliament 
A question was raised in the House of Commons: is the Chief 
Secretary to the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland78 aware that a syndicate 

has been formed to erect railings and a gate at the path leading to 

the Giant‟s Causeway, with the object of excluding visitors except on 

payment of a toll? 

 

 

 

This ad appeared in The Coleraine Chronicle of 5th September 1896 

 

The Evening Telegraph reports that Riddel is the contractor to make 

the iron gates and fencing. The Ulster Echo reports that the toll will 

be 3d. The News-Letter‟s London correspondent elaborates on the 

question in the Commons and says “the syndicate (why not give their 

names) have secured the services of an ex-sergeant of the Royal 
Irish Constabulary to collect the tolls.” The Northern Whig, in a long 

leader, tells its readers that Lecky‟s father once mooted the notion of  

                                    
78 The incumbent was a friend of the Prince of Wales, George Henry Cadogan 
(1840-1915), the fifth Earl Cadogan. 
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charging for admission “to the marvellous columns;” that the 

syndicate “form a very respectable family party,” but names no 

names; “all the present pathway was made by the tenants”, an 
earlier path having purportedly been made by “an only too well-

known Irish Bishop79 when George the Fourth was King;” and it uses 

words like “preposterous” and calls for protest action: “Something 

ought to be done by the Ulster people”. After all, a meeting in 

London last week was attended by such eminent men as the Lord 

Lieutenant, his predecessor80 and the Irish Chief Secretary81 and 
letters of sympathy were read from “great Irish landlords and public 

men like the Marquis of Londonderry82 and the Duke of Devonshire.”  

 

Widespread indignation 
The Belfast Evening Telegraph said the scheme should be awarded 

the “palm for illegality and impudence. ……to place a charge upon the 

works of Providence is the most monstrous thing of which we have 

ever read or heard.” The editor went on “we would strongly urge the 
immediate opening of a Causeway Right-of-way Fund” which the 

people of Belfast would support.  Foreshadowing what was to 

happen, he concludes by urging that legal advice be taken and “if 

this legal advice is that the railings should be pulled down for the 

purpose of having the matter tested before the judges, then not a 

moment should be lost.” 
The clamour was not limited to Ireland. The London correspondent 

of the Irish News reported that the public indignation in the province 

was “cordially reciprocated in London, where the opinion is freely 

expressed that in such a gross infringement of long recognised public 

rights the people should know how to act,” suggesting “assembling in 

crowds and tearing down the barriers” as the English had frequently 

done to defend encroachment on “commons.” He concluded by 
saying that the House of Commons is powerless to act. 

As the indignation grew, so did the column inches, The Coleraine 

Chronicle of 27th June 1896 running extensive coverage, even 

quoting from the obscure Drapery World of Manchester. “Tourists will 

                                    
79 The earl-bishop, Frederick Augustus Hervey, Earl of Bristol and Bishop of Derry.  
80  Robert Offley Ashburton Milnes (1858-1945), Marquess of Crewe. 
81  Gerald Balfour, the Earl of Balfour (1853-1945) was Chief Secretary in the 

period 1895 to 1900. 
82  He was Charles Vane-Tempest-Stewart (1852-1915), the 6th Marquess and Earl 

Vane. It is said that the youngest child of his marriage to Lady Theresa Susey 
Helen Chetwynd-Talbot (1856–1919), eldest daughter of the 19th Earl of 

Shrewsbury, was fathered by the Prince of Wales. He carried the Sword of State at 
the coronation in 1902. See also Chapter 18 on the subject of Bertie‟s progeny. 

His grandmother was Anne Catherine Macdonnell (1778-1834), 2nd Countess of 
Antrim. See Appendix H. 
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rather leave out going to the Causeway than submit to the 
imposition. The Electric Tramway Company might just as well try to 

prevent the public from going to the Causeway save by their route.” 

The Derry Sentinel, still in production today, tells its readers that 

Mr Lecky‟s father built “the little house” at The Causeway “some 

thirty-one years ago” and that his tenant was the M‟Kinley family. 

This is a reference to the Old Lady of the Wishing Well, Mrs M‟Kinley. 
She was still living in the house in 1896 with her daughter, but had 

been given notice to leave, although she had paid the rent till 

November.83   

 

 
Taken about 1919, this shows the Lecky caretaker’s house, built in 1865 
and long occupied by the M’Kinley family. Note the railings and the gate 

house on the right.84 It was used by Jamie Martin, the caretaker in my day. 
Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 

 

                                    
83 No name given, but here is a teaser about an earlier house, reported in the press 
in June 1896: “-------- told me last week that her mother says the road was on the 

county, and that her father when high sheriff pulled down a house which was built 
where the present house stands, and he had to get the protection of a company of 

yeomanry while doing so.” 
84 The photograph is from the WA Green collection. William Alfred Green (1870-

1958) was an Ulsterman. No book about The Causeway would be complete without 
some of his work which stands the test of time. 
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Wishing 
The Wishing Well was a feature in my childhood. The way the guides 
had it, if you wanted your wish to come true, you had to go to the 

well en route to the Wishing Chair, take a mouthful of its spring 

water (it was very close to the sea) and hold it in your mouth until, 

seated on the Wishing Chair some 75m northwards, you made your 

wish. 

Only then could you swallow. 
Mrs M‟Kinley smoked a white clay pipe, and sold whatever she 

could to gullible visitors, including a nip of uisce beatha, distilled not 

far away in the Headlands. She worked in cahoots with the guides, of 

course. 

The well, incidentally, only fell foul of officialdom in the 1960s when 

its yield was deemed unfit for human consumption and it was filled in 
with rocks. 

I never did hear of anyone dying from imbibing its waters, least of 

all when laced with poteen poured from an Old Bushmills bottle. Nor 

did I hear of any complaints that there was no license for her to sell 

spirits for consumption off the premises. But you can understand 

Francis Kane opting for temperance tea rooms when faced with such 
on-the-spot competition from a stronger product. 

The Derry Sentinel  informs us that Mrs M‟Kinley85 was to be bought 

out of her tenancy with the promise of a rebate of half the year‟s 

rent, and permission to continue to live in her wee hut by the well 

just inside the railing. (In the event, one of the guides, James 

M‟Allister, aged 82, replaced her at the well). It also reflected good 

investigative journalism by revealing that Hugh Lecky alias The 
Syndicate spent ₤200 buying one named Taylor out of his lease over 

the grazing rights “from the centre of Port Grane86 or Portgannagh 

…..to the top of the headlands and along to the  

 

                                    
85 Even when she came to give her evidence in the case, her first name was not 
revealed, but it seems to have been Mary – the Old Mary referred to by Edwin 

Waugh in the 1860s. He says she said “a taste of the real stuff” as she added the 
whiskey to the well water. She succeeded her husband, John, as caretaker of The 

(Lecky portion of the) Causeway, a role for which she was paid ₤1 a year by Hugh 
Lecky. She was preceded at the well by Lily and Neil McMullan. Lord Antrim also 

employed his man at The Causeway right up till my time. His role was entirely 
symbolic, but we all knew who he was and were therefore reminded who the 

underlying owner was. 
86 Port Ganny, not Port Granny as some books have it. Granted, the view west from 

this bay gives the best outline of the Giant‟s Granny climbing Stookans. “Ganye,” 
the old spelling, means sandy. 



 

148  

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

“Chimney Stalks.””87 The rationale for getting rid of Taylor was so 
that the toll-gate could be built. Sir Francis Macnaghten is the owner 

of the land “from the centre of the port back beyond the Causeway 

Hotel and Mrs Kane‟s,” it elaborates. No detail is spared: “From ten 

to eighteen years ago, in consequence of sheep wandering from Mr 

Lecky‟s land to the land of Sir Francis Macnaghten, a fence was 

erected on the boundary line. The public right-of-way was, however, 
always preserved by a gate. The toll-gate, be it observed, is nearer 

the Causeway than this sheep gate, and it may be that the company 

rely on the existence of this gate to bar the right-of-way. This gate, 

however, was never known to be closed in the face of a visitor.” 

The fence was still in situ for wee Georgie to see. Small wonder it 

took eight years to put it there, for even with the abseiling 
techniques of today, it would have been “a hard job,” given that the 

cliffs it came over are at their steepest. 

 It was removed in the 1960s. 

 Prophetic that the reporter (a local man?) should mention all this 

detail, for sure enough, in the case that ensued, evidence was given 

regarding all of it. 
The said James M‟Allister was placed at the Wishing Chair in May 

that year on Hugh Lecky‟s instructions. Thereafter “the three old 

women were no longer allowed to settle with their baskets at the 

chair as they had done for years.” 

The Northern Whig, quoted in a supplement to the Chronicle at the 

end of June that memorable year, calls for a committee to be formed 

at once, pointing out that there is a meeting in London the following 
week about the development of tourist traffic in Ireland, convened by 

Lord Londonderry and presided over by the Lord Lieutenant.88 Those 

attending, we are told will include the Chief Secretary, the Lord 

Mayors of both Dublin89 and Belfast.90 The Causeway is to be 

discussed. The editor oddly slips in “It has been said that the 

Causeway was “discovered” in 1786.” From that date “visitors have.. 
… been allowed to go down and to come up from the Causeway 

without let or hindrance, without having to pay any fee of admission, 

or without being interfered with in any way except by the 

importunities of the guides, of which complaints were made so long 

                                    
87  For this landmark, I have “Chimney Tops.” In legend, they were shot at by the 
ships of the Spanish Armada, mistaking them for Dunluce Castle. Sure enough, 

they are above the last resting place of the Girona. 
88 George Henry Cadogan (1840-1915), fifth Earl Cadogan. His first born was a god 

son of the Prince of Wales. 
89 His name was Richard F McCoy. 
90 He was William James (Lord) Pirrie (1847-1924) who had a hand in the building 
of the Titanic. 
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ago in print as in the year of the battle of Waterloo” (1815). 

 
The Chimney Tops were damaged by a storm in the late 1940s after this 

photograph was taken (about 1912), and not by the Spanish Armada. 
The path is visible lower right. Below is how they look in 2009. 
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The question at Westminster and the ensuing knowledge that 
Parliament had no power to intervene proved to be the catalyst, so 

fervently called for by Ulster editors, to form an amalgamated body 

that would challenge the syndicate. Calls were made for the railway 

companies, the Portrush Town Commissioners (as the Council was 

then called), the hoteliers, the owners of “the Electric Tramway” – 

those seen to have the most to lose – to take the lead. 
But more column inches were to be taken up as the pot was further 

stirred and individuals vented their ire. 

 

Manifest resistance to The Syndicate 
Under the heading “A Partial Retreat By The Syndicate,” and the sub-

heading “The Holes Filled, And Gates Thrown Down The Cliffs” The 

Coleraine Chronicle of Saturday, July 11, 1896 reported what seemed 

like a bizarre early celebration of “The Twelfth.” 
It seems that a Coleraine company refused to supply the metal 

work required for the barrier, and that Riddel & Co of Belfast had the 

order delivered on site on Monday, 6th July. As the verse of Anti-

Grabber notes, it was the unfortunate Daniel M‟Allister of The Aird, 

Lecky‟s tenant, who had to cart the offending metalwork from 

Portrush and take it down to where the holes had been dug. Two 
days later, he carted it up again and left it at his farm “where (it 

was) treated with becoming contempt by his pigs and poultry,” the 

paper says. In removing it, he acted on the instruction of Mr HW 

Leech, the Coleraine solicitor in partnership with Lecky‟s relative, 

Crookshank, and a syndicate member himself. 

It seems the locals and “some from beyond Bushmills” got together 

and removed the wooden gates, throwing them on the rocks at Port-
na-Grane (sic), cheering, waving hats and shouting “Where is Leech” 

and “Down with Lecky.” They then filled the holes dug for the railings 

and the (new, metal) gate posts.  

 

Beggars and Parasites 
In a rare favourable mention of the villain of the piece, the paper 

says Lecky placed his man at the Wishing Chair and the woman at 

the Well “……to dispose of the beggars and other parasites at the 
Causeway.” 

The Belfast contractors by this time had asked for police protection 

to fulfil their contract to supply and erect the railings and the gate 

pillars, but the RIC declined on the basis that they could not interfere 

in a dispute which involved a right of way. 

The pleas of the editors were being heeded, for the matter as 
raised at that week‟s meeting of the Town Commissioners of both 
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Coleraine and Portrush and strongly worded motions were 

adopted. The respective Chairmen of the Commissioners called the 

first public meetings in the town halls for the following week, the 
Portrush one to be addressed by Dr Traill, JP, FTCD. 

 

More questions in the Commons 
On the Thursday further questions were asked in the House of 

Commons: Are those parts of the Giant‟s Causeway or its approaches 

which are below the high-water mark vested in the Crown; and will 

the President of the Board of Trade order an engineer to visit the 

Causeway to see whether it would be possible to erect an iron 
footbridge to secure a public passage over the foreshore; if The 

Syndicate attempt to place the railings on Crown Land, will legal 

proceedings be taken? 

Mr Charles Thomson Ritchie, the relevant cabinet minister at the 

time, responded positively on all aspects of the question, but added 

that there was no money to build a footbridge. 
The Attorney General for Ireland, Mr John Atkinson, Conservative 

MP for North Londonderry and later Lord Atkinson, was asked if he 

knew who comprised The Syndicate and if he had been consulted by 

Mr Lecky regarding “public rights” at the Causeway. He replied in the 

negative adding “I should have hoped that it would have been 

unnecessary to assure the honourable member that I have not been 
consulted by or given any advice to any private individual or 

company on the subject.” 

 

Protest Meetings and Indignation 
After the Twelfth, even more printer‟s ink was used on what was the 

hottest topic in Ireland. There was a protest meeting in Ballymoney‟s 

New Town Hall. The list of those who were there includes six 

reverend gentlemen, doctors, solicitors, bank managers, vets and 
JPs. Francis Kane, then aged 79, is named among the “large 

attendance”, though he was not on the resultant committee that was 

formed. 

General M‟Calmont, MP for North Antrim91 was asked to raise the 

matter “of national importance” at Westminster. The recorded  

                                    
91 More often referred to as Col Hugh M‟Calmont, he was a Major-General who lived 
at Whiteabbey. 

Edward Macnaghten was the first MP for North Antrim when the constituency was 
created in 1885. As we know, he became a Life Peer and took the title Lord 

Macnaghten of Runkerry. 
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rhetoric included “It is not merely Ballymoney indignation. It is 

spreading over England and Scotland…It is our Giant‟s Causeway. It 
is Ireland‟s Causeway! It is the work of the great Almighty.” 

The Coleraine Chronicle printed the details of those comprising The 

Syndicate. “It is now beyond question that a syndicate has been 

formed for the exclusion of the public from the Causeway”, it 

bellowed, quoting the Ulster Echo describing it as “A decidedly 

interesting little party this surely, who have started a pretty game in 
which they will not succeed.” 

You don‟t get journalism like that these days. 

Nor prose and poetry like this from “Bob M‟Keen” who wrote to the 

Ballymena Observer: 

“An‟ the Giant‟s Causeway‟s tae be sindicated am tauld. 

Deed it‟s a wunner it got rest sae lang frae the company 
promoters. They‟ll be giein‟ the organ a new coat o‟ pent, 

an‟ cleenin‟ oot the pipes for the new music that‟ll be heerd 

afore lang in the neighbourhood o‟ the chimney stacks. The 

loom has lang been in need o‟ new sleys, an‟ that guid auld 

has been”, the giant‟s granny, is tae get a new wheel an‟ 

swifts, fitted wi‟ newmatic tyres. Electric pooer ‟ll come 
frae the storage battery at Bushmil‟, an‟ the organ „ll be 

worked by machinery, gaun nicht an‟ day. It‟s a great idea, 

a gigantic undertakin‟:- 

 Just think o‟ Fin Macool, 

An‟ the rest o‟ that auld school, 

Rampagin‟ roon the Causeway day an‟ nicht; 

An‟ coontin‟ up the geese 
That the sargin o‟ paleece 

Has admitted, pyein‟ sixpence for their richt. 

 

You can hear the duntin‟s sleys 

As the weaver in amaze 

Beholds the crowds that‟s passin‟ in the gate. 
An‟ as he ties an en‟ 

He thinks they‟re lucky men 

That own the Giant‟s Causeway big estate. 

The tune the organ plays 

Is in ready money‟s praise, 

 An‟ sounds like fifty thousand German bands. 
An‟ the notes it sounds are these 

“Ye may a‟ come in that please 

For a tanner, on the sindycated lands.” 

 

Nae mair the Causey‟s free 
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 For foulk like you an‟ me 

To wanther roon the rocks an‟ opont the stanes. 
Its rights are filched away; 

It‟s grabbed, a Leck-y-day, 

By the greedy garbs wi‟ sindycatin‟ brains.” 

 

Righteous indignation simply oozed from every page of the press. 

There was a plethora of meetings. An early one in Belfast was 
described was “a united meeting of representatives of various 

associations for the protection of the public right of way at the 

Giant‟s Causeway.” It was attended by such luminaries as Sir William 

M‟Cammond JP who was Lord Mayor of Belfast in 1894/5, 

immediately before WJ Pirrie whose apology was recorded. 

At this meeting, Greer and Hamilton of Ballymoney were chosen as 
solicitors to “the united defence committee,” Dr Traill was to 

represent Portrush, and Londonderry would have as its 

representatives   Aldermen Bell (the Mayor) and Alderman Johnston. 

Messrs Drummond Grant and TG Carson were Coleraine‟s men. 
 
Hostilities and Operations 
The strident, somewhat military tone that had crept into the 

reporting was epitomised in the Chronicle‟s leader of 18 July which 

began “There has been a suspension of operations, if not hostilities, 

at the Giant‟s Causeway during the celebration of the Twelfth of 
July.”  

The Boer War only started three years later. 

The same edition reported on the Coleraine meeting which was 

called for the purpose of “considering the proposed railing in of the 

Giant‟s Causeway and the levying of a toll on visitors frequenting it.” 

 

Names long associated with Coleraine 
Among the names of those attending are some whose descendants 
are still in the area today. The convenor of the meeting was the 

Chairman of the Town Commissioners or Mayor in today‟s parlance, 

David Baxter. Daniel Christie92 was there. So was William Henry, 

Clerk of Coleraine Union or, like his son was for many years, Town 

Clerk. William McNaul, he who was running the Causeway Hotel in 

1844, was there. And so was barrister William Eccles, who argued 

that Sir Francis Macnaghten owned the approach to The Causeway 
and so he was equally entitled to levy a toll. The syndicate asserted 

that Lecky was the owner, but the fee farm grant by Lord Antrim to 

                                    
92  Both he and his son, Jack, were Mayors of Coleraine. His grandson, also Dan, 
lives at Ballybogey House, next to Benvarden. 
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the Lecky family excluded the mineral rights. So Lord Antrim had a 

perfect right “to enter upon the Giant‟s Causeway and blow the whole 
thing to pieces.” 

 

The Causeway Fair 
I have wanted to tell you about the Causeway Fair. It was mentioned 

at this Coleraine meeting by two of the speakers as having been held 

for fifty years. It was being held when the Causeway Hotel was being 

built, and it went on for a week, the meeting heard. The argument 

was that therefore the public had a prescriptive right of access to the 
Causeway itself. 

Although the Causeway Fair was last held in August 1939 and did 

not resume after World War II, it was still a topic of conversation in 

my childhood. The venue was the (Kane) field behind the Royal 

Hotel, the first on the right as you start the walk up the headlands 

from the car park, with the museum school its eastern boundary.  
Quite what role my ancestors had in its establishment I do not 

know, but it became a tradition, much like the Auld Lammas Fair 

continues to be in Ballycastle at the same season of the year. 

Lammas is a Scottish quarter day, when rent and ministers‟ stipends 

are payable. It‟s the 1st August, strictly. 

 

 
The Chalet at the bottom of the Shepherd’s Path in Port Noffer c 1930 with 

Ellen Martin on the steps. I always got a welcome there. 

 
We know it was held in 1844 for the early edition of the Coleraine 

Chronicle advertised it. I suspect its origin is earlier and that the 

resourceful guides had a hand in its organisation and marketing, later 

taken up by the hostelry proprietors. 

Thousands came to it, on foot, horseback and by boat. 

Yellowman was on offer at the stalls. An Ulster recipe, it‟s similar to 
the inside of a crunchy bar, but harder, more brittle. 
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Dulse was on offer, too. It‟s a dried, red seaweed, palmaria 

palmate being its correct name. Very salty, so best with porter or 
whiskey – not that that‟s the way I used to enjoy it. 

Brown or silver eels, found on the Kane land, but mostly from the 

Bann, dipped in flour and fried in butter over an open fire and served 

with champ and a white onion sauce was one of the culinary 

delicacies. 

Fresh whelks were boiled over an open fire.  Birds‟ eggs from 
almost inaccessible cliff nests were another delicacy;93  honeycombs 

and mead; curds and whey; pickled chestnuts. These were traded – 

often bartered. 

Bands played, singers sang, fortune tellers (called seers, those with 

second sight) prognosticated, runners ran races, men strained in the 

tug-„o-war, poteen was drunk; gypsies sold ponies and tinkers 
mended pots.  Potato bread was baked. Tumblers somersaulted. 

Courting was started, promises made. The storyteller appeared and 

told tales of legends, of Finn M‟Cool and Benandonner. 

There were rowing and sailing regattas which attracted entrants 

from as far as Moville and Greencastle on the Donegal side of Lough 

Foyle. In the early days, they came from Islay and the Mull of 
Kintyre. 

And they had picnics down at The Causeway without having to pay 

– until 1897. 

These were held either on the Little Causeway where the Wishing 

Well was close or, if the wind got up, in Port Noffer, the bay to the 

east, where there was another well. This latter site was considered so 

suitable that eventually enterprising womenfolk from the Aird built a 
wooden tearoom there called The Chalet. They made their way down 

using the Shepherd‟s Path, carrying the cakes they had baked in the 

early morning. It was popular up to wee Georgie‟s time. I always got 

a welcome and a bite to eat. It was removed along with the six 

wooden shops (“tents”) along the path in the 1960s. 

The Causeway Fair was great craic all-th‟-gether. 
Have a look at Appendix G for a feel for 1840 prices generally and 

of agricultural and marine produce in particular.  

More aggression 
 The Portrush meeting in a packed town hall was addressed 
 

                                    
93  I recall one of these daredevil egg men, the antithesis of vertigo, with only a 
rope, on Rathlin in 1947. Sadly, the single egg of the puffin was prized. The eggs 

were preserved for winter food. Slaked lime was the solution they were kept in – 
all inside a crock, so they were called crocked eggs. Not a crock of gold, but 

important nourishment when the boats could not go out in rough seas. 
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by Dr Traill who described The Causeway as “… a place of world-wide 

fame, and a monument of the marvellous power of the Almighty in 

working out the wonderful laws of nature.” The tram, he said, had 
carried as many as one thousand in one day. Who were these 

people? They were the toiling masses looking for health and 

recreation. “A working man,” he said, “could leave Belfast in the 

morning, get five hours at the Causeway, and get home again the 

 
Ballybogey House was the dower house of Benvarden. 

 

same evening for 3s 6d.” 
Mr Drummond Grant cited Susanna Drury‟s drawing as evidence of 

a long standing right-of-way.  Enclosing it would make it “like some 

parterre (to be seen) about Margate or Ramsgate…. that would 

destroy its charm.” He described the building of the house on the 

Causeway as “a great mistake and a piece of vandalism.” What The 

Syndicate proposed was “aggression.” 
Portrush would fight and Portrush would be right. And Dr Traill 

subscribed ₤10 to the fund to fight the matter (in court). 

In August, we read that the Earl of Antrim94 has entered the fray by 

getting his solicitors to write to The Syndicate to the effect that his 

lordship claims not only the Causeway itself but “its approaches and 

surroundings …. the foreshore as his private property.” 
 

“Defence” 
The Coleraine Chronicle of 15th August 1896 reported that the Giant‟s 

Causeway Defence Fund‟s honorary treasurer is Sir Wm. 

M‟Cammond, JP. Again the military language. 

                                    
94 William Randal Macdonnell (1851-1918) had become the 6th Earl (through the 
female line). Being of the second creation of the earldom, there is confusion with 

the earlier sixth Earl who was Randal William Macdonnell of the first creation and 
his dates were 1749 to 1791. See Appendix H. 
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This was serious intent, to be sure. 

Later there is a “Giant‟s Causeway Defence Association” meeting in 
Belfast under Sir William‟s chairmanship. I note that my grandfather, 

billed as Frank Kane, jnr., is on board, the travel to the frequent 

meetings of this nature being too much for his elderly father. The 

record also shows Mr Greer of the firm Greer and Hamilton of 

Ballymoney is the solicitor to the Defence Committee. This firm is 

mentioned elsewhere as solicitors to the Earl of Antrim. 
By early October 1896, Mr Greer had obtained counsel‟s opinion. It 

was that the right of the public to have access to The Causeway 

should “be sustained.”  And simultaneously, steps were being taken 

by The Syndicate which were bringing matters to a head: the 

Shepherd‟s Path was about to be permanently blocked by gating the 

first few feet of the descent from The Headlands (as was done in my 
youth); the holes for the railings are prepared (again) to receive their 

intended Riddel metalwork; and two men had been placed on the 

path by the syndicate who were telling visitors that they were 

trespassing on private property, taking their names and addresses. 

It was as though this was what the “defence” had been waiting for. 

A group of them from the Ballymoney Committee went to The 
Causeway and duly gave their names. This deliberate confrontation 

had the desired result. Next day, their leader, Mr SC M‟Elroy, editor 

of the Ballymoney Free Press, received a letter from the Syndicate‟s 

solicitor, Mr BH Lane of Limavady informing him that a writ was being 

issued in the Superior Courts for trespassing and inviting him to 

name a solicitor who would accept the serving of it. Greer and 

Hamilton were named and the whole matter became a legal one. 
While this was happening, the dogs of war were gowlin‟. 

 

“The Late Engagement at The Causeway” 
Under this heading the Coleraine Chronicle of the 10th October 1896 

quoted these as authentic copies of the despatches forwarded by 

Major-General Sir Hugh M‟Calmont, MP and Admiral JS Alexander to 

the authorities:- 

To the Right Honourable Lord Roberts95, Commander-in-
Chief of HM Forces in Ireland. 

I have the honour to inform your lordship that, acting under 

your lordship‟s orders, I assembled the troops at my disposal, 

consisting of the Veteran Battalion, on the morning of Sunday, 

the 4th inst., at Portrush, in front of the Northern Counties 

Hotel. 

                                    
95  Lord Roberts was a Waterford man, a VC and Commander-in-Chief of the British 
forces in South Africa in the First Boer War. 



 

158  

 
 

 
 

 

 

The roll having been called – I regret to say, with indifferent 

results – I thought it my duty to at once march my men, such 
as they were, to the Giant‟s Causeway to meet the enemy. 

This, owing to the disorganised state of the troops, I was only 

able to accomplish by electricity. 

Having arrived in the neighbourhood of the Causeway, I 

thought it best to proceed with the utmost caution. I threw out 

skirmishers well to my front, and in the performance of this 
special duty, I beg to bring to your lordship‟s notice Major 

Mackinght, for the dash and courage with which he directed 

the operations. 

I kept the main body of the troops well in hand. 

It gives me pleasure to inform your lordship that the enemy, 

seeing the imposing grandeur of our advance, thought 
prudence the best part of valour, and at once dispersed. With 

the material under my command, I was unable to order any 

pursuit, however limited. After the engagement, I 

endeavoured to get my troops into order, and, with some 

difficulty, succeeded in marching them back to Portrush. 

There are two hotels at the Causeway. 
In all the operations I was ably assisted by the Naval 

Squadron, under the command of the Admiral, and I beg to 

bring to your lordship‟s notice my ADCs, Captain M‟Calmont 

(who is my brother), and Captain “Ballyhooly,” for the able 

assistance afforded me by them on this occasion. 

Later, I hope to forward list of casualties, which I expect will 

be limited to officers and men missing. 
The moral effect is excellent. 

I have the honour, &c. 

 

To the Right Honourable the Lords of the Admiralty. 

MY LORDS, - In obedience to your lordships‟ order, I 

directed the squadron under my command to proceed towards 
the Giant‟s Causeway on Sunday last, 4th inst., to assist the 

troops under Major-General M‟Calmont‟s orders in their attack 

on the enemy, supposed to be in force at the Giant‟s 

Causeway. 

Owing to the boisterous weather and heavy sea, I was 

unable to get close enough to the coast, so I did nothing. 
I was admirably assisted by the several officers, seamen, 

and marines under my command, and am glad to be able to 

report that the operations were conducted without loss to Her 

Majesty‟s forces. 

I have the honour, &c. 
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So writs96 for trespassing were served on Mr Greer for his clients, 

the Causeway Defence Committee, who in turn would be represented 
by Lavans M Ewart, JP of Glenbank House, Ballysillan, and Robert 

Young of Lacken, Rathfriland and SC M‟Elroy, the Free Press editor of 

Ballymoney. The Syndicate selected these names from the number 

who had deliberately provoked them by going down to The 

Causeway. They were not only members of the Defence Committee 

but “well known gentlemen in the north of Ireland.” 
Oddly, the aforementioned Attorney General, the Right Honourable 

John Atkinson (1844-1932), a product of Belfast Royal Academy, 

(and later Lord Atkinson) was enjoined in the action as a co-defend-

ant because he, legally, was the representative of The People who 

were, it was contended, being denied their right to pass freely onto 

The Causeway.  
The decision to make the challenge in court was taken because, Mr 

Greer advised, if they did not do so The Syndicate would win by 

default the right to levy the entrance fee.  

 

 

 
Portrush was a centre for cementing protest action in the months prior to 

the hearing of the Causeway Case. 

 

 

 

                                    
96  Not summonses which are issued in criminal cases. Although trespass is a 
usually criminal offence, it can be a civil one. In The Giant‟s Causeway Case, the 

parties agreed that the matter should be resolved through the Court of Chancery, 
and so a writ was issued. A writ is a written command in the name of the sovereign 

to persons directing them (in this case) to abstain from acting in a certain way – 
not to access The Causeway without paying the entrance fee. 
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The white fiver. Dr Traill gave two of them to the Causeway Defence Fund. 

 

THE RISING OF THE SPLEEN 

Oh Finn, my dear, and did you hear the news that‟s going round, 

That “Admiral” and “General” did invade Causeway ground. 
The one on sea in fog encased, and no one he could see, 

The other he kept on the land to watch his vis-à-vis. 
Oh, who would not be seen, 

Oh, who would not be seen, 

With a “Niblick” for a truncheon 
And a “Jemmy” for the Queen. 

 
The way it came about, I‟m told, but this you must not prate, 

„Twas in talking after supper, which, in troth, was rather late, 
The spirits had arisen, I don‟t mean from the dead, 

And many, many, many, many things were said. 
Oh, who would not be seen, etc. 

 
And so they talked and talked and talked, and talked and talked away, 

For every one was proud that night to have his little say. 
The thing was very popular, and you, poor Finn, were dead. 

And, therefore, there was nothing that they need care nor dread. 
Oh, who would not be seen, etc. 

But, oh, how sad it is to tell of how the morning broke, 

And of how many warriors who could not be awoke. 
Alas, the spirits of the night, tar-ra-ra-boom-diay, 

The bugle call would not attend tar-ra-ra-boom-diay. 
Oh, who would not be seen, etc. 

HAFIZ. 

Column inches from the Coleraine Chronicle of 24th October 1896 
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The Charge of the Golf Brigade 

 
Half a league, half a league, 

From the Bush onward. 

In the Electric Tram 

  Rode the full hundred. 

Forward the Golf Brigade, 
Tear down the gates, they said, 

On to the Causeway Head 

  Rode the One Hundred. 

 

“Forward the Golf Brigade,” 

In Sunday clothes arrayed 

Great was the show they made. 
  Nobody blundered. 

Theirs not to make reply 

Asked for their names, or why 

Came they The Loom so nigh. 

Down with the gates and bars, 

  Scattered and sundered. 
 

Kanes to the right of them, 

Traills to the left of them, 

Cannon in front of them 

  Never had thundered. 

No volley‟d shot or shell 
Did their advance repel. 

Not to the jaws of death, 

But to the Giant‟s Well 

  Strode the One Hundred. 

 

Nor was an enemy there, 
Nor gates nor bars to tear. 

Sound they no loud fanfare, 

Charging The Causeway while 

  Toll-keeper slumbered. 

There was no battery smoke. 

There was no railing broke. 

Guides and old women 
Hailed them as strange folk 

Fit to be plundered. 

Then they turned back. It‟s not – 

  Not to be wondered. 
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Traills to the right of them, 

Kanes to the left of them, 
Columns behind them 

  Could not be numbered. 

Left they The Loom and Well, 

Nor horse nor hero fell, 

They that had talked so well 

Led by their general. 
Later, from Kane‟s Hotel 

Came what was left of them – 

  Jolly One Hundred. 

 

Let not the glory fade 

Of the wild charge they made, 
  While the world wondered. 

Drink to the Golf Brigade, 

Toast them in lemonade – 

  Noble One Hundred. 

 

 
My mother had this. Author unknown, but he was a member of Royal 

Portrush Golf Club at whose 1896 annual dinner it had been proposed that 

members should go to The Causeway on the following day to protest. The 
next day was the Sabbath when the toll-keeper, Sergeant Taylor, did not 

work. 
Apologies to Alfred, Lord Tennyson. 

I am indebted to Kath Stewart-Moore for background and for permission 
to publish it. It appears in her book Royal Portrush Ladies – a backward 

glance. 
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15. The Causeway Case: the 

hearing and decision 
 

 
Feeling without judgement is a washy draught indeed but judgement untempered by 

feeling is too bitter and husky a morsel for human deglutition. 

Charlotte Brontë (1816-1855) 

 

The case came to court on Thursday, 18 March 1897 in the Vice-

Chancellor‟s Court in the Four Courts on the north bank of the Liffey 

that runs through Dublin. 
The Court of Chancery, in the old judicial system before the 

partition of Ireland, was one of the four courts housed in that fine 

landmark building (1785). The others were King‟s Bench, Exchequer 

and Common Pleas. I can vouch for the intimidating atmosphere of 

such an imposing structure: I faced a charge of reckless driving there 

in 1962. My common plea – that I was not guilty – fell on deaf ears. 
The Four Courts is the place that was set on fire in the troubles, as 

the Irish euphemism will have it, of June 1922, and, as it housed all 

public records going back to the thirteenth century, that was the end 

of my hopes of tracing my ancestry. 

The Vice-Chancellor‟s Court in those days heard cases on behalf of 

the Queen according to equity (fairness) as opposed to the strict 
letter of the law. 

The Lord Chancellor of Ireland at the time was Lord Ashbourne, 

born Edward Gibson (1837-1913) in Merrion Square, Dublin, a good 

address if ever there was one. He was a Trinity man. 

The Vice-Chancellor was the Right Honourable Hedges Eyre-

Chatterton (1819-1910), a Cork born Trinity man and one time MP 
for Dublin University. He was appointed Attorney-General in 1867 

and later that year was elevated in the legal ranks to the new post of 

Vice-Chancellor. He is unique in Irish legal history in that he was the 

only Vice-Chancellor, holding the post for 37 years until it was 

abolished in 1904 when he retired. 

James Joyce mentions him in Ulysses. 

 
The plaintiff is the party that instigates a lawsuit against another 

party, called the defendant. 
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The plaintiff was the Giant‟s Causeway Company Limited and their 

action was against “special” defendants the Attorney-General and 
Messrs. Ewart, M‟Elroy and Young. 

The Four Courts were damaged in 1922 and records of births and deaths 

were destroyed. In 1897 The Causeway Case was heard there. 

The plaintiffs, in court as tenants of Hugh Lecky (who was present 

in court throughout) and already known to most as The Syndicate, 

sought two things: a declaration (confirmation) of title to the land; 

and an injunction restraining the defendants from trespassing on it. 
The defendants based their defence on a right-of-way and local 

custom. 

The interest, as we shall see, is in the evidence presented as well 

as in the personalities who were the witnesses. 

Underscoring the importance of the case and reflecting the 

quantum of money that had been raised in the campaign for the 

Giant‟s Causeway Defence Fund were the heavy-weight lawyers 
involved. Both parties were of course represented by Counsel, The 

Syndicate by two of them (Matheson, QC and Meredith, QC) plus a 

man called Serjeant Jellett. Jellett is a name we have already 

encountered: Dr John Jellett was the Provost of Trinity who came a 

long way to open the tramway in 1881. Serjeant (a name, not an 

NCO rank) was his brother. 
 

“The” and a third Traill 
Greer and Hamilton of Ballymoney instructed George Wright, QC, JA 

Traill, and the Right Honourable The MacDermot, QC. 
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Note the name Traill cropping up. This is the third brother of 

Anthony, the Provost in succession to Jellett, and William Atcheson 
Traill, the brave man of the tramway. 

The correct term of address for the head of a sept is “The.” This is 

an abbreviation of Chief of the Name and reflects a unique Gaelic 

tradition. In Gaelic the word is Mór.97  Hugh Hyacinth O‟Rorke 

MacDermot (1834-1904) was the head of the MacDermot sept. He 

was Prince of Coolavin, the fifth of his line to be so styled. (His 
descendant, Rory MacDermot, was the incumbent in 2003. They are 

descended from the Kings of Moylurg in north eastern Connaught. 

But that‟s another story). 

Perhaps more relevant than his nobility is that he was a former 

Attorney-General (and Privy Councillor) and therefore a real heavy-

weight to have leading the defence team. 
The Earl of Antrim had a Mr Robert G Warren representing him in a 

watching brief. This is now the 6th Earl in the Second Creation,98 

William Randal Macdonnell (1851-1918) by name and not to be 

confused with the earlier 6th Earl whose names were Randal William. 

Mr Matheson opened the proceedings by outlining the plaintiffs‟ 

case and anticipating the defence. The defendants would raise two 
classes of defence: the public right-of-way to the Giant‟s Causeway 

and  what he described as a second right in the parish of Billy, or a 

custom in the district, of going over the Giant‟s Causeway “for the 

purpose of seeing matters of interest, holding pic-nics, and premises 

of that kind.” 

 

Title to the land in history 
The boundaries of Lecky‟s lands were “contemporaneous” with 

those of the townland of Aird. His predecessor in title was John 
M‟Collum who, in 1738, acquired them from the Earl of Antrim99 by a 

fee farm grant. The present earl had attempted to reassert a right-

of-way by building a pillar above the well in 1833. On it he placed a 

notice asserting his title. Mr Lecky and “a number” of his tenants 

(including the unfortunate Daniel M‟Allister) knocked it down. The 

Lecky lease with The Syndicate, Matheson went on, was for 35 years 
at a rent of ₤118 per annum. Since time immemorial, the Lecky 

family had “exercised exclusive conclusive ownership over the 

Causeway” and the places over which the rights of way were claimed.  

 

                                    
97 Sixteen such hereditary chiefs were recognised at the time the Irish government 

abandoned recognition of them in 2003. 
98 See Appendix H. 
99 This would have been Alexander Macdonnell (1713-1755), the 5th Earl of the first 
creation, the one Susanna Drury dedicated her West Prospect painting to. 
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Valuable deposits of seaweed were to be had at Portgunney (sic) 

and Port Noffer, and Mr Lecky allowed “the people of the district to  

 
Sheep grazed near the Organ Pipes in Port Noffer. Courtesy of the National 

Library of Ireland.100 

harvest it – and sand and shells - in return for rent, thus exercising 

“an exclusive control.” He also rented the sheep-grazing. The court 

was told that in 1874 when the British Association101 visited The 

Causeway, Lecky made improvements “affording visitors greater 

facilities.” No money was spent on repairs or improvements except 
by Lecky. 

The MacDermot interjected “We deny that.” 

                                    
100 This is one of several contemporary photographs from the Lawrence Collection. 

William Mervin Lawrence (1840-1932) had a shop in Sackville (now O‟Connell) 
Street in Dublin from about 1864. Of the surviving 40,000 photographic plates in 

his collection, some 30,000 were taken by a man called Robert French (1841-1917) 
who made several visits to The Causeway in the years 1870 to 1914. Sadly, as 

with the Welch photos of the same era, it is not possible to give precise dates. 
In March 1897, during the hearing of the Causeway Case, my great grandmother, 

Mary Jane Kane, visited Lawrence‟s shop. The resultant portrait appears on page 
184. On the reverse, Lawrence describes himself as “portrait painter & 

photographer” and avers that all negatives are carefully kept. 
The inference is that French stayed at the Royal Hotel when doing his work in the 

area. 
101 The British Association for the Advancement of Science, founded in 1831. 
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It was also Lecky who had given permission for the guides and 

boatmen to “blast a certain rock to facilitate the landing of tourists.” 
(What would the National Trust say about that?). They also managed 

to set substantial iron rings in the rock at the east side of the Grand 

Causeway which were used to moor their boats. 

 I remember them. I wondered, with my child-mind, how on earth 

Finn M‟Cool had managed to get them in there. 
 
The House that Lecky built 
So a strong case was being made for the “title” aspect. Lecky acted 

as an owner, Matheson said. The present house, implying an earlier 

one, had been built by Lecky in 1863. It will horrify conservationists 
of today to learn that he admitted that “basaltic columns were cut 

away and levelled” for the purpose.  

This is the space now used for turning the bus. 

There was, the record shows, laughter in court when, at the 

mention of the house, The MacDermot said “It is a mere cabin.” 

Indignantly, Matheson came back with a description of it as being 
two storeys high, rented to the caretaker at ₤5 a year. 

It was further evidence of Lecky‟s “indisputable” ownership that the 

person in charge of the Giant‟s Well (Wishing Well) was his 

employee. 

Regarding the right-of-way, Matheson would have the Vice-

Chancellor believe that what the defendants called a right-of-way 
was the right of the public to wander all over the property. They 

could define the “way” to the Causeway itself, but there simply was 

no defined path once one reached the Wishing Well. This, he 

contended, was tantamount to appropriating Mr Lecky‟s private 

property “to the public,” to be used by them in any way they saw fit. 

Such a right could not exist in law, he argued. “A public right must 
be from one public place where the public had a right to be to 

another place in which they had a similar right.” 

This was the nub of the matter, eloquently put by counsel for the 

plaintiffs. 

As for the matter of access being a custom in the district and in the 

parish, the plaintiffs were unable to define “district”, and “custom”, it 

was argued, should extend to all mankind. 
 

Tenants for life 
With regard to ownership, counsel told the court that since 1819 

there had not been one absolute owner of the lands because there 

had been a succession of tenants for life (all of the name Lecky).The 

Syndicate claimed through Mr Lecky as the latest in the line of 

tenants for life, and they (The Syndicate) could only get the same  
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title as he had. However, only an absolute owner could “dedicate” 

anything to the public. Therefore, by implication, the public could not 
have had acquired any right that diminished Mr Lecky‟s rights. Any 

dedication that may have existed could only have been before 1819. 

 

Lecky’s evidence 
The following day, Hugh Lecky gave evidence. 

He was born in 1839 and he inherited The Causeway on his 

father‟s death in 1881. His uncle, John Gage102 Lecky, had passed it 

on to his father in 1862. The land was let to Robert Taylor and his 
son for grazing. The portion called the Ports included The Causeway 

and was grazed from the top of the cliffs to the sea. He confirmed 

the taking of seaweed which was used for manure and also to burn 

for kelp.103 

 The stone walls on which they dried the seaweed and they were 

still very much in evidence in my day, as were the kilns.  
 

 
 The Royal Hotel in 1931. Note the two Causeway stones in the 

foreground. 

 

His testimony included that John M‟Kinley was the first caretaker of 

the Wishing Well, appointed in his father‟s day. M‟Kinley had a hut at 

the well for which he paid tuppence (2d) a year. It had been there 

since 1881. Lecky also had had a photographer‟s hut there which he 

rented to Alexander Lee (of the Portrush photographic family in 
evidence in my day) for eight years from 1888. No one had ever 

erected a hut on The Causeway without his permission. He himself, 

like the local residents, rarely went to The Causeway, but since the 

introduction of the electric tramway visitor numbers had increased 

greatly. He had never repaired the road. Mrs Kane had spent money 

on the top of the road. 
Miss Lecky, sister of Hugh, said the house on the Causeway was 

built in 1863 and her father paid for its construction. Those in occup- 

                                    
102 The Gage family bought Rathlin Island from the cash-strapped Earl of Antrim in 
1746 and lived in the Georgian “Manor House” at Church Bay until a few years ago. 
103  Kelp is rich in iodine. It was burnt to make soda ash which in turn is used in the 
manufacture of soap and glass. It is also used as a thickener for ice cream. 
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pation were her father‟s tenants. 
 
Witnesses from The Aird 
Alexander Taylor was the next witness. 

Now it‟s one thing for the Leckys to get on the train at Coleraine, 
change at Belfast, and five or six hours later disembark in Dublin. 

They were in a position to afford the fare, lodgings, and the time. It 

is another proposition for less fortunate souls who lived in The Aird I 

think we have to assume that the six Aird residents who testified for 

the plaintiffs did so with some form of assistance from Hugh Lecky. 

Alick Taylor was, like all of them, elderly. He was sixty. He told the 

court that he and his forefathers had been tenants on the Lecky 
lands. His father had had a farm “on top of the cliffs” in 1852 and 

had also rented the grazing from the cliffs to the sea. In his earliest 

memory, prior to 1852 the late Hugh Lecky himself “occupied” the 

portion from the cliffs down to the sea where sheep, horses and 

cattle grazed. He paid ₤12 for taking the seaweed. At one time, a Mr 

M‟Naul rented the grazing and after him a man called Coleman.104 
Kilns were built to burn the kelp. It was also carted up to the county 

road (meaning the road that ended at the Royal Hotel), although 

some was carried up the Shepherd‟s Path on men‟s backs, he said. 

 

The Vice-Chancellor was awake 
To show he was paying attention to all this, the seventy-eight year 

old Hedges Eyre-Chatterton, interjected at this point. “There used to 

be a great market for kelp in the South, but it has gone down very 
much in value. Some chemical has taken its place.” One gets the 

impression that the atmosphere in his court is relaxed. 

At the Causeway where the bus is able to turn today, there is a gap 

about two metres wide in the formation affording access to the east 

into Port Noffer. The guides called it the Giant‟s Gateway. I used to 

wonder as a child whether it had been made by Finn M‟Cool so his 
granny could walk there without having to climb over The Loom as 

that feature is called. Alick Taylor‟s evidence included the snippet 

that this gap in The Loom was made and paid for by the late Hugh 

Lecky (presumably so that his cattle and horses could graze a wider 

range of bays, but the good Alick said the gap was made so Lecky 

tenants for seaweed could access the shore more easily, painting his 

landlord as a caring one). He said his father was involved in the task 
of removing the stones to make the gap. In 1878, he had replaced 

the wooden gate which had blown down. This was a gate that  

                                    
104 Both M‟Naul and Coleman, as we have seen, were proprietors of the Causeway 
Hotel. 
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marked the boundary between The Aird and Ardihannon, between 

Lecky land and Macnaghten land, in Port Ganny before you reach the 
Wishing Well. Sometimes that gate was locked with a padlock.  He 

himself had put up a gate and fence in Port Noffer. No reason given.  

 
Contemporary photo of the gate in Port Noffer looking west to the Giant's 

Gateway and the Loom with stacks of kelp. Alick Taylor’s father helped 
moving the stones to create the gap.    Courtesy of the National Library of Ireland. 

 

Well-keepers and law-abiding sheep 
Lily and Neil M‟Mullan were the first “well-keepers” and they sat at 

the well and gave water away. There was a track eastwards to 
Hamilton‟s Seat midway up the cliffs, but it was rarely used, although 

Mr Lecky had had it repaired for the visit of the British Association in 

1874. The sheep did not graze on the Causeway when people were 

there. 

“Yes, of course they acknowledged the public rights. Those are law-

abiding people, those sheep,” said The MacDermot to laughter. 
In going from The Aird to the Causeway, the witness said he went 

“through the mountain” and down the Shepherd‟s Path and had used 

this route since 1852, even when he was not the tenant. No one 

stopped him. The gate was never locked in the tourist season. A man 

named Laverty was paid by the Earl of Antrim “to keep an eye on the 

Causeway.” 
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There was plenty of grass on the Grand Causeway – unlike today – 

and it was good grass for sheep. The gate was put there to keep the 
sheep getting to Coleman‟s land. Even if the gate was locked, the 

wicket gate was open. 

Robert Taylor was the next to testify. He was Alick Taylor‟s cousin 

and also lived in The Aird all his life. For forty years he remembered 

there had been sheep grazing on The Causeway itself. He had been 

present when Mrs Lecky laid the foundation stone of the house. 
“Had you a drink when this house was built?” asked The 

MacDermot. 

“No, but I heard of others who had.” (Laughter). 

“Did you hear that this house was a challenge to Lord Antrim to 

fight – a regular Castle of Otranto?” 

“Well now, I could not say as to that.”105 
“Have you ever got a supply of whiskey instead of water at the 

well?” 

“Oh, I have.” 

“As a matter of choice, which did you prefer?” More laughter. 

The hut at the well was just a shelter. No one slept there. 

He had carried sheep up the Shepherd‟s Path. 
 

Grazing on the Middle Causeway 
James M‟Allister was the next witness for The Syndicate. He was born 

in The Aird 82 years ago. He was a guide, boatman and fisherman all 

his life. There had always been grass on the Middle Causeway which 

was grazed by either Mr Lecky or his tenants.  No one attempted to 

put anything up without Mr Lecky‟s permission ever since he had 

seen the pulling down of Lord Antrim‟s pillar. He was the only man 

alive who had been at the cutting through The Loom.  “Causeway 
Fairs” were held “up at the top” where the hotels are. They were held 

on the 13th August and lasted for two days, sometimes longer. People 

from all parts came to these fairs. When they “got refreshment at the 

top,” they used to go down (to) the Causeway.Did any ever turn 

back?” 

“Plenty if it was a wet day.” (Laughter). But Mr Lecky was too much 
of a gentleman to turn visitors back, he said. 

 

Whiskey in the water or water in the whiskey? 
Next was Mrs M‟Kinley, a lady of advanced years and caretaker of the 
well. She had never been further from The Aird than Bushmills in all  

                                    
105 It was disingenuous of The MacDermot. A man from The Aird would not be 

expected to have read the 1764 gothic novel by Horace Walpole which was popular 
at the time of The Causeway Case. 
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her days, so consider the impact the journey to the capital city must 

have had on her. 
The biggest laugh of the day came when The MacDermot was bold 

enough to ask her her age. “About thirty years of age,” she said. 

She told the court that Mr Lecky had put her in charge of the well 

in succession to John M‟Kinley nine years ago. She had been his 

tenant at the house for thirty-one years. She did not know who 

repaired the path to the well as this had been done before her time. 
She was paid ₤1 a year as caretaker (“keep an eye”) of the 

Causeway. She was to see that no one took stones away. She never 

put whiskey in the water at the well. No one was ever hindered from 

going over the Causeway, and she had seen “carts and (jaunting) 

cars” going down as far as the Causeway House. She always opened 

the gate for them. 
Reading the testimony now, you wonder which witness was on 

whose side. I have no doubt there was coaching, but the honest-to 

God-ness shines through, does it not? 

Daniel M‟Allister was next. He had been a guide and he paid Mr 

Lecky for taking kelp at Port Noffer.  People went wherever they liked  

on the Causeway and this had always been the case. He had 
frequently seen cars coming down from the hotels. He had never 

“met any hindrance” using the Shepherd‟s Path. 

 

Taking the kelp 
Serjeant Jellett wanted to know about the taking of seaweed at the 

shore at Port Noffer. Was it above or below high water mark? It was 

taken wherever they could get it? Was it cut or gathered? Yes, we cut 

it in boats. Pressed, he admitted it was taken from below the water 

mark – presumably the high water mark. 
Andrew M‟Keag106  was the final Aird resident to attest. 

He was a seventy-six year old tenant of Lecky. As long as he could 

remember (back to about 1825) there had been a road from Mrs 

Kane‟s to the Causeway. He remembered Mr Lecky‟s horses grazing 

at Port Noffer. 

 

Tuppence a year 

The witness list took on a different look as the plaintiffs called James 
Hay, Clerk of Petty Sessions, Coleraine, who testified that he had 

been employed by Messrs Crookshank & Leech from 1883 to 1893 

during which time he collected the rent for the Causeway House. 

 

                                    
106 An anglicisation of the Scots name Mac Thaoig. Tadhg was one of the 

commonest Irish personal names. The derogatory “Taig” for Catholic is derived 
from it. 
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A rental of tuppence a year was paid for the well hut. On Mr Lecky‟s 

orders, ten shillings was paid to John M‟Kinley for acting as 
caretaker. After his death in 1886, the tuppence was paid by his 

relatives. (Notice there was no set-off. Strict accounting rules in 

those days). 

 
Mrs M'Kinley was caretaker of the well but it was Lily M’Mullan who kept 

the glasses there. John M’Kinley built the hut in 1881 and Hugh Lecky 
charged rent of 2d a year for it.       Courtesy of the National Library of Ireland 

 

The notorious sergeant 
We have already met the next witness. He was William Taylor, the 

retired sergeant of the RIC, who had been stationed at Bushmills for 
five years. The roadway from Mrs Kane‟s down to the Causeway was, 

he considered, a bad road, narrow, with a great precipice on one 

side. (He should have lived to see Colin Kane reversing a Land Rover 

down it in the dark). He had seen cars go down, but not many. From 

the Wishing Well, there was no defined track over the Causeway, 

although some parts were more worn than others. People came from 
all over the world to see the Causeway. He had been working for the 

plaintiffs since 13th July last and was residing at the Causeway House 

since 18th January, replacing Mrs M‟Kinley. The grass extended “some 

distance”   from  The Loom  (seaward)  and  (was)  on  The Little and 
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Mrs M’Kinley’s friends were always at the Wishing Chair to be 
photographed, the pipe a prop to add character. This is an RJ Welch photo. 

He was a witness in the Causeway Case. 
Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 

 

Middle Causeways. He described the contrived confrontations of 3rd 
and 5th October with Messrs. Ewart and M‟Elroy. Ewart had greeted 

him with “Are you the notorious sergeant?” and had gone on “I am a 

native of the County Antrim, and the Causeway is as much mine as it 

is yours. No offence to you, Sergeant.” 

While in the constabulary, he had been at the Shepherd‟s Path “a 

dangerous place.” He had once “taken a man out of it nearly killed.” 
The MacDermot cross examined and elicited that the route taken by 

Mr M‟Elroy was that taken by the guides.107 

Clerk of Petty Sessions in Bushmills, a man called David Douglas. 

In 1874 he had been the contractor used by Mr Lecky to make a path 

from The Amphitheatre to Plaiskin to allow members of the British 

Association to pass with safety around that portion of the Causeway.  

He made a path about two feet wide, following the line of an old 
sheep track. He testified that prior to his work, it would have been  

 

 

                                    
107 This is the SC M‟Elroy who was editor of the Ballymoney Free Press. 
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safe for people “to pass” although the precipice was “from one to two 

hundred feet deep at that part.”108  
Just think. The members might have looked into the sea on their 

walk that day and seen the Girona lying there. 

Kelp was taken at Port Noffer. The Shepherd’s Path comes down into this 

bay.  Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 

 

Then came Mr CH Crookshank, Lecky‟s brother-in-law and a 

shareholder in the plaintiff company. He lived in Portrush. He knew 

the gate at the entrance to the Lecky property, but could not 

remember having seen it closed.  

Mr Matheson: “Is there a path from the Giant‟s Well to the Wishing 

Chair? 
“None that I am able to say.” 

“Is there a pathway from the Wishing Chair to the Honeycomb?” 

“I am not sure that I know what the Honeycomb is. I never saw a 

track anywhere on the rocks.” 

“Is there any defined track to Lord Antrim‟s Parlour?” 

“None that I ever saw.” 
“Is there a pathway to the Keystone?” 

“None whatever.” 

“Or from the Keystone to the Loom?” 

                                    
108 After the National Trust take-over in the 1960s, this path was resuscitated. 
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“None.” 

“Do the people who visit the Causeway follow any well defined 
track, or do they wander at will?” 

“They wander wherever they like, not only on the Causeway, but on 

the ground around it.” 

Mr Crookshank denied that there was a defined path from Port 

Noffer to the Shepherd‟s Path. He described an intervening 200 yards 

of grass and after that “various little paths converged to the 
Shepherd‟s Path.” This was not the case in the 1940s. Past The 

Chalet, one ascended towards the Organ Pipes on a good path and 

took a right onto a narrower track, and so up to the top of the cliffs. 

He told the court he knew the path past the Amphitheatre and the 

Organ. He had been upon it once, but did not intend to do it again. It 

was “an extremely awkward path.” 
Mr Crookshank having conceded to The MacDermot that the guides 

always followed the same route on the Causeway, the case for The 

Syndicate was closed. 

 

 

 
 

 

The Giant in his Causeway 

 

“Away, usurpers, wherefore do you come, 

Within the precincts of this giant‟s home. 

Is it through cursèd greediness of gain 

To bar those beauties from the eyes of men? 

Poor pigmies of a low, degenerate birth, 

Unborn of heaven and sprung alone from earth. 

How far removed from our primordial races 

Who hold their homes as heaven‟s free open 

spaces.” 

Rev Thomas Mills 1896 
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With the “county road” in the middle ground, this is how the hotels and 

The Nook looked in 1915.  
Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 

 

The defence sought to prove a right-of-way that extended, not 

simply from the hotels to the Wishing Well, but across the Little, 

Middle and Grand Causeways to the various features. Such a right 

could exist even if there was no worn path. The zig-zag Shepherd‟s 
Path was a route which was also a right-of-way. The Syndicate was 

cashing in on the volume (100,000) of visitors now being brought by 

the tram. By the same token, Sir Francis Macnaghten could charge 

an entrance fee as the road from the path and archway at the back 

of the Causeway Hotel crossed his land. 

 

The county road repaired down to Stookans in 1814 
The MacDermot produced a document and quoted from it:  

“Summer Assizes 1814. Hugh Anderson, Esq. and 

James and Robert Doherty to repair eighty perches 

(Irish). Dervock to the sea between the rock called 

Stokan and that part of the Causeway adjoining Port 

Noffer at 10s a perch.” 

This, he contended, was evidence of the ancient right because this 
was a public road, repaired by the county, not Lecky or anyone else, 

as the document showed. 

The plaintiff had stated that Lord Antrim had asserted his right of 

ownership against Lecky on three occasions – in 1833, 1844 and 

1863. The original patent was granted on the 11th December 1610 in 

the reign of James I, confirmed by Charles II, and involved 30,000 
acres, including the lands in question. This, The MacDermot was 

contending, ought to deprive the plaintiff of the right to sue. 
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The original grant reserved the wrecks of the sea to Lord Antrim, 

The MacDermot told the court. 
One wonders why this issue was never raised when the wreck of 

the Girona was found in 1967. 

 
Alick M’Mullan, great grandfather’s best man 
Whereas The Syndicate had called witnesses who appeared in 

person, probably with Lecky‟s financial assistance, the defendants 

took “depositions” (affidavits) from three of their witnesses, and 

these were read to the court. 

The first was made by Alexander M‟Mullan, aged seventy-six, who 

had lived all his life near The Causeway. 
I recognised this name from the marriage certificate of Francis 

Kane and Mary Jane Sinclair. The same Alick M‟Mullan was my great 

grandfather‟s best man and witnessed their signatures in 1863. It 

may well be that my grandfather, Francis Alexander Kane, owes his 

middle name to the close relationship that existed between his father 

and Alexander M‟Mullan.109 
This man swore that his father was a guide and that he had sold 

specimens to visitors from the age of eighteen. His father had had a 

share in a boat which took visitors to the caves and headlands. He 

rowed that boat from the age of twenty. The landing place was on 

the east side of The Causeway, near The Keystone. Lily M‟Mullan 

used to keep glasses and bottles of spirits at the well. As far back as 
he could remember, visitors had come to The Causeway from “the 

district,” and from America, France and England. 

 

Quality Road 
Alick introduces a long forgotten name for the road down: Quality 

Road.110 He took tourists by this route and by the Shepherd‟s Path, 

along past The Amphitheatre. He had heard that the road had been 

made by Lord Bristol, a Bishop of Derry. When the Causeway Fair 
was on, “any amount” of people went down to The Causeway, 

meaning a large number. 

The deposition of Lydia M‟Naul  was read next. She was eighty- 

seven and it was her husband who “had had the hotel at The 

Causeway.”  (You will recall that William McNaul took over the  

                                    
109  “A. McMullan” was the informant of the death of six year old Nellie (Ellen Emily) 

Kane on 30th August 1882. She was my great, great aunt. 
The Alick M‟Mullan mentioned as the guide who sang in Port Coon cave in The 

Dublin Penny Journal of July 1832 was probably the father of the best man. He 
lived to be eighty, according to the deposition. 
110  “The Quality” were those of superior social status in the parlance of Victorian 
times. The Shepherd‟s Path was by implication like the servants‟ back stairs. 



 

179  

 
 

 
 

 

 

Causeway Hotel from Elizabeth Henry, an event dated 1844). In 

1828 she was at a picnic at The Causeway. Cars and carts “passed 
over” Quality Road. She married in 1835, and “eight years later” 

went to the Causeway Hotel. There was “an influx of visitors from a 

distance” when the Causeway Fair was on. 

Margaret Jane Matthews was eighty, and had known The Causeway 

since she was ten (1827). She had lived at Bushfoot for forty years. 

She had seen “persons” fishing for shrimps at Port Noffer and at The 
Loom.111 She did not recollect any repair work being done to the 

road. She remembered when there were no hotels at The Causeway. 

Where the Causeway Hotel stands there was a waste or common. At 

the Causeway Fair “the people used to drink and dance, and fruit was 

sold.” 

 

Dr Traill and the build of the Prince of Wales 
Dr Anthony Traill testified in person that he had been born fifty-eight 
years ago three miles from The Causeway and that he often went 

there “with large and small parties.” He remembered being at a 

remarkable picnic in 1851 which some eight hundred attended. 

Among those he had taken were distinguished people like Lord 

Zetland112 and Lord Wolseley.113 To laughter, he said “I have taken 

all the swells in the country over the place, and scientific people from 
all parts.” Displaying not only a relaxed demeanour but a good sense 

of humour, he said of the path which had been described as 

dangerous that a lean man might pass along it, but that the bearing 

capacity was not safe for heavy men like Prince Edward of Saxe-

Weimar (the Prince of Wales). 

The path at Port na Spaniagh was dangerous, and, yes, he was 

claiming a right to pass (at mid-cliff height) from the Shepherd‟s Path 
to Hamilton‟s Seat. And yes, he had introduced the American Rifle 

team to Mr Lecky as the owner of The Causeway. He described the 

steep ascent at the top of the Shepherd‟s Path as having a seven foot 

wall where steps had been cut out of the rock “and it is easy enough 

for anyone with a fairly good head. Ladies and children can go easily 

enough,” he testified. 
He confirmed under further cross examination that he and his 

brother were the lessees of the Causeway Hotel which was owned by  

 

                                    
111 Wee Georgie had a white net on a bamboo stick with which I too caught shrimp 
in the pools left by the receding tide at The Causeway. Where are they now? 
112 The Marquess of Zetland. He was Lord Lieutenant of Ireland from 1889 to 1892 
and probably went to The Causeway during this time. 
113 Field Marshall Garnet Joseph Wolseley (1833-1913) was a County Dublin man, 
known for his efficiency. 
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Sir Francis Macnaghten. The tram had carried 100,000 in the last 

year (1896). It had made a loss for the previous eight years. 
He described the archway in the north boundary wall of the hotel as 

leading onto the cliff top where the descent is steep. “The public use 

it as they please,” he said. But the archway and the path leading to it 

from the bar at the Causeway Hotel was exclusively for hotel guests 

(“Residents Only,” said the sign) in my childhood, and the general 

public used the access point at the back of the Royal Hotel, a direct 
continuation of the public road, between the toilets and the café, 

built by my family in 1899. 

After much argument, the Vice-Chancellor ruled as admissible the 

1832 Ordnance Survey map of the area – and he impounded it. 

 

An admonition 
The atmosphere in court was not all levity and laughter. Mr RD 

Pinkerton, a Ballymoney surveyor, was riled by Mr Matheson who 
seemed to demean the fact that he was not a civil engineer, a more 

elevated profession. Pinkerton managed to keep his cool for a while. 

“I say there is one defined path from the Royal Hotel to the 

Shepherd‟s Path.” No portion of the road from the Causeway Hotel to 

the Stookans was six feet wide. “The lowest width is eight feet.” 

When asked under further cross-examination by Matheson to point 
on his map to any pathway leading to The Aird Pinkerton snapped, 

“Don‟t wax indignant with me and I will.” 

At this Matheson asked the Vice-Chancellor to have the witness 

treat him with respect. 

“Witness, you must observe a more respectful demeanour than you 

have been doing,” came the admonition. 

“I beg your Lordship‟s pardon and I beg Mr Matheson‟s pardon.” 
“So you ought. Don‟t let it occur again.” 

Just as you‟d have heard at the Bushmills Petty Sessions. 

The next witness, William Gray MRIA, had brought hundreds of 

friends to The Causeway and “had often taken maps of it.” He 

admitted to receiving some of the subscriptions he had helped raise 

for the defence. “Yes and we were very glad to get them.” He had 
accompanied the last witness to take photographs which were 

produced in court. Interestingly, sketches, including the Drury prints 

from the Dublin Society, were not allowed as evidence. 

Robert John Welch (1859-1936) was the next witness. Like WA 

Green, he was a well known photographer. A Belfast man, his role 

was to identify photos of different parts of The Causeway, his own 
work. Some examples of his work are included here (e.g. on page 

174). 
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A “guide” in a dog collar 
One of the prime movers in the campaign for the defence of The 

Causeway was Rev Jonathan Simpson, the Portrush Presbyterian 

minister. He attended all the meetings and now appeared, at the age 

of eighty, as a witness for the defence. He remembered visiting The 

Causeway in 1827 when he went there to hansel114 his first jacket 

and pants, he told the court to their audible amusement. He went 
half a dozen times a year, almost always going “down the common 

path past Kane‟s Hotel,” though he had been down the Shepherd‟s 

Path. From the Keystone to the Fan there were marks of people 

having passed, but these were “partially effaced” in winter. He knew 

the Wishing Chair which was a perfect octagon. There was a path 

from the Honeycomb to the Wishing Well and a track from there to 

the road. The largest party he had taken was in 1884 at the time of 
the Pan-Presbyterian Council in Belfast. In all his years of going 

there, no one had ever asked him a question, adding to more 

laughter that the guides were particularly civil to him as they knew 

he was an honorary guide. “I can sustain the evidence of Dr Traill 

with regard to the gate. I never saw it locked.”   

Samuel C M‟Elroy took the stand in his own defence and was led by 
JA Traill. A Ballymoney man and editor of the Ballymoney Free Press, 

he took the same route as Mr Simpson past Kane‟s Hotel for forty 

years. There was a definite track to the Wishing Well and thence to 

the Wishing Chair as well as tracks to other features. He related how 

he had been accosted by Sergeant Taylor on his last visit. From the 

Wishing Chair, he had gone to Lord Antrim‟s Parlour, but there was 
so much spray (it being a wild day) that he thought he might be on 

“Crown rights” (the foreshore being Crown property, defined as the 

line of medium tides). There was laughter in court at this. Asked by 

Mr Meredith if he claimed a right to go to the various features “in a 

defined path,” M‟Elroy responded, “We claim more. There is an Ulster 

word that conveys a clearer idea of the way than the word path. My 
idea of a path is a path made by human hands, but we have a word 

in Ulster that describes a path made by human foot, and that word is 

“rodden.”” 

David Maconaghy had been a guide and boatman for fifty years and 

had never seen the gate locked. Mr Kane had repaired the road half 

way to Port Ganny, beginning at his hotel. On Mr Lecky‟s part of the 

property, Mr Taylor repaired the road. 
 

 

                                    
114 Means to try out or be the first to try out. He would have been told “Your health 
to wear them.” 
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This is how the Wishing Chair looked at about the time of the Causeway 

Case. Note the bare feet.       Courtesy of the National Library of Ireland. 

 
“A perfect octagon” sans people. Carved representations of the Wishing 

Chair were sold by the guides as souvenirs. Photograph reproduced courtesy the 

Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 
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My great grandmother’s evidence 
Mary Jane Kane was next. The photograph of her taken at this time 

shows a large woman who would take no nonsense from anyone. She 

was sixty-seven and told the court she remembered The Causeway 

for forty years, six years before she got married. This suggests she 
may have met her husband in 1857, and possibly this is the year her 

father, John Sinclair, who was in the Royal Irish Constabulary, was 

transferred to Bushmills.  

She testified that jaunting cars went from the hotels down the 

road. (It wasn‟t till about 1910 that motor cars came to The 

Causeway). She had repaired the road. She had asked Mr Lecky to 

“assist in the repair.” When visitors wanted “Causeway water,” she 
sent down to the well for it. 

On another familial note, my great grandfather seems to have been 

ill at the time of the hearing and we saw that he sent his son to 

deputise for him at one of the many “defence” meetings in Belfast.  

This would explain why Mary Jane went to Dublin for the case and he 

stayed at home. The anomaly is in his obituary in The Coleraine 
Chronicle in February 1899. It says “He was brought into prominence 

before and during the hearing of the famous “Causeway Case.”” And 

yet he himself did not give evidence, nor was much mention made of 

him. 

Thus far the evidence of four guides had been heard – excluding 

honorary guide Jonathan Simpson – and two more were to come. As 
the guides knew the place better than any, the number that 

appeared in Dublin is not surprising. But who paid their fares?  

The next guide was Archibald Faull. He took visitors over a 

particular route, and, yes, there was a track from one point of 

interest to another. The gate was never locked. Fishermen fished 

from The Causeway. Cars often went down as far as the house, and 
there was a defined track to the Shepherd‟s Path. 

Reading the reports of the case, one is left wondering why so many 

witnesses testified to such similar aspects. Indeed why was Charles 

Dempsey called at all? He was led by The MacDermot in his evidence 

about boats coming to The Causeway from Ballycastle, Rathlin and 

other places. 

Then my point was taken. 
The final witness was another guide and boatman, Stewart Dickson, 

whose evidence was corroborative. At this point the Vice-Chancellor 

said witnesses were being called unnecessarily to prove what had 

already been proved. If there was “anything special” or new to tell 

the court, he would be glad to hear it.  

The summing up by Serjeant Jellett and The MacDermot then 
followed. It was on Saturday, 3rd April 1897, after two full weeks of  
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testimony, that the legal eagles concluded their arguments. 

Now brace yourself for the decision. 

 

 

 

 
Mary Jane Kane in Dublin in 1897 for the hearing of The Causeway Case. 
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Described by Dr Traill as dangerous, the path at Port na Spaniagh has been 

cut by a rock fall in this WA Green photo of 1919. 
Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 

 

 

The Vice-Chancellor makes his ruling 
It came on Thursday, 29th April. 

There is no easy way to break this to you: The Syndicate won. 
It was a lengthy judgement. His Lordship described The Causeway 

as “this remarkable natural object,” and said that charging for 

admission at tourist attractions enabled tourists to “obtain finer views 

than could otherwise be had.” The fee-farm grant of The Causeway 

by the Earl of Antrim to John M‟Collum in 1738 included the 

foreshore.  It appeared that the defendants had erred in “alleging a 
right by custom in the inhabitants of “the district” and “the parish” 

and their friends, but not stating what district or parish.” It was, he 

said, free to all the subjects of the nation and to visitors from all 

parts of the world to visit and inspect.  
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Samuel M’Elroy went to Lord Antrim’s Parlour on the 5th October 1896, the 

event that precipitated the Causeway Case. 
Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 

 

A public way must be claimed as leading from one public place to 

another. The sea was not a public place. In any case, a right-of-way 

did not justify a general passing over the lands of a private person at 

will, but must be confined to a track, a deviation from which would 

be a trespass. If the public were allowed to wander as they pleased, 
there was no “highway” over the Causeway itself. There was no legal 

terminus ad quem, no public place, so no right of public way was 

established. 

It is a measure of the impact of the case that my mother, who was 

born fifteen years after the decision, would tell me about it. “The 

county road from Dervock is supposed to go as far as Stookans, but 
there is no right-of-way after that.” So we had the right to go to that 

rock pool on the west of Stookans for our secluded summer bathing. 

 

Mrs Kane’s repairs indicated no right of way 
My mother got close to encapsulating what the Vice-Chancellor 

decided. But the point he made about the summer assizes of 1814 

and the Grand Jury of County Antrim‟s decision to repair eighty 

perches of the road from Dervock to the sea “between a rock called 
Stookan and that part of the Giant‟s Causeway adjoining Port  
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Noffer…” is that for it to constitute a highway/public road it had to be 

between a “market town” and the sea. Dervock, it turns out, was not 
a market town. The repairs carried out by Mrs Kane were, he said, 

“consistent with permissive usor as with dedication,” meaning the 

inference is that use of the path down to Stookans was permitted by 

custom.115 When repairs were carried out by the owners or tenants, 

he went on, it indicated more that there was no right-of-way than 

the contrary. 
 

Reliance on Custom is bad law 
It went against the defendants that they did not name Billy as the 

parish from which “time out of mind in every year” people went to 

The Causeway. Instead they spoke of the Counties of Antrim and 

Londonderry. This was contrary to the rules of law on the subject of 

custom. “It would not be reasonable to let loose all the inhabitants of 

two large counties upon the plaintiffs‟ land, to walk about and picnic 
and hold fairs on them when, where and as they pleased.” Reliance 

on custom was bad law. The several defences cannot be maintained, 

the Vice-Chancellor said. He gave judgement for the plaintiffs with 

costs. 

 

Sixpence and a shilling 
However, he did add, “I desire to say that I should regret if the result 

of my decision were to exclude visitors from a place so celebrated 
and so interesting as this is.” Any charge he hoped would be 

“moderate and reasonable.” It was. Sixpence for children and a 

shilling for adults, with free access for locals until the railings were 

removed sixty-four years later and the National Trust began to take 

control. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

                                    
115 Usor is the continued use or enjoyment of a right. Right of usor (or user) is right 
of use, or presumptive right arising from usor. Clear now? 



 

188  

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 
This is the bay between Port Noffer and Port na Spaniagh, called Port 

Reostan. In guides’ speak, it’s The Amphitheatre. The Chimney Tops are 
visible as well as the “dangerous” path, broken, as so often it has been, by 

landslides. 
Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 
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16. The guides 
 

“Joe’s got a big one, Mummy.”  The author in 1946. 

 
 

The Causeway guides were around for a hundred and fifty years, and 

their numbers peaked in the early twentieth century when there were 

as many as thirty of them – all characters, mostly nature‟s gentlemen, 

the salt of the earth. They worked with their wits; they were 

instinctively hospitable, welcoming; knowledgeable and imaginative, 

they saw shapes in the formations, the bays and the headlands, and 
gave them names that displayed all the skills of born copywriters and 

creative directors. 

Some were chancers; some were little more than the beggars Hugh 

Lecky wanted kept off The Causeway. 

Few were well educated men like John Currie and Alick M‟Mullan. 

 

A winter of cutting shillelaghs, carving Wishing Chairs 
All of them suffered deprivation in the “off-season,” a winter of 
discontent and distilled spirit, and a time to make the 

souvenirs they sold: miniature carvings of the 

Giant‟s Wishing Chair and shillelaghs made 

from blackthorn extracted from the hedges, painted 

black and embossed with a transfer of the 

shamrock. “Souvenir of the Giant‟s Causeway,” 
proclaimed the slice of unblackened wood 

on the inside of the handle to which a green ribbon 

was tied, leaving no doubt as to their country of origin. 

 

John Currie 
John Currie was the most famous guide of his day. It was he who took 

Anne Plumtree, by recommendation, around in 1814 and again in 

1815. Her particular interest was mineralogy. She found him at the inn 
in Bushmills. He was, we‟re told, civil, obliging and intelligent, and it is 

recorded that he went to great pains to get her the best specimens to 

study. 

Currie also wrote a description of The Causeway which is an 

appendix to some of the later editions of Dr William Hamilton  
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Drummond‟s The Giant‟s Causeway, A Poem (though not my 1811 
copy). It seems he had the instinct to get a plug in for his services 

through this medium, for he begged “leave to present, and to add with 

all due deference, the offer of my personal attendance, and verbal 

commentaries, to elucidate the whole.” 

On her first visit, Anne Plumtree encountered the other extreme of 

the guide diaspora. She travelled via Ballycastle to Ballintoy where she 
took an unnamed guide who walked her along the cliffs in the direction 

of The Causeway. When they reached the recently named Hamilton‟s 

Seat, she was accosted by a band of men. She wrote of the encounter, 

“These men are like a parcel of hungry eagles, always hovering about,  

 

 

Port Coon Cave by TM Baynes. 
 

watching for prey, and the moment any is espied, the contest is 

commenced which can first pounce upon it.” 
 

The savage-looking men saw Thackeray coming 
Thackeray, who stayed at the Causeway Hotel in 1845, took the same 

route through what he described as a “wild gloomy tract” and found 

himself suddenly surrounded by savage-looking men who terrified him. 

They were guides, he was told over an unexpectedly good meal at the 

“wild, dismal, genteel inn.”  

Most nineteenth century writers, in fact, found fault with the 
harassing they received at the hands of the guides and the boatmen of 

The Causeway. But, by this time, it appears to have been an 

established way of greeting, an unwelcome and an unwelcoming 

tradition. Lord Chief Baron of the Exchequer (a senior judicial post in 

Dublin), Edward Willes, in his Letters to the Earl of Warwick, written 

between 1757 and 1762, recorded that he was prevented from seeing 
the wonderful curiosities of the place by a crowd of peasants shouting 

out the legends of the giant who built The Causeway until his host, Mr 

Dunkin, commanded silence. 

Harassment was not all. 
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Thackeray was manhandled into a boat for a cruise that cost him ten 

shillings. A later ad for the Causeway Hotel indicates that four shillings 
was the going rate, so the boy-os saw him coming. He wrote that the 

waves were so big that he couldn‟t see the actual causeway, so he 

later went on Shanks‟s. 

In 1835, there were six men in Bushmills who gave their occupation 

in a survey as “guide,” but their numbers had increased by the time 

Edwin Waugh visited in 1860. In his Irish Sketches and Miscellany, 
published in 1882, he describes Bushmills as “a clean little town, 

consisting almost entirely of one street of whitewashed houses and 

shops.” He said the guides accosted tourists on the road from the town 

to The Causeway, a two mile stretch, “in straggling 

detachments……lying in wait for visitors, like skirmishers thrown out by 

a hostile army.” He quotes a local woman saying of them, “Puir 
fellows. In summer it‟s a‟ chops an‟ steaks, an‟ mutton, an‟ tay, an‟ 

whiskey; an‟ when winter comes, they‟re just as bare as the snow in 

the dyke – sleepin‟  an‟ shiverin‟ an‟ starvin‟, till the time gaes roun‟.” 

Edwin Waugh (1817-1890) was the Lancashire Burns, as this last 

extract so well illustrates. The local woman would, of course, not have 

used the word dyke, but rather the Burns-esque sheugh, which would 
have been lost on his readers.  

 

Wise men 
George Henry Bassett, who travelled all over Ireland in the mid 1880s, 

recorded that “The guides at the Causeway are really the only wise 

men who seem to be in thorough agreement as to the origin of the 

structure. They favour the giant theory in preference to all others; and 

it is highly amusing, as well as instructive, to listen to the admirably 

connected and most interesting explanations with which they 
apparently satisfy the stranger‟s longings for information. They begin 

by giving an account of the origin of the name “Giants‟ (sic) 

Causeway,” in a highly elaborated and most picturesque version of the 

mythical legend that the great Causeway was the commencement of a 

road across the (North) Channel to Scotland, in order that a meeting 

might be effected for hostile purposes with the giants at the opposite 
side. From this point the work of illustration begins, and each 

formation suggests the line of descriptive to be pursued. The giant was 

musical; there is the organ he played upon, a group of pillars, 60 in 

number, the highest being 40 feet (12,2 metres). He was fond of 

honey; see the honeycomb. He required cloth to cover his great 

frame; see the looms. The three massive columns, rising to a height of 
315 feet (96 metres), were The Chimney Tops of his house; those 

three distinct colonnades formed the sides of his theatre. That green 

patch in the rock yonder was his eye glass. The giant‟s chair, his well, 
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fan, sugar loves, saddle and everything that belonged to him are 

pointed out with pleasurable excitement by the genuine guide, who at 
the conclusion of his labours has boxes for sale containing specimens 

of the minerals found among the rocks. Of the caves in the vicinity of 

the Causeway, the largest and most interesting are Duncarry (sic) and 

Port Coon. The Stookens (sic) seen in the illustration of Kane‟s Royal 

Hotel are not the least among the many attractions of the vicinity.” 

Wise, some maybe. Canny for sure. 
 

An infestation of guides 
Lady of letters Madame Marie Anne de Bouvet wrote three books on 

her travels to Ireland. She went to The Causeway in 1888 and again in 

1890 when she went on the tram and commended the view from its 

open coaches, commenting that their style did not suit the Irish 

weather. She found fault with “the infestation” of guides and their 

incessant solicitations for business, remarking that travellers were not 
subjected to the like of it in other parts of Ireland. 

We have encountered Alick M‟Mullen twice. He was best man at my 

great grandparent‟s wedding in 1863, and he gave evidence in the 

Causeway Case in 1897. He was a Causeway guide from early times 

and, possibly, the successor to John Currie as head guide. 

 
Alick M’Mullen, an exceptional guide. 

 
The Northern Tourist of 1832 is not among my reference papers, but 

The Dublin Penny Journal No.5. Vol. I is, and it is dated July 28, 1832. 

The latter quotes from the original Caesar Otway 1827 work 

reproduced in the former. Otway‟s book is Sketches in Ireland: 

Description of Interesting and hitherto unnoticed districts in the North  
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and South. Otway‟s dates are 1780-1842. Described as an author and 

controversialist, he was (another) divinity graduate of Trinity. 

 The 1827 extract that caught my eye reads like this: 

It was as fine a morning as ever fell from heaven when 

we landed at Dunluce; not a cloud in the sky; not a wave 

on the water; the brown basaltic rock, with the towers of 

the ancient fortress that capped and covered it; all its 

grey bastions and pointed gables lay pictured on the 
incumbent mirror of the ocean: every thing was reposing 

– every thing was still, and nothing was heard but the 

flash of our oars, and nothing but the song of Alick 

M‟Mullen, our guide, to break the silence of the 

sea……Our guide told us of a poor girl who was betrothed 

to one she loved, and who was likely to make her happy. 
In order to procure for themselves some little household 

stuff, and a few conveniences, wherewithal to begin the 

world, they devoted themselves for a time to avarice, 

here consecrated by love, so as to be indeed auri sacra 

fames.51 Young William was out at sea in all weathers, 

and Peggy, though fair and delicate, carried the kelp 
along that terrible path.52 One day, just as she had got to 

the steepest point of the peak, her strength failed her, 

and down she came, the load to which she was tied 

hurrying her along – and before she came to the bottom, 

poor Peggy was a mangled and lifeless corpse.” 

This songster guide displayed talent as a raconteur, a trait of all the 

guides, but, from the date of this reference (1827), he was most likely 
the father or uncle of the Alick M‟Mullen in the Causeway Case. 

Alick took the Rev Otway first to Dunluce before rowing (and 

presumably sailing if the wind was right) all the way east to Plaiskin 

and on as far as Bengore Head53 (almost to Port Moon and 

Dunseverick), a trip never contemplated in my day as it would have 

taken too long, especially if all the caves were visited. Be that as it 
may, Otway recorded, “I have certainly seen caves much more 

capacious, and promontories much grander than Pleaskin (sic) or 

Bengore; but beyond doubt, Pleaskin is the prettiest thing in nature in 

the way of promontory; it looks as if it was painted for effect, its  

                                    
51 Roughly, „Ears sacrificed for talking.‟ 
52 The Shepherd‟s Path. 
53 William Hamilton Drummond says the name was Beann Gabhair, meaning 

promontory of the goat. ”Very magnificent, presenting a broad convexity to the sea, 
and forming a striking contrast to the semicircular bays,” he wrote in 1811. 
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general form so beautiful – its storied pillars, tier over tier so 
architecturally graceful – its curious and varied stratification 

supporting the columnar ranges; here the dark brown amorphous 

basalt, there the red ochre, and below that again the slender but 

distinct black lines of the wood-coal, and all the ledges of its different 

stratifications tastefully variegated by the hand of vegetable nature, 

 

 
The illustration from The Dublin Penny Journal of 1832 known as the Otway  

lino-cut. 

 

with grasses, and ferns, and rock-plants.54 I certainly could form in my 

imagination some conception of what the platform, specially called the 

Giant‟s Causeway, was; and think a picture or print may convey a very 

fair representation of what it is; conceive a pavement of pillars set 

together, just like the comb of a bee-hive, or rather that of a wasp‟s 

nest. But nothing I have ever seen, I think, so much exceeded my 
expectation for very beauty as the promontory of Pleaskin.” 

So take a walk to Plaiskin Head and judge for yourself. The route is 

shown on Map IV at page 84. 

Peggy‟s demise is echoed in the anecdote recorded by Edwin Waugh. 

There was an old lady called Rosy M‟Curdy in the Aird who was a 

nursemaid. Before taking the children down the Shepherd‟s Path to 
bathe at Port Noffer, she made them kneel at the top and say the 

Lord‟s Prayer. 

                                    
54 Coal was extracted from Port Noffer in 1842. 



 

 

195 

 

 

 

In the 1860s and 1870s some guides kept log books in which visitors 
(mostly Americans) could record comments about the guides. John 

MacLaughlin and Jimmy Hutchinson were numbered among the guides 

in those days. 

There was a visit from a Mr and Mrs Samuel Carter Hall who stayed 

at the Causeway Hotel in 1840. He was a Waterford born journalist 

and she also wrote – under the name “Mrs SC Hall.” Together they are 
responsible for Hall‟s Ireland, published in 1841. In their book, they 

suggest that as soon as a visitor appeared, they were surrounded by 

guides.  

“They are of all ages and sizes, from octogenarian to the boy who 

can hardly go alone; each has some promise of a treat to be seen, 

and all are prepared with small boxes of specimens of the natural 
productions of the neighbourhood….. (They) are quite as numerous 

and almost as ragged as those at Killarney and Glendalough, but 

their character is entirely different. The Kerry and Wicklow guides 

delight in legends of fays and fairies, in snatches of songs, bits of 

ballads, and in ”impossibilities” of all kinds; there is nothing too wild 

and wonderful for them – nothing too airy or fantastic; they greet 
you with a jest and bid you farewell with a tear. Not so the northern 

guides: they are, from Neil MacMullen, the protector of the 

Causeway – being so appointed by the noble family of Antrim – 

down to the smallest cragsman – the tiny boy who hops like a young 

sea-bird from rock to rock - people of knowledge – geologists 

learned in the names of stones and conversant with stratas and 

basalts and minutiae of their details; and when they excite an 
exclamation of wonder they never sympathise with it, but treat it as 

a matter of course that you should be the astonished and they the 

astonishers. The Causeway guides are of the earth – earthy; of the 

stone – stony; they have the mystified look of philosophers and the 

youngest and most ragged has a certain affectation of learning that 

is very amusing. They are, however, attentive and obliging…… Neil 
MacMullen, be it known to all future tourists, considers himself the 

chief, as he has been appointed the caretaker of all the wonders of 

this wonderful spot, and he is very careful and intelligent.   Daniel 

MacWilliam has excited Miss Henry‟s kind sympathy because he has 

a large family; we found him also very attentive and informed with 

the old giant tales of the Causeway. Then young James King 
volunteered as guide because his father had been a guide and, by 

the laws of primogeniture, the right was his.” 

This gives us confirmation that Lord Antrim had his caretaker on the 

spot in 1840, notwithstanding the lease to Lecky. It also points to the  
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fact that being a guide was a sought-after career, even jealously 

guarded and passed from father to son. 
Most of the guides came from The Aird, a mile from the Royal Hotel, 

but others were from Bushmills and Portballintrae. 

 
The Guides’ War 
The cause was the coming of the electric tramway. 

Until its advent, visitors came by jaunting car from Portrush via 

Bushmills or occasionally by similar means from Larne via Ballycastle, 

Larne being the port of entry for Scots and English tourists. When the 

tram started, its only competition from Portrush was a motor char-à-

banc which ran from the Northern Counties Hotel through to Carrick-a-
Rede  from 1905. See Map II at page 86. 

 

 
 

So the guides accosted their potential clientele as they passed 

through Bushmills, or, as we‟ve heard, along the road towards The 

Causeway, or at the places of accommodation in Bushmills and, more 

especially, at Kane‟s Royal Hotel and at the Causeway Hotel. 

When the Traills took over the Causeway Hotel in 1884, they made a 
pathway wide enough for a luggage cart from the front of the hotel 

down the hill, across the field to the tram station where the hotel had  
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a large sign proclaiming its presence at this new entrance gate.120 This 
allowed the porters from the Causeway Hotel to take guests‟ luggage 

from the tram to their rooms. 

The path and the tram station were on Macnaghten land. Remember 

that the Traills were tenants of the Macnaghtens. 

In an arbitrary extension to their sphere of influence, the Traills 

engaged their own guides who were attached to the Causeway Hotel. 
They were the only guides allowed to offer their service to visitors 

arriving by this the most popular and novel form of transport to stay 

or refresh themselves at the Causeway Hotel. 

Since 100,000 arrived by tram in 1896, the Causeway Hotel guides 

were getting first crack at an important segment of the market for the 

services of a guide – and, by extension, to the boat trips to the caves 
and to the causeway proper. 

Hitherto the guides had all been freelance. They could tout for 

business anywhere in public space, but now they could not enter 

Macnaghten land to do so at the most lucrative point of sale. 

Furthermore, on arrival at the terminus, at first glance it appeared that 

there was only one way for disembarking passengers to go, and that 
was to the sign-posted “Causeway Hotel.” By contrast, there was no 

sign pointing to the public road leading past The Royal to the Giant‟s 

Causeway. Once inside the Traill demesne, passengers were a captive 

market for the designated guides. 

The action by the Traills had the (probably unforeseen) effect of 

creating a division which was contrary to the free market enterprise 

which had characterised their modus operandi for three or four 
generations. 

Those not in the Traill camp were per force in the Kane camp. While 

both had the respective hotel guests as customers, the battle for 

custom centred round the day visitor. 

As passengers arrived on the tram, they were greeted by shouts 

from the porters of the Causeway Hotel encouraging them to take their  
path and were advised to avoid the steeper hill that lead straight to 

The Royal on the public road.  

The friction that resulted inevitably lead to much ill-feeling and fights 

broke out, ironically almost invariably after a good day when there was 

enough money in the pockets of all the guides for them all to wet their 

whistle in the bar. As “locals” were not allowed in the bar at the 
Causeway Hotel (a sort of tradition that survived as an unspoken word 

until The Royal was sold and demolished in the 1960s), the bar at the  

 

                                    
120  The original lease from Sir Francis to Elizabeth Henry was in respect of 4 acres, 
the site of the hotel as you see it today and the field immediately in front of it. 
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side of The Royal was the venue for the uncomfortable meeting of the 

two factions. 
At this time, the Traills were advertising in the press “the Causeway 

Hotel is now worked in connection with the Tramway. Book through to 

the Causeway and do not mind false reports by interested persons.” 

Hitting back, Mary Jane Kane‟s advertisement of the day concluded 

with “The Royal is denied the privilege of having a Porter to represent 

it at the Tramway Terminus, but Cars attend all Trams on the public 
road. Please look out for them. Parties driven to the Hotel free of 

charge. Coast Conveyances in connection with Through Coach to Larne 

arrive and depart from this Hotel.” 

It is a measure of the lasting impact all of this had when I can refer 

to a letter Hugh Alexander Boyd, the noted Ballycastle historian, born 

in 1907, wrote to me in 1990 on the subject. Quoting the same Kane 
advertisement which he extracted from George Bassett‟s Antrim, 

published in 1888, he told me “There was a certain amount of friction 

between The Royal set-up and the Causeway (Hotel) set-up and it was 

probably at its worst just at this time – 1888. It was the previous year 

1887 that the Giant‟s Causeway, Portrush and Bush Valley Railway and 

Tramway Company extended its line from Bushmills to the Giant‟s 
Causeway. Furthermore the line from Bushmills was a tramway [His 

emphasis]. That explains why when the closure took place around 

1949 the railway portion (because it was a railway) could not be 

abandoned until six months after the abandonment of the tramway 

part of the undertaking. It was Traill‟s idea to extend the undertaking 

from Bushmills to Dervock with stations at Benvarden and Seneril – 

this was known as “the Dervock extension” but it never materialised 
and the Traills had to be content to construct a tramway from 

Bushmills to the Giant‟s Causeway instead. They owned the Causeway 

Hotel and I presume prohibited (your great grandfather) Kane from 

attending the tram for visitors for the simple reason that he would …be 

trespassing on Traill property. I remember hearing of the 

unpleasantness between the two parties on this score.”  
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The path from the Causeway Hotel to the Tramway Terminus ran diagonally 
across the lower field. The power lines followed the road up to The Nook.  

Courtesy of the National Library of Ireland. 

 

Here are the names of the known guides in the late nineteenth 
century: 

Neil MacMullan                               Causeway Hotel 

Daniel MacWilliam                          Causeway Hotel 

James King                                    Causeway Hotel 

Alick M‟Mullen                                 Royal Hotel 

Jimmy Hutchinson                           Royal Hotel 

John MacLaughlin                            Royal Hotel 
James McLernon                              Royal Hotel 

Johnny McLernon                             Royal Hotel 

Joe Mornin                                      Royal Hotel 

David McMullan                               Royal Hotel    

Archibald Faull                                 not known 

Stewart Dickson                               not known   
Daniel M‟Allister                               not known 

James M‟Allister                               not known 
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Port Moon as Welsh saw it looking south east to Benadanir about 1903. 

Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 

 

 
Benadanir, a Viking landing place, from the Dunseverick Castle Walk. 
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Port Moon today - from the Dunseverick Castle Walk, looking north. 

 

 
Westerly aspect from Hamilton's Seat. 
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The Giant's Eye Glass was at The Amphitheatre. The arch collapsed in a 
storm in 1947.          Courtesy of the National Library of Ireland. 

 

 
Sheep Island. 
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The Organ Pipes only play at 6 am on Christmas morning. © Andy McInroy 

 

 

 

Naming names 
These men and their predecessors knew The Causeway like the back of 

their hand. From the way they told the legend of Finn M‟Cool  and 

wove in the names of the features in the rock formations, it is probable  
they played a leading role in giving names to the geographical features 

to go with the geological ones. 
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While “Brenther” is Old Norse for steep harbour and Benadanir at 

Port Moon is “peak of the Danes,” both reflecting the Viking raids on 

the area, notably in 670 and 924, Port na Spaniagh is Irish Gaelic 

for “inlet (or landing place) of the Spanish,” named after an event in 
October 1588 whereafter undoubtedly there was a winter of great 

content – contents of the Girona gratefully retrieved from the shore 

by the local populace who named the spot in gratitude.56 

As we saw earlier, Port Noffer is a corruption of Port na fhir which 

is Irish Gaelic for “landing place of the man,” and “the man”, it is 

safe to assume, is Finn M‟Cool. I suspect the influence of the 
progenitors of the guides. 

The Giant‟s Organ (think not anatomically) or The Organ or The 

Organ Pipes is straight guide-speak, probably dating to the mid 

eighteenth century. The resemblance to church organ pipes is 

striking. The guides told me that the organ only played on 

Christmas Day at 6 o‟ clock in the morning. The Wishing Well for its 
spring water so close to the sea, and its sibling the Giant‟s Wishing 

Chair are most likely the creations of the imaginative guides, 

likewise The Amphitheatre, Lord Antrim‟s Parlour, the Chimney 

Tops, the Honeycomb, Giant‟s Coffin, Giant‟s Boot, the Loom and 

others. The Keystone may also be a guide-given name. 

Stookans is so named because they resemble stooks57 of corn; 
Portnaboe is inlet of the cows; Bengore (Head) is peak of the goats; 

and Lacada (Point) where the Girona was found in 1967, means 

long flagstone. Port Reostan is inlet of the king‟s dining room; 

Portnacallian is girls‟ inlet; and Port na Tober is named after its well. 

During World War I (1914-1918) German submarines were said to 

have “docked” in Port na Tober to take on supplies of fresh water. 

The guides said it was a fact. 
Continuing east, Port na Truin has a subterranean cave at the 

bottom of the cliff into which the sea flows, making the sound of 

sighing as it does so. Its name means bay of sorrow.  

Port Bradden means salmon harbour. 

Carrick-a-Rede is roughly rock of the open anchorage, while Port 

Coon (should be Cuan) is narrow inlet or port of the ocean. 
Port Coon is the main cave at The Causeway. 

 

 

 

 

                                    
56  In 1832 one James Quigg found about eight pounds weight of silver Roman 

coins under a flat stone on Feigh Mountain at a spot called Croyer Whins which is 
about 440 yards from the sea. O‟Laverty records that he took them to Coleraine. 

Some were bought by man called Alexander M‟Mullan (not the guide) “for his 
mistress, Mrs Alexander, of Garvagh.” 
57  “Stook” is an Ulster-Scots word, the equivalent in England being shock. It is an 
upright arrangement of sheaves of corn in the field. 
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Boatmen 
The guides worked in tandem with boatmen and their boats were 

drontheims. 

 I am indebted to my friend James McQuilken for this extract from 

his excellent book The Fishermen of Dunseverick: “The drontheim 

boat was once the most common fishing boat along the north coast 
of Ireland. The name drontheim is a corruption of the name 

Trondheim, which is a port on the Norwegian coast where this type 

of boat originated. The boats would be rigged with a simple sail and 

jib, or rowed by four men, and would be used for both line and net 

fishing. They were extremely seaworthy boats which could carry 

heavy loads, as well as cope with rough and dangerous seas. The 
stern was finished into a point like the bow, and the rudder was 

located into brackets on the steel strap of the stern post. 

Drontheims would be between 16 feet and 28 feet in length, 

clinker built with strong oak ribs, heavy timbers and a wide beam.” 

They were built by Kelly‟s in Portrush and at Greencastle. They 

were also called Skerries yawls and Greencastle yawls. 
Bertie McKay, one of the well known Port Bradden fishing family, 

said, “They didn‟t bang, bang into the waves, but slid over 

them….like going into a basin of cream.” 
 The boatmen in my day rarely touted for business.  It was a 

division of labour which worked: instinctively, the guides were 

better at hooking custom. The boatmen, to be sure, hooked fish, 
but their main source of income came from the visitors who had 

been offered a boat trip to the caves and “round (Stookans) to the 

Causeway.” They either stood at the back of the public toilets 

adjacent to the bar at The Royal, or were down at the Brenther 

working on their boat. A keh-oh or heugh from a guide with “a 

party” of visitors would alert them to get the small outboard motor 

onto the boat. The party, accompanied by one guide would then 
start down the zig-zag path to the natural slipways by the Camel‟s 

Rock where embarkation took place. The boat was rowed out into 

Portnaboe before the engine was started by pulling on a cord. 

The engine was cut on the other (west) side of Camel‟s Rock and 

the party was rowed into Port Coon cave. Before my time, a man 

called Hugh McLaughlin of Carnside was landed on the ledge to the 
right of the entrance. He had a net on the end of a long pole to 

collect tips from passengers which he earned by firing a gun to 

demonstrate the exceptional acoustics of, and echo generated by, 

the cave. 

The landward entrance is well concealed unless you know where 

to look. It can be seen as you walk along the cliffs from Runkerry to 
the information centre, but to get into it involves descending into 

the grassy bay, and rounding the rocks at 2 o‟ clock. Best done at 

low tide. The entrance is low, so you have to bend. You find you are 
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on a rocky shore with an angled view out to sea 140 yards/ 128 

metres away. 

My mother, whose ashes were scattered in the bay, believed it 

was used for smuggling, but there are easier accesses and hiding 
places if avoiding customs‟ duty is your game.  

If the weather was set fine, the “party” would, instead of turning 

east from Port Coon, continue westwards. The next cave is Pigeon 

Rock Cave, marked by a small rock in the sea close to the mouth. 

It‟s home to rock doves, as the name suggests. The only time I 

went in with the guides was in an exceptionally calm sea, and even 
then there was apprehension that the boat would be damaged. 

There used to be a wooden ladder tied to the cliff face which gave 

keen anglers access to the flattish rocks to the immediate west of 

the mouth of the cave. 

A further 500 yards/ 457 metres west by sea took the fortunate 

few who opted for the “caves only” boating option on an 
exceptionally calm day to Runkerry Cave. 

It is dangerous. 

From the cliff walk, it is very missable. Above the entrance is 

where I used to see puffins with their distinctive markings. (They 

are still found on Rathlin). Shag (green cormorant) still nest in this 

natural sanctuary along with rock dove and starling. Their presence 
is indicative of how infrequently there is any human activity. 

 
A vivid pink algae coats the walls, the water is crystal clear and the echo 
of the guide’s keh-oh rings loud and long in Port Coon Cave. 

Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 
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Dunkerry Cave (sic) as WH Bartlett recorded it in about 1850. How did he 

get in there? 

 

 

 
 

 

 
Port Bradden today. It was home to the McKay family for many years. 

The name means salmon harbour. 
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The guides carved souvenirs of the Wishing Chair like this one during the 
off-season. WH Bartlett is again the artist of the print in the background. 
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The Brenther was the port of departure for the caves as well as the Grand 

Causeway. This is how Welch saw it about 1890. 
Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 

 

From the sea, two rocks invariably encased in a breaking swell, 

guard the mouth. These inhibit even the most adventurous, and I 

seem to recall that few Causeway boatmen ever ventured into the 
cave itself which has a narrow mouth, about 25 feet/7,6m wide, 60 

feet/18,3m high, tapering to little more than a slit, but seeming to 

retain its initial height into the darkness. 

It is said to extend 700 

feet/213m towards Blackrock 

Cottage, and that the sound 

of the waves inside it can be 
heard there on a still night. I 

lived in Blackrock Cottage58 

in 1951/2 and it did not keep 

me awake.  

 

 
Runkerry Cave has always intrigued me. I have wanted to explore 

it, measure its dimensions and hear its echo. Can‟t some budding 

                                    
58 It was home to the Hon Ethel Macnaghten, the last surviving daughter of Lord 

Macnaghten. When she died in 1951, her brother, Sir Malcolm, allowed my 
mother to make it our temporary home. This is how it looked at that time. 
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troglodyte get in a rubber duck or kayak, or abseil and let me 

know? 

I notice some of the older reference books (and one map) have 

“Dunkerry” which sounds more Irish, “dun” being fort and “kerry” 
being dark. 

However, “run,” as the lexicographer will tell you, has a few 

apposite meanings: creek; a pair of millstones (resembling the two 

guarding rocks); smuggled (as in run goods, an expression you 

don‟t hear nowadays); and secret. Take your pick.  

“Kerry,” be it used of eyes, hair, the breed of cattle or of blue 
dogs, definitely denotes DARK. 

I say Runkerry means dark secret. 

And there‟s a fourth. It‟s called Leekilroy (phonetically leck-ill-roy) 

and it‟s beside a feature called The Ladle, about 300 yards/275 

metres north of the back of Runkerry House. You can see it on the 

walk, but the boatmen never went that far west of The Brenther 
with “parties.” 

 

 

 

 

 
The Brenther with drontheims drawn up at the end of a calm day. The 
natural slipway is visible in this early twentieth century photo by WA 

Green. Camel’s Rock is centre behind the nets. 
 Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 
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The Honeycomb, one of the features guides would point out. Photograph 

reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 

 

The Guides‟ War ended in 1910. My grandfather bought the 

Causeway Hotel from Sir Francis that year, so the two factions were 

united by the amalgamation of the two hotels. VC Day. 

But there were ominous signs for the now peaceful guides.  

In the same year, he bought a Wolseley, the first car for miles 
around. It marked the advent of motorised transport as a means of 

getting to The Causeway. 

The guides had to adapt. They noticed that motor cars slowed to a 

stop at The Nook as drivers were faced with the choice of going 

straight on through the gateway to the Causeway Hotel or, 

engaging first gear (which one had to stop to do), bearing right up 

the hill to The Royal and its car park. 
The opportunity was not lost. As soon as a car stopped, or even 

slowed at the corner, one of their number would leave their seat on 

“the form” and approach, only too anxious to guide the stranger. 

It was as a mark of the esteem in which the Kanes were held (and 

the affection felt) that the guides, in relays, carried the coffins of 

my forebears from The Royal en route to Billy churchyard all the 
way to the “end of the line,” the junction of Carnside Lane. It was a 

tradition. I saw for myself as I peeped out the window between the 

drawn curtains and saw the huge crowd that followed my 

grandmother‟s hearse in May 1949. 

Well though the guides were positioned to catch both road and rail 

traffic, it was the thin end of the wedge, for all too soon the char-à-
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banc became the omnibus and mass tourism came to The 

Causeway, branded by Fawcett‟s of Portrush and O‟Neill‟s of Larne. 

 
The Royal in about 1911. Note the motor car to the right of the jaunting 

car. 

 

At first, the busses parked in front of The Royal and the guides 
met them there, but before long, there were too many busses, too 

few guides. Eventually, there were so many busses that, after 1949 

and the demise of the tram for lack of passengers, ironically, they 

parked down at the tram station. 

 

The last of the guides 
I spent much of my time with Joe and Johnny, two of the last 

guides. I loved the smell of the Gallagher‟s tobacco that came in the 
green tin. I was fascinated by the way they rolled the tobacco and 

lit the pipe with Bo-peep matches in the blue box which was held 

over the top while sucking so as to draw the heat down into the 

bowl. 

And they sharpened their penknives on the front doorstep of The 

Nook, and carved away at the Wishing Chairs when it was quiet. 
It was through them I learned to run on the rocks of the Grand 

Causeway, showing off to the tourists I‟d come with in the boat via 

Port Coon. I knew it all, heard it all – the blarney; seen it all – the 

deadpan face delivering the tallest story to the gullible, taking the 

money so surreptitiously, ending a good day in the bar. 

I laughed with them at their rascality. Their favourite came when 

they spotted some overweight ladies coming down the hill from 
their walk to The Causeway (taken without the services of a guide), 

on their way to catch the returning tram to Portrush. They would 

shout words to the effect that the tram was about to leave, and 

urge them to hurry lest they missed it. “Run now or you‟ll miss it! 
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There it goes. Just pulling out now,” went the commentary. Of 

course, nothing could have been further from the truth, but it got 

the crowd running down the hill to the station. 

All good clean fun. 
They told me the secret of the giant‟s grave behind Blackrock 

Cottage. O‟Laverty knew about it: “a remarkable stone monument, 

with some remains of a cave at the southern end of it…. Composed 

of large blocks of stone set round on their ends, the stones are from 

one to two feet high. It seems to have been a Giant‟s Grave,” 

concludes the reverend gentleman. But maybe it is the land 
entrance to Runkerry Cave and Joe and Johnny were pulling my wee 

leg. They were good at that. 

I knew where they hid their souvenir Wishing Chairs in the wet 

sack in the hedge that sheltered them from the squalls. I knew 

where they went for a pee, bonding with them as I joined them with 

my small contribution. 
I was impressed. 

As I told my mother when she was bathing me, Joe had a big one. 

Joe rode his bike along the tramlines from near Portballintrae and 

hid it in the hedge near the form. Johnny had an older brother, 

James, who was the head guide, but died when I was very small. I 

remember the three of them on the form. 
Then there were the boatmen. 

Robert Colvin had lost a couple of fingers in a fishing incident, and 

what remained of his hands shook like a leaf. So did his voice. 

Shakey Robert, as he was affectionately known, had served in the 

navy in World War I, and his ship had been blown up. He had what 

would now be identified as post traumatic stress. 

He was the one who took us out fishing. We caught mackerel and 
lythe (pollack). He was a careful sailor with a knack for finding the 

fish.  

Robert‟s hand did not shake when he had a glass of porter in it. 

I went out with him to lift the lobster creels and empty the boxes 

in which they were kept submerged in Portnaboe till lobster 

thermidor was on the menu. Crab, a delicacy to my palate, was 
used as bait, can you believe. The round, green glass marker buoys 

were no longer used. The remnants of them had found their way to 

the wall outside Johnny Glass‟s house in Ardihannon. That‟s how he 

got his name. 

I learnt a lot from these men, but blowing my nose without using 

a hankie was not to be one of my accomplishments. 
 

 

The Fishermen of Dunseverick 
Fishing out of Dunseverick was another matter. There it was for a 

living. For men like James and Robert Wilkinson, James (Bobby) 
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and Sammy Gault; Bob and Bill McClelland; Dan Roy, John and 

Danny McMullan it was their life. 

The Wilkinson brothers caught salmon, cod, plaice and haddock. 

Many‟s a time, they or Alick Purdy in his blue three-wheeler van, 
delivered their catch to the hotels in time for the dinner menu; and 

the fish they landed at 10am was in the dining rooms for lunch the 

same day. Lobster and salmon were always in demand, especially in 

my uncle Colin Kane‟s day running both hotels. So the hotels were 

an important source of income for the Dunseverick fishermen. 

James McQuilken relates that Sammy Gault took a film crew out 
one day to film the coast. It was known to me that none of the 

fishermen or boatmen could swim. The cameraman asked Sammy 

why this was so when a life might be saved if they learned. Sais 

Sammy: “It‟s the boat that goes in the water. Naw us”. 

On my causeway, all the guides and boatmen were men you could 

trust, not that the thought of mistrust ever entered my young head. 
 

 
David McMullan is the bearded boatman with this “party” c.1932. 

 

 
Dunseverick Castle by William Henry Bartlett (1809-1854). 
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Johnny McLernon and Alex McMullan at "the gates" to the Causeway 

Hotel c. 1939. 

 

 
The 2009 view from where the guides' "form" was. 

 

 
Bearded David McMullan with visitors at the Wishing Chair sometime in 

the early 1930s. 
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L to r Johnny Martin, Robert Colvin, James McMullan, and Willie Colvin 
with Johnny McLernon at The Café at the back of The Royal in 1952. 

 

 
Bagle‟s gowl: An indeterminate distance over which a dog‟s baying can be heard. 

Bates: beats. Bates Banagher: unsurpassed. 
Be-te-be:  it was bound to happen. “He be-te-be catchin‟ a chill after fallin‟ in the sheugh.”  
Bit: somewhat. “A bit of a party” is much drinking. Also “Not a bit of it”: not remotely. 

“She isn‟t pregnant. Not a bit of it.” Also “a bit of a turn” is a character. “Fight the bit out” 
is having one helluva row. 

Bother me arse: take the trouble. Nae bother atall means no trouble at all. 

Boys or boy-o: People. “Them boys” is those. But “some boy-o thon,” implies some degree 
of rascality. 

Boysaboys: an expression of mild surprise. “I‟m pregnant.” “Boysaboys.” 

Brave, bravely: Used as a general (and often vague) term of approval; a compliment.  “A 

brave few” is several, used especially in connection with the quantity of haffins consumed. 
Good or well would be a synonym. 

Lammas: August moon when the harvest is celebrated. 

Larne: port town in east Antrim. Also means learn. “That‟ll larne you” therefore boils down 
to That experience is one from which you will learn a lesson. 

Lais-an-ee: prayer for safety, invoking God‟s help. “Ah laise an ee” is I hope to God. 

Layin‟ away: having an adulterous affair. 

Lees-youre: leisure. “At your lees-youre.” Some vague time in the future, as promised. 

Lep: leap. “The salmon is fair leppin‟ in th‟ Bush th‟ day.” 

Like such which: the like of such or the like of which. 



 

 

217 

 

 

 
The last of the guides. Johnny McLernon (left) in his gansey and Joe 

Mornin on “the form” opposite The Nook in 1948. So long, my friends. 

 

 
 

 
Apt: true, correct. “Too bloody apt” is absolutely. 
Artist: a clever evader of authority. 

Aul: old. “The Aul‟ Lammas Fair o‟ Ballycastle-o.” 
Coddin‟: leg-pulling. “A didna mean it. A was only coddin‟.” 

Coorse: opposite of refined. 
Cope: overturn; topple. 
Lit on: admit. “Sure she knew all along, but wouldna lit on.” 

Lug: ear. “The teacher gave her a cuff on the lug. I‟m tellin‟ ya. She-did-so-she-did.” 
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17. Happy Hunting Ground 
 

¶Oh, give me land, lots of land under starry skies above,  

Don't Fence Me In.  

Let me ride through the wide open country that I love 

Don’t Fence Me In. 

Just turn me loose, let me straddle my old saddle…¶  

Bing Crosby. Top of the Hit Parade in 1945. 

 

 

It wasn‟t all hotel business, school or craic with the guides. We had 

Flash the pony and Colin Kane kept a hunter called Joe as well as 

his Purdey and pointers and setters he trained himself to be the 
best gun dogs around. 

Uncle Colin‟s party piece was to bring the 17-hands-high Joe into 

the bar at The Royal, a stunt that involved getting the horse up the 

steps to the rather low door before the grand entrance to hushed 

patrons. Only once did Joe leave his visiting card: a shovel was soon 

produced, and Jimmy Burns was grateful for it as fertiliser for the 
roses in Granny‟s front garden. 

Where there‟s a hunter there must be a hunt: the Route Hunt. 

The hounds were kept at the quarry of RJ Maxwell & Sons on the 

left as you came into Coleraine, so they had meets over an area 

eastwards as far as Ballycastle. Rarely did they cross the Bann. 

These were on Wednesdays and Saturdays at noon, so Noreen and I 
could hunt twice a week in the school holidays – always providing 

the hunt met at a place near enough for us to hack to. 

We shared the pony, so there was a logistical problem which we 

solved by sharing the riding – one on a bike, the other on the pony. 

Until we got to the appointed place for the meet where the bike was 

left and Shanks‟s was the other pony. 
DZ9456, my mother‟s Austin 8, acted as second, and followed the 

hunt up lane and down Dunmull. 

The hunt used to meet at The Causeway – at The Royal where the 

the stirrup cup strong. (Stirrup cup was euphemistically known as 

jumping powder). The hotel was of course closed, it being the “off-

season” for tourists when it‟s the hunting season. 

Once the hounds got the scent of a fox, although they were 
harriers (for the hunting of hares.) The story goes that they went in 

pursuit over the cliffs at the Aird Snout and several hounds fell to 

their death. 

This must have been in the 1930s, for it was fresh in my mother‟s 

memory. 

The result was that the hunt stopped meeting at the Royal for 
several years.  

One of my earliest memories is of going to the meet at the Old 

Bushmills Distillery in Bushmills in the pony and trap with my 
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grandfather, “The Boss”. It was at the invitation of the then owner 

of Old Bushmills, Samuel Wilson Boyd who had acquired the 

business in 1923. 

Wilson Boyd attended my grandmother‟s funeral – which speaks 
as much for her admirable character as it does for the size of the 

orders the two Kane hotels placed with his business over the years. 

Meets at The Royal had certainly resumed by December 1945 as 

there is photographic evidence to prove it. And the date is recorded 

in my baby book “… but horses are Georgie‟s favourite, and there‟s 

nothing pleases him more than to see the Route Hunt meeting. 
They met here at The Causeway on 15th December 1945 and both 

Noreen and George had a thrilling day.” 

 

 
Old Bushmills Distillery as it was in the late 1950s. This is the spot where 

the hunt met in the spring of 1945. 

 

The winter of 1947 was the worst in living memory. We were 

snowed in for days. No weather for hunting, and no jugged hare. 

The Hunt Ball was scheduled to be held in the Causeway Hotel, but 

several feet of snow put paid to that. It snowed from 2nd February 

until St Patrick‟s Day – on and off, of course, but it drifted as high 
as the top of the telegraph poles in places. 

The ball was postponed till mid March at the same venue, but the 

would-be ball-goers couldn‟t get their cars out, so it had to be 

cancelled. 

The customary venue was the Northern Counties Hotel in Portrush. 
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It was the exception for the hunt to meet where there was a 

generous host – or indeed any refreshment at all. 

We hacked to places like Ravallagh Crossroads (where the 

Ballymoney line crossed the Bushmills-Coleraine road); Clough Mills 
(no longer extant, but near Ballybogey); Beardiville (at the gate 

lodge as the house was boarded up); Dundooan; and Corbally on 

Boxing Day, where James Alexander and his sisters lived. It used to 

be the venue for the annual Point-to-Point races on Easter Tuesday 

before the move to Glenvale, nearer Portrush – opposite the cottage 

hospital. 
 

 

 
The Route Hunt met at the Royal Hotel on 15th December 1945. Left to 
right: Georgie, Evelyn Smith, Noreen, unknown child, Howard Maxwell, 

unknown, unknown, John Stewart (?), and Knox Boyd (on foot). 

 

We went to Ballytober School, one of the shorter hacks; The Haw 

at Billy, home of Jack and Annie McCurdy; Lisknisk near Ballymoney 

(Knockahollet); Johnny McBride‟s, the pub in Lisnagunogue (no 

shortage of jumping powder there). Damhead School on the 

Coleraine-Ballymoney road was the furthest we ever took the pony. 
And there were stables at the convent at Ballycastle, so, at Dolores 

(nickname Dolly), the mother superior‟s request, we once met in 

the town square so her young ladies could experience a hunt. (Or 

chase as in chaste). The hounds were taken in a horse box, and the 

head groom was a man with a ready laugh called Jenkins. He lent 

us a pony once for an extended time during the school holidays. He 
laughed telling us its name: Dolly. 
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Jimmy McClelland, the huntsman, at the Royal Hotel, December 1945. 

 

So much for places.  

The names associated with the hunt (other than those identified in 

the photos) would include the Montgomerys of Benvarden, mother 
(who lived to a great age) and her children Hugh, Ion and Annabel; 

the Cramsies of O‟Harabrook, father the Colonel, Sandy, his son, 

and sometimes the attractive twins looking like a good ad for 

Landrover; John Riddell, the butcher in Bushmills (“Flesher,” the 

sign said); Pat Camac59 and her father who was the vet in Derry- 

keighan; Stuart Henry who lived opposite the railway station in 
Portstewart. He lent me his horse one day at Corbally. Then there 

was Sam Henry, a mayor of Coleraine and his son, Noel; the 

Stewart family of Boghill (now, obscurely, “Bohill”); Jack Christie, 

afore mentioned, a long-time mayor of Coleraine; Frank Hunter, the 

auctioneer; Dinky (Trench) Hunter; and Jack Bulloch, the bank 

manager who lived at Farm Lodge, and some of his offspring like 
Jan, Peter and Michael, before they moved to Scotland. 

It was all right for them. They all had horse boxes. 

The whipper-in was Dicky. Jimmy and Dicky and the Master of 

Hounds wore the green hunting coat60 obligatory for the officials in 

those days. Stuart Henry wore green before he became Master, and 

                                    
59 She taught us to ride – and might have married Colin Kane at one time. 
 The name Camac was synonymous with Derrykeighan going back two centuries. 
60 The pink coat is associated with fox hunting which was popularised by Hugo 
Meynell in the second half of the eighteenth century. He was Master of the Quorn 
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The riders and the followers. Front row has Georgie in front of Doreen 

Maxwell (née Cox) and Noreen in front of the Master, Howard Maxwell. 
Extreme left is Stuart Henry, later to be Master, Knox Boyd, Tom Camac 

the vet, Colin Kane and Jack Baxter. Evelyn Smith is partly obscured 
behind the Master and on her right is James Alexander. 

 

 
 

Frank Hunter and a friend were returning 

from a day trip across the border to Donegal.  

Frank was driving. They had overindulged at 

the bar in the Fort Hotel in Greencastle. At the 

Muff customs post, the official asked if they 
had anything to declare. Frank said, “No. I 

have nothing to declare, but I can‟t speak for 

my friend asleep there in the back.” 

The customs man shook the body and 

repeated the question. Sais-he “‟Clare-to-me-

Jasus I‟m as full as the Boyne.” 

 

as you can see, the hard hat was worn by both sexes, and jodhpurs 

were flared to maximum at the thigh.61 

There was a saddler in Ballycastle where Uncle Colin bought us our 

first saddle and bridle. And Harry Hall was the trade name of the 

items on offer in the shop at the bottom of the Lodge Road, 
Coleraine where cravats with hounds and horses on and apparel 

                                                                                                    
Hunt in Leicestershire. Green coats are almost the exclusive preserve of hare 

hunts. 
61 The AA patrol men on their motor bikes with sidecars also wore jodhpurs.  
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suitable for equestrian occasions were on offer. And no, the 

jodhpurs were not imported from India. Just the name. 

Followers of the hunt, those who had no mount, got round the 

lanes that crisscrossed the scent of the hare, either in DZ9456 as 
my mother did, or they walked or jogged or unhitched the horsebox 

and drove. 

When the meet was at Corbally or Beardiville, you would have got 

odds of less than evens that “Scotty” would be there. A 

distinguished and unmistakable figure with his white beard and plus 

fours, he walked from his digs in Portrush, and many‟s a time he 
took a lift in DZ9456, so I have vivid memories of him. 

Well may you ask what the purpose of the hunt is. 

Hares62 are relatively benign when it comes to destruction of the 

environment, so the chase is not motivated by angry 

farmers. It is hardly a case of the unspeakable in pursuit 

of the inedible,63 for jugged hare is regarded, especially 
in France and Malta, as something of a delicacy. 

No. Hare hunting with specially bred and trained hounds is for the 

sheer joy of the chase. 

Consider that hares can reach a speed of 72km/h and it is not 

surprising that a kill was a rarity - and probably still is. 

It was not because Flash, the pony, could reach those speeds that 
I once found myself the first at a kill. 

I was being led on a longish lead at the back by Robert, the 

Maxwell‟s obliging groom, when the baying of the hounds, instead 

of fading into the distance, got louder. We were in Martin McCurdy‟s 

field at the top of Ballylinny. 

Now you need to know that there is a ritual involved on those 

singular occasions when the hounds do catch up with the hare. In a 
stag hunt, the reward would be the antlers, and the brush of the fox 

may be claimed by followers of foxhounds in their pink. But with 

harriers the hounds get the meat, not the Maltese, and the mounted 

runner-up gets to be “blooded” in a ceremony that harks back to 

times less civilised. 

The squeamish should look away. 
Blooding involves (or it did in my case, and I have no reason to 

believe I got special treatment), first, the huntsman or whip 

persuading the hounds that they have had enough (which they 

couldn‟t possibly) and so to part with the skin of the recently 

deceased hare. This warm, bloody offering was brought in contact, 

furry bit out, with the backs of my hands, then my forehead, then 
my already ruddy cheeks. 

I didn‟t wash for a week. 

                                    
62 More trivia: their above-ground nest is called a form; their young are leverets 
and the collective noun is a drove. It‟s true that they box each other. 
63 Oscar Fingall O‟Flahertie Wills Wilde (1854-1900). His great grandfather is 
buried in Armoy. 
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Gig-ma-gog's grave at Beardiville. It’s an example of a wedge or court 
tomb, and has a gallery with capstones. The origin of the name is biblical 

(Genesis). In Irish mythology, notably in Lebor Gabála Érenn, Magog was  
the ancestor of the Irish people. 
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18. DF Scott: remittances and 
reminiscences 

 
Cad a dhéanfadh mac a’ chait ach luch a mharú? 

Translation: “What else would the cat’s son do except kill a mouse? 

Meaning: Like father, like son. Irish proverb. 

 

 
He fascinated me. Still does. 

He was an anachronism, misplaced, not belonging. That‟s why he 

begged the questions: what was he doing in Portrush, at the hunt, a 

house member at Royal Portrush Golf Club? And who was he? 

Many referred to him as DF, especially at the club, but I knew 

him as Scotty, and he answered to both. Even in addressing him 
one felt that deference was due, that somehow he ought to be at 

least Sir Douglas. It was his bearing as much as his manners and 

beautifully spoken Oxford English that contributed to his imposing 

presence, from which his eccentric dress sense did not detract. 

So who was he? 

The official record shows that he was born at Park Attwood64 in 
Worcestershire on 17th April 1878. 

Note that date. 

His names were Douglas Francis. His father was, the official birth 

certificate says, Tom Scott, a farmer,65 and his mother was Isabella 

Scott neé Silver. His birth was not recorded until 40 days after his 

birth, and the registrar was G Friend. 
Friend of whom? 

 

 
 

By the time he went to the well known English public school, 

Lancing College, in May 1890, his parents had moved to Abinger 
Manor Farm, near Effingham in Surrey. 

The school has no record of any sporting or other achievements 

which seems odd in light of what he got up to in Portrush. 

                                    
64 This seems to be Attwood Park, now a cancer clinic. 
65 According to the 1881 census, he was born in Adilade (sic), Australia in 1849, 
and he farmed 320 acres and employed 6 men. 
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He was forthcoming, to those who would listen, about his school, 

but of the thirteen years between leaving Lancing and arriving in 

Portrush, not much is known – except that, like Lord Macnaghten, 

he did some rowing on the Thames. 
He did have an Irish connection: his younger brother, Lieutenant-

Colonel Hugh Lawrence Scott (who was also at Lancing) married 

Kathleen Orme Handy, whose landed family came from Braeca 

Castle near Horseleap, County Westmeath. 

 
Horseleap. Mustacioed Scotty on Sunday takes a fence on Easter Tuesday 

1932 at the Route Hunt point-to-point at Corbally in the hunt cup, 

restricted to members of the hunt and horses that had hunted during the 
preceding season.  

Did his father own a Grand National winner? 

 

But why, at the age of 31, he came to Portrush in 190966 is but 

part of the mystery. 

Whatever happened, it is clear that he had all the attributes of a 

remittance man. 

The definition goes back to Victorian times, when Scotty was born, 
and has much to do with the rigid mores and standards of 

behaviour prevalent at that time. The family name was sacrosanct, 

among the higher echelons of society especially. Skeletons were 

allowed out of the cupboard only if they made themselves scarce in 

a permanent way. And families were prepared to pay to enforce 

such banishments. The colonies provided attractive places of hiding: 
adopting a new name was no problem. Australia was the most 

                                    
66 1909 is the accepted date, but his name does not appear in the 1911 census as 
being in Portrush at that time. 
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popular destination – far away, new, sparsely inhabited. Black 

sheep readily blended with the indigenous ones. 

But if your father came from Australia, then that was not likely to 

be the destination of choice, whichever law, commandment or moral 
code had been broken. 

A remittance in this context refers to the sending of money from 

the exile‟s home (country) to the new found land. This was effected 

by the family solicitor, and would have gone to a firm in the same 

profession in that land. Direct contact with the family by the “man” 

was not possible. Indeed it was discouraged. The word 
incommunicado comes to mind. 

 The likely Portrush solicitor to have dispensed the largesse was 

Thomas Wray and, later, his son, Robin, whose company he shared 

in the Men‟s Lounge at the club. There is a 1956 photograph of the 

two together on the balcony of the club. 

A connection with The Causeway comes as soon as we look at his 
first address, for he stayed at Glenmanus House, build in the 1870s 

by none other than Robert Crookshank, he who was connected to 

Hugh Lecky through being a member of the infamous Syndicate. Of 

course it may well have been that the firm of solicitors initially used 

was Crookshank, Leech and Davies of Dublin and New Row, 

Coleraine whose partners were all members of The Syndicate. This 
would tie in with Scotty being at the Crookshank property on 

Portstewart Road. 

 
Clerk of the Course at Corbally, Easter 1940. His mount that day was 

Dundooan Lass. 

Despite an apparent lack of sporting prowess at school, DF Scott 

might have won the victor ludorum at Portrush. 
There is no record of him having played golf at Royal Portrush, but 

it is unlikely he was just a house member. He had a reputation for 

never standin‟ a roun‟ which may have been more to do with the 

irregularity of his remittances than an aversion to drink and paying 

for it. 
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The club must have held him in some regard, for at their council‟s 

meeting on 9th January 1960, the day after his death, they noted 

his passing. 

He played cricket too. Portrush Cricket Club‟s home venue was in 
front of the Northern Counties Hotel, its manager being the captain. 

Scotty was the secretary from 1911 until 1914 when it ceased to 

operate. 

 

 
He was an annuitant, not a remittance man, according to his death 

certificate. 

 

He messed about in boats. No summer would have been complete 
without the sight of Scotty in his striped blazer and whitish linen 

shorts on the North Pier. It seems he had his own yacht which he 

contrived to sink just off Ramore Head and he and his long-time 

lady friend, Miss Leatham, had to be rescued. Maybe this was why 

he seemed to prefer the role of starter at the yacht club regattas. 

The firing of the starter‟s pistol was what he enjoyed, and he carried 
a spare firearm from his own collection in case of a misfire. 

 
Always with his pipe. 

 

Time to cut to the chase. 
It was rumoured that DF Scott was fathered by a member of the 

royal family; that his father sent him away to lessen the likelihood 
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of discovery; that he was forbidden to marry and that he was sworn 

to secrecy. 

Now let us suppose the rumours were true. 

There would be a likeness, both physical and in character. 
There are several good reasons why the most likely candidate is 

the Prince of Wales, later Edward VII. 

He was a known philanderer. Indeed one book says some of the 

children of his closest friends bore a remarkable resemblance to 

him. However, his discretion was such that it is unlikely that much 

documentary evidence of his illegitimate children exists. 
An example is the case of a confinement of Lady Susan Pelham-

Clinton in 1871. She had been a bridesmaid of the Princess Royal 

and married Lord Adolphus Vane-Tempest only to be widowed four 

years later. She became one of the mistresses of HRH. Her 

unnamed confidante wrote to the prince advising him that “the 

crisis” was due in two or three months. Nothing is known of the 
child of the union, and Lady Vane-Tempest died in 1875, taking the 

secret to the grave. 

Another birth in the same year (1871) has been attributed to a 

“tumble in the hay” with Lady Forbes in Aberdeenshire. The child 

was called Evie. Her son, art collector Edward James, claimed his 

grandfather was the prince. As evidence he said he was shown over 
a hundred letters to his mother, mostly from Edward VII, but some 

from George V, which verified the encounter. He referred to a 

walking stick given to Sir Charles Forbes, Evie‟s documented father, 

by the prince. It was inscribed with words to the effect that it was 

“in token and appreciation of [his] understanding.” 

One apparently authenticated case is that of Jeanne-Marie 

Langtry, born in March 1881. The official father was Prince Louis of 
Battenburg who was married to the niece of the Prince of Wales. 

Better known now as the 1st Marquess of Milford Haven, Prince Louis 

and Princess Victoria were the parents of Lord Louis Mountbatten, 

and grandparents of Prince Philip. 

Lilly Langtry was probably the best known mistress, but we have 

already seen that another was Alice Keppel, great grandmother of 
the present Duchess of Cornwall. Quite recently, the Daily Mail 

suggested that Alice Keppel‟s daughter, Sonia Rosemary Keppel, 

Camilla Shand‟s grandmother, was fathered by HRH Prince Edward, 

Prince of Wales. 

Did you know that the Prince of Wales laid out the golf course at 

Windsor? That he was the first patron of Royal Portrush Golf Club 
(from 1895 until his death in 1910)?  

Like Scotty, he was not keen on alcohol, but was an enthusiastic 

hunter, even having the clocks at Sandringham advanced half an 

hour so as to allow more time for shooting. Scotty was similarly 

inclined. 
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Like Scotty, the prince loved horse racing both on the flat and 

steeplechasing. Indeed, he owned Persimmon, the horse that won 

both the Derby and the St Leger in 1896. He repeated this feat in 

1900 with Diamond Jubilee. That was a good year for him: he also 
owned Ambush II, a 4/1 winner of the Grand National. 

The sport of kings. 

Regarding cricket, it‟s a little known fact that the prince played at 

least two innings of the first class game, scoring a meagre two runs 

in the process. 

As for yachting, Queen Victoria spent a great deal of time 
between 1845 and her death there in 1901 at Osborne House, 

which is at East Cowes on the Isle of Wight, and her son and heir 

was a keen yachtsman. 

Add to all this the physical resemblance:  

 

  
Like father, like son?  

I would remind you that the Prince of Wales was at The Causeway 

(and in Portrush) exactly one gestation period before Douglas 

Francis Scott was born. 

His will, handwritten on cheap paper and witnessed by the staff of 
the Belfast Bank in Portrush, is another inscrutability. 

It displays some legal knowledge and it is dated 1942, seventeen 

years before his death. 

But who was “Miss Winifred Salisbury Vaughan-Williams” of 

Penarth to whom probate was granted in the sum of ₤464 7s 2d  on 

31st August 1960? 

The famous composer, Ralph Vaughan Williams, was Scotty‟s 
contemporary, but he did not have any sisters – or daughters. 

However he lived seven miles from Salisbury and the folk song 

Salisbury Plain was collected by him in 1904. 

Might it be that the reason for Scotty‟s banishment, whether self-

imposed or not, was more to do with the result of an affaire he had? 
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And might that “result” have been the sole beneficiary and executrix 

of his will? 
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Doreen Maxwell had taken over as master of the Route Hunt from her 

husband, Howard, by 1953. Dan Christie, Mayor of Coleraine, and Jimmy 

Jackson, the Coleraine vet, were the starters. Jack Stewart of Boghill and 
Bill Henry, Town Clerk of Coleraine, were the Clerks of Scales. James 

Alexander of Corbally seems to have succeeded Scotty in the role of Clerk 
of the Course. 
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19. Irish Symphony:  more 

than a lost chord 
 

The Festival of Britain 1951. “A tonic for the nation.” Herbert Morrison (Deputy Prime 

Minister 1945-1951). 

 

 

After the war, 16mm movie film was shot by fathers to record 

family events, but, as with the still photography of a century earlier, 

no evidence of the new cinematic genre seems to have survived 

relating to The Causeway and demonstrating early commercial use 
of cine at a time to coincide with my childhood. I suppose the 

stones did not seem an appropriate subject for moving pictures, 

except as a backdrop for an afternoon of the family holiday. 

It is not that film was not shot. It was. But no one can find a copy 

of the one I am going to tell you about. 

By way of background, people were tired of war and its aftermath, 
the ration books and the empty shelves. It was decided that the 

nation needed a fillip. This was to be a festival, like a Causeway 

Fair, but across the whole land and encompassing all the major 

centres and all the art forms. 

Including film. 

Some genius decided that moving pictures could be used as a 

medium to show off the wonders of the winning side. The folk of 
Belfast would be lifted out of their post-war depression by the sight 

of the tram and The Causeway in glorious colour, and all the 

bombing and other unpleasantness of 1939-1945 would be 

forgotten – so the genius decided. 

Stamps were issued to commemorate the Festival of Britain, as it 

came to be called. That‟s a sure sign that it was something big. 

 
The first I knew of all this was a film crew of four or five 

Americans (they were also on the winning side) came to stay at the 

Causeway Hotel. American also because they knew more about 
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moving pictures and all that. After all, that is where Hollywood is, 

not in County Down a tall-a-tall, I learned. 

So there they were with this big fancy camera, the like such which 

had never before been seen about The Ca‟sey. 
This was 1949 and I was at school trying in vain to catch up on 

lessons missed while I was in bed for a year with  a form of TB 

called (for public consumption) pleurisy. 

Some guy had thought out a brilliant story line. The whole film 

would be about a wee family on a visit to The Causeway. A family 

with no cine camera to do it themselves for posterity, it had to be. 
After a couple of days driving from The Causeway to Ballycastle, 

back to The Causeway and on to Portrush, bypassing the Old 

Bushmills Distillery, it must be said, and replete with lobster 

thermidor, fresh Bush salmon and Uncle Colin‟s soufflé surprise, it 

must have dawned on our American allies that they had no actors. 

I just know that the alert reader will by now be way ahead of me 
– and will be right: I was chosen after many hours of casting 

sessions and in fierce competition, it must be said, to be the child 

“lead” in this epic. I was destined to be a part of Causeway history, 

preserved in moving pictures for posterity. The Picture House in 

Portrush would show me, the Majestic in Coleraine and the Flea Pit 

in Bushmills. It was soooo exciting! And no school till it was all in 
the can. 

That was great, and I was at home practicing my autograph, but I 

had no parents. Orphaned before the credits went up, I was. My 

real mother declined the part. She had enough in real life and was 

not to be seduced by all the glamour of being a film star mum. So 

the casting net had to be cast wider. 

It went as far as The Aird. 
Now, I know you got a bad impression of him from Chapter 3. I 

shouldn‟t have called him a ne‟er-do-well distiller of poteen, 

sometime carver of Wishing Chairs. Yes. Confession time: Alec 

Martin was my father. 

I wasn‟t such a bastard. He was married to Wendy at the time, 

though you could have been forgiven for not knowing that, such 
were his ways. She was my pretend mother. 

It started with us getting off the train at Portrush and getting on 

the tram.  We were just in time to catch it, for that was the year it 

ran for the last time. The tram. Not the train. 

Full colour, too. I got to wear the same clothes for the three week 

shoot. Bliss. Red blazer. So I was outstanding. They told me that – 
and Hollywood beckoned. 

Being no dozer, I quickly caught on that the public were being 

deceived, even though I was not quite seven, for we first “shot” at 

Dunluce Castle before we did the bit about getting onto the tram 

that wasn‟t going to run any more back along the tramlines in 

Portrush. Then we went to the fair at Ballycastle before we got off 
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the tram at The Causeway. C‟mon, I thought, who‟s going to believe 

all this? 

“Take ten” was not an invitation to have a tea break. I have to 

confess that it was my fault we had most of the retakes. I liked to 
look at the camera and at the cameraman – to make sure he was 

doing his job as I did with all the workmen at The Causeway. But 

the director, David Villiers by name, saw it differently: me and me 

Mammy an‟ Dauddy were supposed to pretend that we didn‟t see 

the noisy camera. “Cut” from the director was all I heard. “His 

bloody throat” was inaudible. 
“DON‟T look at the camera. How many times do I have to tell 

you?” It echoed all over the Grand Causeway where we shot for 

days and days. 

A lesser child prodigy would have burst into tears. I couldn‟t do 

that with the albeit small crowds that gathered to watch the first 

Causeway 20mm full colour film (and history) being made. 
Irish Symphony did see the light of day. DZ9456 was called into 

service for a journey in the summer of 1951 to the Show Grounds 

at Balmoral in Belfast. There in the darkened hall I saw the tiny 

figure in the red blazer, Wendy and Alec on either side holtin‟ its 

wee han‟s. 

My mother was paid for my absence from school in petrol 
coupons.  

I blame the distribution people: the twenty minute film has 

disappeared.  It must have been the overwhelming demand. It is 

obviously a private collectors‟ item „cause not an archive or film 

library in the world will admit to having a copy of it.  

So you‟ll have to take my word for it. 

 
Wee Georgie looking at the camera. 
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20. Fatherly figures 
 

 
Without the human community, one single human being cannot survive. The 14th 

Dalai Lama (1935-   ) 

 

 

 

 

Sam McCurdy 
Sam was a master carpenter of the old school. He wasn‟t full-time 

on the staff of the hotels, but was on call to do what was needed by 

way of repair and maintenance. He lived up the road at 

Carrowreagh, just past Tonduff. 
As I mentioned, I loved watching men at work. Sam was perfect 

for my observations: meticulous at marking with his thick pencil the 

line to be followed by the saw; affectionate towards his tools, 

carried in a jute bag with handles, then strapped to the back of his 

motor bike; and he talked and smiled as he went about his task, 

clearly enjoying what he was doing. 
So he would explain to me what the piercer was used for – and 

demonstrate it. 

I remember going back to The Nook and asking my mother if we 

had a “purser” like Sam‟s, and the enquiry drawing a blank look. 

He specialised in fixing the sash windows. As all the windows in 

both hotels were of this variety, he was busy. I was particularly 

fascinated watching him getting the weights balanced. 
When Uncle Colin was to marry Noreen Baxter in January 1950, 

he wanted a bridal suite to be built in The Royal. Sam was the man 

for the job. I watched him build all the built-in cupboards, make the 

new sash windows and make the doors.  Talk about Joe the horse 

being taken into the bar (page 190), Colin took friends and visitors 

alike up stairs to admire Sam‟s work. 
It was a masterpiece finished in white gloss paint with all the 

latest catches and locks. 

I must have shown a childish interest in Sam‟s motor bike. I 

remember he got my mother‟s permission to take me for a “spin” 

on the pillion round the triangle that goes down to Ardihannon, up 

past Davy Hutchinson‟s, hairpin left onto the “line” at the lane up to 
Carnside (where I fell out of the Boss‟s chauffeur-driven Wolseley 

when it lost its wheel) and back at speed past Quigg VC‟s house to 

The Nook. 

The resultant smile on my face must have done it, for Sam took 

me in the bus with his son Maurice to the North West 200 motor 

bike race. What a thrill to stand at the Metropole Corner in Portrush   
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Sam in 1951 when he was 45. 

and watch Artie Bell approach from Coleraine at close to 200 mph. 
The atmosphere was something I had not experienced before, the 

noise, the excitement, the danger, the anticipation…. 

Artie Bell (1915-1972), the Belfast road racer, won the North 

West 200 that year – 1950. 

Children‟s toys were scarce, like the Farquharson‟s butter, after 

the war. My favourite toy was my wheelbarrow. 
Sam McCurdy made it. 

 

Jimmy Burns 
I thought there must be two of them, for the one who sat on the left 

in church at right angles to the Rev Sam looked so different. 

The church one got there all the way from Lisnagunogue on his 

push bike in all weathers. His head was bald but for a fringe of grey, 

and the bald bit was pale, pale white. And this one sat so still. 
The other one was the head gardener at the Royal, and he was 

my friend. He wore a cap – all the time – so I didn‟t really notice 

the pate that never saw the light of a weekday. 

Actually, the cap did come off occasionally. 

If the barman was indisposed, Jimmy Burns was pressed into 

service as barman at the bar on the car park side of the Royal, the 
public bar, it was called. 

At one time, I thought the stand-in barman was someone else, as 

he, too, was so unlike my pal from the garden. It was only his soil-

ingrained hands that gave away his true persona. 

The other time was when he and Jim McAllister, his sort of 

understudy, went to the kitchen for their lunch. The cap took its 

place on his knee while he ate and was always removed on entering 
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Martha the cook‟s domain to be replaced again in its capital position 

as he went out. 

Jimmy had a heart of gold. He was kindness personified. 

Childless, he would have made the perfect father. 
So enchanted was I with the wonders produced by Jimmy Burns‟s 

green fingers, that I started my very own flower garden on an 

unwanted patch of grass just up the hill towards the Royal from my 

bedroom window. 

With Sam McCurdy‟s barrow for transport, I went up to Jimmy‟s 

shed and loaded up with seedlings.  Granny must have known what 
I was up to. Certainly the passing visitors gave me much 

encouragement as I dug and weeded, just like Jimmy and Jim did. 

Jimmy had a red hankie to go with his green fingers. He also had 

very red cheeks where the blood vessels had burst, probably as he 

exerted himself peddling from „Gunogue through the Aird Glen to 

The Causeway. I would have used the adjective ruddy, but my 
mother used that word instead of bloody. Anyway, it seemed Jimmy 

was agin‟ bringing his hankie into contact with his deeply ingrained 

hands for there was always a substantial drip at the end of his nose. 

It wasn‟t that he was not good at blowing his nose without a 

kerchief, like Johnny McLernon and Joe Mornin. He was in this 

regard their equal. I used to watch in anticipation for the drip to 
bow to the laws of gravity and join the mulch at ground level. 

 
Jimmy Burns with Lizzie his wife and no cap. 

Jim was the master farter. He chose his moment, usually in the 

confines of the wee boiler house where the furnace supplied the 

heat for the greenhouse pipes. All the perfumes of Arabia…… 
Jimmy took me home to his cottage for tea. His wife positively 

glowed with pride. The cup I drank from had been specially 
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acquired. It became Georgie‟s cup, and was kept in a special place 

above the hearth for my visits. 

You are remembered, Jimmy, as I battle the weeds in the garden. 

And I wish I could graft rose on rose as you did. And I wish I could 
remember whether it was the leaves of tomatoes or 

chrysanthemums you did not put water on. 

 

 

 
Mother and son in 1949.  Stookans in the background. 

 

 
The Causeway, Stookans and Portballintrae. 
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21. Bossisms 
 

Niver lip nor tay a frien’ 

Though they may loodly blagh.  

Help yersel’ where e’re  y’ go 

And aye work awa’. 

Rabbie Burns (1759-1796) 

 

 

Francis Alexander Kane was a colossus. They said that in his heyday 

Frank Kane was the name best known to those arriving at Larne 

Harbour to visit Northern Ireland. 

He had great presence. 

I remember him striding about with his walking stick across his 
shoulder blades, caught in the crooks of his arms, a mannerism that 

emphasised his barrel chest. He was in a manner of speaking, lord 

of all he surveyed at The Causeway. 

 

 
Frank Kane in his heyday. 

 

He was a JP and a Prince Mason. He was a life member of Royal 
Portrush and he was a character, a very strong character. 

Small wonder everyone, it seemed, referred to him as The Boss. 
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I shall try to illustrate the extent to which that character extended 

by recording some of his lines as passed down to me by my mother 

and by my Uncle Colin. 

It would appear that he had a past, that his youth was enjoyed to 
the fullest despite the restrictions imposed by the relative isolation 

of The Causeway, by travel, and by parental strictures, not to 

mention (but I will) the all-pervading Victorian moral code against 

which my generation has striven. 

Colin was a son of his father, so he too had wild oats he knew 

what to do with. 
Returning home to the Royal in the small hours, he was in a 

condition to remember to take off his shoes so as to sneak upstairs 

to his room with the least sound. The dogs would have wagged their 

tails at him, so they were no problem. 

This particular morning the Boss found Colin‟s shoes forgotten at 

the front door. The one-sided exchange that ensued went like this: 
“Now don‟t think that you aren‟t doing anything that I didn‟t 

do when I was your age. Only I did it better.”  

I know that my mother went to Paris as au pair to Dr 

Bonnemaison and his family in 1930 (and Robert, his son came to 

stay at the Nook in 1946 for too long), so there seems to have been 

some history of having at least a one way exchange with our Gallic 
friends earlier than this. Perhaps it was so we could all benefit by 

being able to read menus. 

The Boss was apparently the self-appointed English teacher to the 

young ladies of France who ventured to The Causeway. He would 

have impressed upon them the need to be nice to the guests of the 

hotel. 

“I soap your belly well” did for I hope you are very well, a 
greeting initiated by the French girl, while when the guest got the 

platitude in first, “I soap your arsehole too” was the ingrained 

response they took back to the land of frogs‟ legs, hares and horse 

meat. “Tickle your arse with a feather”  was the inevitable remark– 

particularly nasty weather. 

Kate and Frank‟s first grandchild was Colin Boal Anderson the first 
who tragically died in infancy, but not before the Boss imbued him 

with some lines. 

Family Sunday lunch was held in the Coffee Room as the Kane 

private dining room was called. The indulged young man would ask 

to leave the table and crawl under it. In that moment when the 

angel passed, a wee treble voice came to demonstrate a lesson well 
learned: 

“In days of old 

When knights were bold 

And paper wasn‟t invented, 

They wiped their arse 

On a blade of grass, 
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And walked away contented. 

 Isn‟t that right, Boss?”                                          

He played the field before settling down with Kate Campbell, the 

love of his life. 
And he remembered to take his shoes upstairs. 

At some stage of his bachelor days, one of his lady loves spied 

him in the company of another. She was rash enough to confront 

him on his two-timing and the exchange went like this: 

Sais she, “I will not play second fiddle to anyone!” 

Sais he, “You‟re bloody lucky to be in my band at all.” 
On having a pretentious lady pointed out to him and his opinion of 

her being sought, he is reputed to have observed, “Well, let me put 

it this way: if you bought her at her price and sold at mine, you‟d 

loose a lot of money.” 

There were serious, sagacious Bossisms too. 

His father is likely to have handed down this one, as it was passed 
to the Boss‟s three sons: 

“Never marry for money but ai court where it is.” 

It has taken me a lifetime to arrive at the conclusion that this is 

both the obvious enjoinder not to marry for money and advice to 

seek to win money, to borrow a phrase in the Oxford Dictionary. 

And, perhaps reflecting his deep love for Kate who he followed to 
Newcastle-upon-Tyne to marry there: 

“There are many women you can live with, but marry the only 

one you can‟t live without.” 

“Always look at the nest.” 

And having chosen the spouse: 

“Give her her own way. If she‟s a good one she deserves it. 

And if she‟s a bad one, she‟ll take it anyway.” 
My particular favourite is the oft heard shooting one, still in vogue 

and jealously guarded by my male cousins. It‟s also a lifestyle 

advisory for sons: 

“Always keep a spare shot for a stray pheasant.” 

I remember my uncle Colin describing someone as a pheasant 

plucker. I suspect not the Reverend Spooner, but The Boss was the 
originator of this one. 

There seemed to be an endless supply of Black Bush, as Wilson 

Boyd‟s top-of-the-range whiskey was referred to, but imbibing while 

playing mine host is not to be recommended, as the Boss well 

knew. He was overheard putting his thoughts on the matter like 

this: 
“Drink doesn‟t make you do anything any better. It only makes 

you less ashamed of doing it badly.” 
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Granny and The Boss. He disliked the camera. She loved to wear a sprig  

of white heather for luck. 

 

Descendants of Francis Alexander Kane 
1 Francis Alexander Kane 1872 - 1946 

. +Catherine Campbell 1876 - 1949 
...... 2 Evelyn Kane 1912 - 2002 

.......... +George Smith 1899 - 1942 
............... 3 George Edward Victor Kane-Smith 1942 - 

.................. +Pamela Mary Lamont 1945 - 
....................... 4 Adam Edward George Kane-Smith 1971 - 

........................... +Rosalind Dorothy Boa 1969 - 
................................ 5 Oliver John Lamont Kane-Smith 2002 - 

................................ 5 Jocelyn Alice Kane-Smith 2004 - 
....................... 4 Michael Robin Campbell Kane-Smith 1972 - 

........................... +Sandra Sigrid Steneker 1973 - 
................................ 5 Finlay Simon George Kane-Smith 2009 - 

....................... 4 Caroline Catherine Kane-Smith 1976 - 
............... 3 Noreen Moira Smith 1940 - 

.................. +Cecil Ralph Michael Slazenger 1941 - 
....................... 4 Marianne Evelyn Slazenger 1965 - 

........................... +Bruce Johnson 1965 - 
................................ 5 Kristan George Harold Johnson 1991 - 
................................ 5 William Michael David Johnson 1994 - 

................................ 5 Leila Johnson 1998 - 

................................ 5 Timothy Djouce Alfred Johnson 1987 - 1988 

....................... 4 Sarah Margaret Slazenger 1967 - 
........................... +William Richard Micklem 1952 - 
................................ 5 Leo Richard Micklem 1997 - 

................................ 5 Samuel Michael Micklem 1998 - 
................................ 5 Holly Christina Micklem 2002 - 
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Descendants of Francis Alexander Kane 
(continued) 

 
....................... 4 Catherine Elizabeth Slazenger 1971 - 

........................... +Simon Oppenheimer 
................................ 5 Joshua Paul Oppenheimer 2002 - 

................................ 5 Lara Eve Oppenheimer 2004 - 
...... 2 Frederick Francis Kane 1905 - 1981 

.......... +Muriel McDowell 1916 - 2009 

...... 2 George Alfred Kane 1907 - 2000 
.......... +Marion Lennox 1911 - 2006 

............... 3 Francis Derek Lennox Kane 1937 - 
.................. +Susan Cosby 1944 - 

....................... 4 Patrick Lennox Kane 1968 - 
........................... +Annabel 1970 - 

................................ 5 Finbar Kane 2002 - 
................................ 5 Alfie Kane 2005 - 

....................... 4 Sarah Kane 1966 - 
........................... +Richard James Thayer 1954 - 
................................ 5 John Derek Thayer 2009 - 

....................... 4 Campbell Cosby Kane 1978 - 
........................... +Kelly Marie Healy 1967 - 

............... *2nd Wife of Francis Derek Lennox Kane: 
.................. +Ann Hutchinson 1947 - 

....................... 4 Roxanna Kane 1988 - 
............... 3 Alastair George Kane 1941 - 

............... 3 James Lennox Kane 1946 - 
.................. +Vanessa Charrington 1953 - 

....................... 4 Lydia Kane 1982 - 
....................... 4 Rory George Kane 1985 - 

...... 2 Colin Campbell Kane 1909 - 1986 
.......... +Bertha Noreen May Baxter 1910 - 1989 

...... 2 Gertrude Kane 1911 - 1977 
.......... +Sam Anderson 1903 - 1983 

............... 3 Careen Anderson 
.................. +Denis Hopkins 

....................... 4 Claire Hopkins 
........................... +Andrew 

....................... 4 Naill Hopkins 
........................... +Angela 

................................ 5 Tory Hopkins 
....................... 4 Mark Hopkins 

........................... +Jenny 
............... 3 Nuala Anderson 

.................. +Norman Gordon 
....................... 4 Gareth Gordon 

........................... +Patricia 
....................... 4 Rhyll Gordon 

........................... +Elena 

............... 3 Colin Campbell Anderson 1945 - 

.................. +Carole Barber 1947 - 
....................... 4 Jonathon Edward Anderson 1978 - 

........................... +Hester Curtis 1980 - 
....................... 4 Nicholas Boal Anderson 1977 - 1978 

............... 3 Colin Boal Anderson 1936 – 1940 

 

 
Horseshoe Harbour is on the Dunseverick Castle Walk. 
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22. Myths, Legends and 

Curiosities 
 

Dúirt bean liom go ndúirt bean léi...  

Translation: A woman told me that a woman told her...  

Meaning: Don't believe everything you are told. Irish Proverb 

 
Finn M’Cool 
The legend is that a giant called Finn M‟Cool built the Giant‟s 

Causeway. 

The way my mother told it to me, the way it had been handed 

down through the ages, was that he was indeed a giant of a man, 

endowed with great strength. He had a rival in Scotland called 

Benandonner. In their fights, he lifted a clod of earth and threw it at 
Benandonner, but his aim was no match for his strength, for the 

clod missed its mark and landed in the Irish Sea. It is called the Isle 

of Man. And the space left filled with water from the Bann and is 

now called Lough Neagh. 

Why did he build The Causeway? To make access to Benandonner 

easier, without getting his feet wet. 
What evidence is there that he completed the job? Fingal‟s Cave 

on Staffa.  Fingal is a variation of Finn. The builder had a unique 

way of making his causeway, and a glance at the formation on 

Staffa confirms that it is the work of the same man. It just 

happened that the sea level rose – like a spring high tide that never 

went out, my mother said. 
Whatever the degree of your cynicism, it is a fact that Finn M‟Cool 

is the anglicanisation of Fionn mac Cumhaill, a warrior hunter of 

Celtic mythology, tales of whose valour were handed down by his 

son Oisín. 

It‟s a fact, too, that in 1761, James Macpherson, a Scottish writer, 

claimed to have discovered manuscripts of Ossian (Oisín) all about 

Fingal/Finn. The result was his book Fingal, an Ancient Epic Poem in 
Six Books, together with Several Other Poems composed by Ossian, 

the Son of Fingal, translated from the Gaelic Language. However, 

the underlying manuscripts have never been produced. 

Macpherson must have had guides‟ blood in him. 

One tangible piece of evidence Finn left behind is his boot in Port 

Noffer. After a scientific analysis, it has been estimated that he was 
a man of sixteen metres or fifty-two feet six inches. 

Now you can‟t scoff at scientific stuff like that. 
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The myth is well documented and it is likely that there was an 

historical figure way back in time whose deeds led to tales which 

were elaborated by succeeding generations. 

The guides prospered by adopting the story, and elaborating on it.  
Believe what you will. 

 
The Giant’s Boot. Tangible evidence that Finn was a big man. 

 

The Giant's Head at the White Rocks.
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Port Coon Cave’s Hermit 
Port Coon was a special place for my mother. That‟s why her ashes 

are scattered in the bay. It is a special place. Often missed by 

visitors, it has a unique atmosphere: tranquil, isolated - without the 

air of desolation of other Causeway bays - and untouched except for 

an incongruous outfall pipe covered in cement of an era gone by. It 
has its own spring and a rock-strewn shore, no sand, and sea grass 

the sheep used to favour. The tranquillity and seclusion appealed to 

my mother and father. For it‟s where he asked her to marry him. 

Few know that the bay has a well-hidden access point to Port 

Coon Cave. Even fewer are aware of the legend of the hermit who 

lived in the back part of it, where even the spring tide does not 
reach. 

 
Bonamargy Friary just east of Ballycastle dates to 1485 when it 

was founded by a man wanting peace. His name was Rory 

M‟Quillan. It was a Franciscan order and mendicant, which means 

they relied on alms for their living. One friar became disillusioned 

with the way of life there. He opted out, went on his own, you‟d say 
now. 

He was happy with the life of prayer and fasting, and so when he 

moved to Port Coon cave, he continued to live according to his 

initial vow but added the rider to the fasting and alms aspect that 

he would never again take food from a human hand. 

It is always possible that an attack of gastroenteritis which he put 
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Port Coon Cave. © Andy McInroy 

 

down to the Bonamargy food was the real reason for this addendum 

to his vows. 

Mermaids visited the cave, and offered him fish, but in his 

hunger-induced delusion, he took them to be human, and refused to 
be tempted by them. 

Our hermit hero was saved from certain Bobby Sands-like death 

by a seal which was able to seduce him into accepting the fish it had 

caught for its own consumption.  

 In my mother‟s version, learned, no doubt, from her father, the 

seal made regular food-parcel deliveries thereafter, and the poor 
man survived for a biblically unlikely number of years in his noisy, 

damp, dark cavern. 

 She was afraid to go into the cave by the land entrance in case 

his ghost haunted it. 

The bit about Bonamargy Friary‟s founding is true, and indeed it 

is probable that there was a disgruntled friar who found the 

accommodation a bit cramped. You can‟t please all of the friars, 
especially when it comes to their only indulgence, food. Have you 

ever seen a thin friar? 

Mermaids do not exist, unless as a product of a wheen a haffins 

and DTs. This may be bad news for some. 

As for seals, they were very rarely seen at The Causeway of my 

youth, but there is a colony of them on Rathlin. 
In 1897, a North Atlantic fur seal was spotted in the Bann as far 

up as The Cutts, 9 km from the sea at the Bar Mouth and upstream 

of Coleraine town. 
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The Port Coon legend could well be based on fact because it has 

some plausible detail. Hermits and caves go together. Indeed caves 

themselves, by their very nature, are obvious sources of rumour 

and conjecture. 
I prefer to think that the hermit was in fact an undercover 

customs officer, placed at Port Coon to catch the whiskey smugglers 

who almost certainly operated there. 

 

Round Tower at Armoy 
The river Bush flows through Armoy on its journey to Bushfoot. The 

village is the site of a fifth-century monastery, widely believed to 

have been founded by a disciple of St Patrick called St Olcan. Armoy 
is on the ancient highway linking Tara (where the kings of Ireland 

were crowned) with Dunseverick. 

But a curiosity of the Causeway Coast is the round 

tower in the grounds of St Patrick‟s Church. 

It‟s fair to say that the round towers of Ireland (plus the 

three in Scotland and one on the Isle of Man) have long 
aroused curiosity, especially as to the purpose they 

served. Were they lookout towers for the Viking 

invasions? Or places of refuge from such invaders? Or both? 

As the Armoy one is 6,4 kms (4 miles) from the coast (Ballintoy is 

directly north) and not in a prominent position, it would not have 

been much use as a watch tower.  
Four doors, placed 

at about two metre 

(six-and-a-half foot) 

spiralling intervals, 

were made of wood, 

so the bottom one, 

even though raised 
well above ground 

level, could have been 

burned down and the 

shape of the tower 

would have had the 

effect of a chimney, 
easily destroying its 

wooden floors. So not 

much use as a place 

of refuge. 

Access from the outside was by way of wooden steps leading to 

the door and not by a ladder as was thought for many years. 
All round towers had stone caps, but the Clondalkin example is 

the only one with its original cap.  
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The illustration is from an 1834 issue of The Dublin Penny Journal. 

The article says “About forty-four feet of this ancient structure is 

still in a tolerable good state of preservation.” 

Not seen in Armoy are the windows, little more than slits, but 
equidistant.  Originally it had four windows and a typically conical 

cap for its roof. 

Height and breadth varied. Some were 40 metres, others only 18 

metres. At Armoy the diameter is 4,6m and what‟s left of the height 

is just 10,8m and the narrow door is some 1,6m off the ground. 

It is almost as though they all had the same architect, for the 
reason for the entrance being so much above ground level is 

structural integrity, not defence. There was, however, not much 

input from engineers in the 9th to 12th centuries when the 

construction took place, for the foundation is minimal: sixty 

centimetres. Had a door been placed in the usual place at ground 

level it would have weakened the structure. As it is, the section 
below the entrance is packed with stones and soil. 

A plausible reason for the survival of round towers is that they are 

naturally wind-friendly, in the case of Armoy, deflecting the Atlantic 

gales in a nicely rounded manner as the masons intended. 

So what purpose did they serve? 

The monastery is a clue and so is the church. 
They were belfries. 

Their shape reflects the style prevalent in Europe at the time of 

construction, and another clue is in the Irish name for them: 

cloictheach which means bell house. 

Ironically, the Armoy tower was used as a belfry from 1843 to 

1869, long before anyone suggested that that had been its original 

purpose. 
It is curious, is it not, that a feature of Runkerry is its 

unmistakable round tower? The same may be said of Dunluce Castle 

where there were originally four of them. 

The round tower featured in Macnaghten architectural design. This is 

Market Square, Bushmills in 1903. Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of 

National Museums Northern Ireland. 



 

 

251 

When Sir Francis Macnaghten put money into building much of 

Bushmills in about 1835, what is now The Diamond featured – a 

round tower.  

 

 

Stranocum Hydro 
The hospitality industry of Ulster owes much to the village of 
Stranocum whose fathers had the foresight to build the very first 

hydro in the province. 

Based on such better known Scottish models as those at Peebles, 

Crieff and Dunblane, Stranocum Hydro  was born out of demand for 

such a facility close to The Causeway. Travel was expensive for the 

vast majority of Ulster folk in Victorian times when “taking the 

waters” at continental spas was so fashionable.  
It is an oxymoronic that hydros were “dry” – had no bars - until 

fairly recent times. Temperance was not the sole preserve of Francis 

Kane‟s Temperance Refreshment Rooms. However, as any distiller 

will tell you, it is the water that is the vital ingredient in whiskey-

making as indeed it is in the health-spa business. Tests showed that 

the water of the burn that runs through Ardihannon and the Kane 
fields did not have the right mineral salts to be suitable for a hydro, 

which must have been devastating for my sober great-grandfather 

with his ambitions for not mere “refreshment rooms” but a full-

blown hydro to add to the attractions of The Causeway. 

A hydro is defined as a hotel, resort, or clinic offering hydropathic 

treatment. This is, of course, similar to the treatment given to 
barley in the process of making whiskey. That Old Bushmills 

Distillery is four hundred years old says much for the therapeutic 

quality of the waters of the Bush. 

The water testers of yesteryear discovered that THE very best 

water for hydropathetic treatment was to be found in the Bush, not 

at Bushmills, but upstream at Stranocum. What was bad news for 
The Causeway and Bushmills was good news for the councillors of 

Stranocum. 

 
The avenue leading to the hydro is one of the longest in the district. 

My grandmother, born in Skye, loved the hydro at Peebles and 

was a frequent guest there. It is likely that both she and her 

husband, Frank Kane, were consulted before the plans for the 

Stranocum venture were finalised. 

My uncle, Colin Kane, and his wife, Noreen, were regular “off-
season” guests at Stranocum, often hurrying there the day after the 

hotels at The Causeway closed for the winter. Both benefited from 
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the tranquillity of the place and from taking the waters, returning 

after their customary four weeks well rested, they used to say. 

 

 
Colin and Noreen Kane always had a front room. 

 
 

 

 
 

Colin and his mother went to the hydro pre-war. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

Port na Spaniagh 
“The bay of the Spanish” is what it means. Wee Georgie wondered 

why it was so called. The guides – and my mother as she readily 

passed down the oral history – said it was because a Spanish 

Armada galleon was wrecked there. 

Wee boys are always asking questions. At a certain age, it seems, 

acquiring knowledge is paramount in development, so it is 
frustrating not to get answers. 

There was no detail forthcoming from my son-to-mother 

enquiries. 

“Myth” was the way I pronounced my surname, more so as I lost 

my front teeth. It is also a widely held, yet mistaken, belief. But the 

myth of the Spanish being in the bay named after them was no 
mistaken belief. 

It was always held as fact that a ship of the Spanish Armada had 

indeed come ashore. Everyone knew that locally. My grandmother 

walked along the shore of the bays of The Causeway looking for 

gold coins from the wreck. 



 

 

253 

 

 
Lacada Point. On the right is the resting place of the Girona. © Andy McInroy 

 

It added to the mystery that she found none. But then Port na 

Spaniagh‟s shore did not have access for strolling grannies – nor for 

anyone without climbing equipment, such is the steep incline to it. 
The local inhabitants had no doubt tall-atall – and made no secret 

of its whereabouts by so naming the spot. I remember the wish 

being expressed that the hat should be put round to gather up the 

money for a search for the wreck, because no evidence of it was 

visible, even at the lowest tide. 

I expected to see some rusty remnant, similar to the mines that 
washed up on the rocks after the war. Nobody told me it was a 

wooden ship. 

My mother did elaborate on one aspect: the shipwrecked Spanish 

had even “married” locally. Ugh aye. “Sure look at Alec. That black 

hair and dark eyes. The dark complexion. That shows you. Half the 

folk are Spanish only they don‟t know it. It‟s the same in the west, 
round Sligo.”  

The stash of gold coins found under a stone on Feigh Mountain to 

which I alluded earlier, probably came from the wreck. 

The point that strikes me most is that it took 409 years for any 

sea search to be made – well, in the right place. There are tales 

that some exploration did take place many years ago, but at the 
mouth of the Bush. 

Local lore had it that the ship (never named) had come to grief in 

the bay. So you have to wonder at any search being so far off 

course. The Girona or La Girona was found by Belgian Robert 

Sténuit on the east of Lacada Point which juts out to form a spur on 
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the west of the bay itself. (Lacada means long flagstone).He found 

the correct place from the guide book he bought at the information 

centre at The Causeway - “Port na 

Spaniagh.” 
It was a galleass, a three-masted 

warship, and it was designed to carry 121 

sailors, 186 soldiers and 224 rowers. The 

Girona was one of six of its kind making 

up the Armada fleet of 130 ships. The 

remnants that made their getaway by way 
of the Shetland Islands to Irish waters numbered 17 to 28, 

depending on the source. 

 It is generally believed that between 1200 and 1300 souls were 

on board that fateful night of 28th October 1588 as she tried to 

make a run for Scotland from Killybegs, County Donegal. 

Of those, just 3, 5, 9 or 10 (again depending which historian you 
choose) made it ashore either to be the progenitors of Alec and all 

his relatives, or/and to be hidden by Sorley Boy Macdonnell at 

Dunluce Castle or/and Redmond O‟Gallagher, the bishop of Derry, 

who may have arranged for them to be taken to Scotland en route 

to Spain. I hold the view that there is truth in all these options. 

I also believe that some of the bodies were buried at the medieval 
church at Dunluce. St Cuthbert‟s Church, 

the forerunner of St John the Baptist‟s 

Church in Bushmills was consecrated 

there in about 1630. 

It is estimated that 5000 Spanish 

perished along the shores of Ireland from 

Kerry to Port na Spaniagh in the winter 
of 1588, most of them in the gale “the 

like whereof hath not been seen or heard 

for a long time”, said an Irish 

government official. 

Tangible evidence of the Girona in my 

childhood was hard to find. There was a 
chest said to have contained muniments 

which sat in the hall of the Ballygalley 

Castle Hotel on the coast road near Larne. I saw it. There is thought 

to have been a similar one in St Cuthbert‟s. 

 Sorley Boy Macdonnell took for himself at least three of the fifty 

bronze cannons from the wreck. They were mounted on the 
parapets of Dunluce Castle. 

Captain Francisco de Cuellar, a survivor of the San Pedro, 

wrecked in County Sligo before the Girona, has left us written 

testimony in the form of a letter quoted in Narrative of the Spanish 

Armada and adventures in Ireland or La Armada Invinciple. On 

making his way to Dunluce, he recorded  
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“I got to the place where Alonzo de Leyva…with other gentlemen, 

was lost… [and I was told] of the great misfortunes of our people 

who were drowned at that place, and [they] showed me many 

jewels and valuables of theirs which distressed me greatly.” 
No treasure survived in my day, so make the most of the 

opportunity provided by Sténuit‟s three consecutive summers of 

dives from 1967 and see resultant the display in the Ulster Museum 

in Belfast. 

No myth, no widely held yet mistaken belief, but some 

mythappropriation. 
The guides should have been believed on this one.  

 

Kate Purcell of the Aird 
Fortune-telling is not the sole preserve of the Irish. They just 

perfected it by the addition of natural-born blarney. Anyway, in a 

land awash with ancient folklore, fairies, banshees and leprechauns, 

the mind is a fertile ground for any insight into the future. 

Do you know what it means to be fey? My dictionary says 
“disordered in mind; other-worldly; elfin; clairvoyant.” 

Kate Purcell was part of my childhood. 

She was fey. She was a tasseographer. 

She was a poor widow with one son who had joined the marines. 

She was a slight figure, always seen with a headscarf covering 

half the cheekbones atop her sunken cheeks, dark hair prematurely 
flecked with grey, and a long fawn coat with the loose belt – winter 

and summer. 

She did not have many teeth, so she tended to lisp. 

But she had the gift. She could look into the future. 

She didn‟t have a “tent” down The Causeway between Stookans 

and the turnstile which was the access point to the Wishing Well, 

but if you “wished” for your fortune to be told, she soon appeared at 
the door. Tent was the term used for the five or so wooden shops, 

so much a feature in wee Georgie‟s day. I suppose it harked back to 

the days when the structures were indeed made of canvas, torn old 

sails strung up on poles. She would have had a ready market if 

she‟d had a tent, but she was retiring, shy, humble; a private 

person. 
So she liked to come into The Nook when my mother “sent for” 

her, or she just called in when she was passing. She always came to 

the back door and took her “tay” in a mug. 

“Tay” was vital. 

For Kate Purcell read tea cups.  

When my mother had her bridge four, Kate came in to read the 
cups. If she came to see how my mother was keepin‟, she would 

have to be persuaded to read my mother‟s cup. If she didn‟t like the 
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Ina Bennet at Kate Gault's “tent” in 1937. This Kate was a McMullan. 

 
shape the leaves left when the liquid had been drained, the cup 

would be rinsed and drained again, or the pot would have to 

produce more. No tea bags in those days. 

She used to say, “May God forgive me for all the lies I‟m tellin‟.” 

And she was modest about her undoubted talent. 

There are numerous examples of the accuracy of her forecasts, 
but one reading in The Nook became legend. 

I was in the kitchen when Kate looked into my mother‟s cup that 

day. Normally she did her reading one-on-one. After turning it 

round several times, revealing a different snippet with each varying 

aspect of the dark outline of the drying leaves, she told my mother  

in her inimitable, halting style (a ganch, maybe), “Ah see an 
accident, Mrs Smith………. It‟s naw you, Mrs Smith. It‟s naw your 

khar. But it‟s happenin‟ near here. Naw Bushmill‟, but up The 

Plantin‟, about The Fingers yonder…. A dark coloured khar. An‟ it‟s 

for runnin‟ in t‟a someone……It‟s a man…. covered in blood, but naw 

deed. An‟ he‟s got on, not a suit, but like the trousers has a line in 

them….Dark but red. Naw red wey the blood….A‟m sayin‟…… An‟ day 
ya know what a‟m gaan te tell ya, Mrs Smith….oh God forgive me, 

Mrs Smith…… He‟s somebody ye know, Mrs Smith…… But he‟s naw 

one o‟ yer friends, like….. Naw from the hotel…Not stayin‟ in the 

hotel…… But he‟s stayin‟ roun‟ these parts…. More like a visitor like, 

for his pillow is strange till him. 

“ Ye‟ll naw like me for sayin‟ it, Mrs Smith, but they‟re bringin‟ him 

here… Bringin‟ him here, in here. An yer goin‟ t‟ like attend till him. 
A don‟t see his face, but ye know him, so ye do….He‟s sorta familiar 
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like…. Y‟ know him Mrs Smith……God forgive me for tellin‟ these 

lies.” 

Was that a tear I saw in her eye? 

The very next night there was a knock at the door of The Nook. 
Late. 

It was the driver of the last bus that had knocked down someone 

as they walked home in the dark, thinking they‟d missed that bus 

from Bushmills. At The Fingers. 

The bus always turned at The Nook in those days to make its way 

back to the depot. 
The unconscious victim was brought into the sitting room, covered 

in blood. 

My mother saw the red stripe down the trousers of the uniform, 

the brass buttons on the tunic. It was the uniform of the Royal 

Marines.  

He was Kate‟s son, Noel, home on leave. 
 

 

 

 

The Vanishing Lake 
Oral tradition and real events rarely converge. 

My Granny Kane used to say, “Take me where there are trees” in 

response to my mother‟s enquiry “Where would you like to go for a 
run in the car?” 

Invariably this meant heading east through Ballycastle to the 

Glens, often over the mountain to Cushendun. This takes one along 

the road made by the good Mr Bald, he who ensured it had no 

hairpin bends. 

The route passes Loughareema, the vanishing lake. 

You can almost hear the small voice from the back seat, “Why is it 
called vanishing?”  

And my mother told the story of the bride and groom, who, 

having been married in Ballycastle, went on their honeymoon in a 

carriage drawn by two white horses. The coachman had had a 

wheen to celebrate as the wedding guests had done, so his 

inebriated state was given to me both as a warning not to drink and 
drive and as the reason he did not see that the lake had risen over 

the level of this part of William Bald‟s engineering feat of the 1830s, 

now the A2. 

Such was the depth of the water on the road that the three 

drowned along with the horses. 

My mother said that a ghostly carriage appeared to travellers at 
the spot where the tragedy took place. The veiled warning was that 

one should not travel this isolated stretch after dark. 

Loughareema does vanish and a similar event did take place. 
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According to the Coleraine Chronicle of 8th October 1898, what 
took place on the afternoon of 30th September that year is the basis 

of the ghost story. 

In those days the road at the spot in question was still at the level 

surveyed by William Bald – appreciably lower than appears in the 

photograph above. And there were no walls along side the 

carriageway. 

After heavy rain for some days, the lake had risen to a level 
where it crossed the road. Some Ballycastle folk who had come to 

the fair in Cushendun decided not to make the return journey till 

the water subsided. 

Undaunted, however, was Col John Magee McNeill who had been 

staying with his cousin, Capt Daniel McNeill, at Cushendun House. 

He wanted to catch the 3 o‟ clock train from Ballycastle. 
The coachman was the same man who had conveyed him from 

Ballycastle a few days earlier: David McNeill. No relation. And the 

conveyance was a two horse wagonette. 

On seeing the flooded roadway, they decided to proceed slowly. 

But the report says the horses stopped in the dip where, according 

to an eyewitness, the water was so deep it came up to their 
withers, and they refused to move, panicking and rearing up. In 

their fear, they left the road, pulling the carriage with them into the 

lake. 

The colonel managed to get out but was weighed down by his 

boots and clothing, and impeded by the horses thrashing about in 

the water between him and the safety of higher ground. 
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McHenry, the road-worker eyewitness, was a non-swimmer but he 

waded in to encourage the colonel to swim towards him, only to see 

him disappear under the flood just a few yards away. After a few 

minutes, all that could be seen was a horse‟s leg and a hat and 
cloak floating. 

At the inquest, the coroner recommended that walls be build. 

Col McNeill is buried in Romoan graveyard. 

This illustrates how relating a true story can evolve into a more 

glamorised version in a relatively short period – fifty odd years in 

this case – during which time the bride and groom made their 
entrance. 

 In mitigation, there is a parallel with my mother‟s own very real 

experience on her wedding day.   

My parents had their honeymoon across the water and were 

chauffeur-driven from The Causeway to Larne to catch the ferry, a 

journey which took them, not on the coast road past the vanishing 
lake, but via Ballymena and thence across a similar mountain 

landscape.  

 They soon realised that their driver had been celebrating, for the 

car took several of the bends on the descent into Larne on two 

wheels, tyres screeching as it did so. 

And the cause of the vanishing water? Suffice it to say that 
Loughareema lies on a clay bed which has inconsistent porosity. 

Think of a plughole getting blocked. The natural drain of this lake is 

in one spot which becomes blocked with vegetation. All of a sudden, 

the natural blockage releases, and all the accumulated water runs 

away. 

Now you see it. Now you don‟t. 

 
 

 

The Grey Man 
Not far from Loughareema is Fair Head, at 194 metres, one of the 

most imposing features of the north Antrim coast as its sharply 

indented face looks across to Rathlin. To get from the top to the 

shore, you can take the Grey Man‟s Path. Before you do, explore the 

top. Its whole demeanour suggests myth and legend, for it has a 
megalithic chamber, the remains of a Norman motte and bailey fort, 

a crannog (in Lough na Cranagh) as well as a cairn. 

The walk along the shore from Ballycastle to Murlough Bay takes 

one past Marconi‟s Cottage, itself a reminder of a bit of history of 

the early days of wireless. (Marconi‟s mother was a Jameson of the 

County Wexford whiskey family). Murlough Bay was where (Sir) 
Roger Casement wanted to be buried. 

The Grey Man is an apparition that appears from the sea mist in 

the form of a large man, a giant with a cloven foot, who then 
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manifests himself in the gully below the extraordinary natural 

bridge formed by a fallen slab. 

Fishermen who have seen him describe him as wearing a grey 

cloak. 
How he came to my childish attention is another matter – and ten 

miles west of his path. 

Petrol was in short supply in the 1940s, so an option to get from 

The Nook to Bushfoot Golf course was to walk along the tramlines 

to the Victoria Jubilee Bridge, take the path downstream along the 

bank of the Bush to the footbridge, on the other side of which is the 
third tee. 

My mother told many‟s a good story – all her life. But the impact 

of her version of the Grey Man scared me. 

She said, as we crossed the bridge and looked at the old piers of 

the fish traps that used to be there. “That‟s where the Grey Man 

stood, on that middle pillar there in mid-stream. He guards the 
mouth of the Bush, but not everyone can see him.” 

There is a spot on one of the piers called to this day the Grey 

Man‟s perch. 

There is a report in the Ulster Journal of Archaeology that the 

Grey Man did indeed appear at the very place my mother indicated. 

It was in 1858. He was tall, and had a grey cloak. The river was in 
spate and it was spring tide. The witnesses were Jemmy Thompson 

and his very frightened friend, Alick. 

Little boys have vivid imaginations, often the subject of 

nightmares. They are gullible too: the more so when their mothers 

tell them tales like this one. I was always wary crossing that bridge. 

I didn‟t want to see him. 

And there‟s often a moral, or a cautionary note. In the case of the 
myth of the Grey Man at Bushfoot: don‟t try to cross a river when 

it‟s in flood. In the case of Fair Head and the path named after him: 

take care when walking there, especially when it‟s foggy or there‟s 

mist. 
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The slab over Grey Man’s Path. © Gerard McGarry 

 

 

 

Templastragh, Church of the Flame 
Tharpel Lastragh  was the old spelling. 

 It is four miles (6,44kms) east of The Causeway, past 

Dunseverick and above Port Bradden. I‟m giving you directions 
because the graveyard is of interest to genealogists like myself, and 

you should take it in on your Causeway Coast Walk. 

It‟s where the inhabitants of Dunseverick Castle were buried in 

ancient times. In fact it was in use as a burial ground as recently as 

1837. There is no doubt this was the last resting place of the 

O‟Cahans who lived in the castle till the mid seventeenth century. 
Those who died peacefully. 

There are McCain graves beside the old church, suggesting that 

that American family have a connection with those O‟Cahans. 
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A word of caution to the budding genealogist: inscribed 

tombstones of yesteryear were the preserve of relatively few (such 

as the Macnaghtens and Macdonnells in Bonamargy). Most families 

had traditional burying places, so well known and so steeped in 
tradition as not to need any marking. So don‟t expect to find the 

name of your sixteenth century ancestor cast in stone, literally. 

I have explored Templastragh in search of a clue to the grave of 

my Kane ancestors – those who came before great, great, great 

grandfather John who lies in Billy. None is to be found. A change of 

religious denomination from Roman Catholic to Church of Ireland 
might account for the move to Billy - if there was one. 

On that point, Templastragh had separate “Scotch” and Irish 

(Catholic) cemeteries in years gone by. They were separated by a 

raised causeway which ran the hundred metres between the two 

and to a well. Not surprisingly, the Scots one was the one nearer 

the Scottish coast. The picture is of the Irish one. 

 
Templastragh. © Andy McInroy 

The building is of great significance, not because of the Causeway 

stones set into the walls (as they are in The Nook), but because the 

original church was the work of an early master builder, one who 

was also Benedictine monk, a missionary and a saint. 

St Goban was a local man, probably from Glenshesk where he 
built another church. I don‟t have a date of birth for you, but he was 

martyred in France in 670, having build a much bigger church there, 

now called Saint-Gobain. 

Church of the flame?  St Goban built it in 648, but only after 

“trouble.” 
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The trouble took the form of poltergeist-like activity in the middle 

of the night. The building work, it is said, was repeatedly pulled 

down. Then a flame, probably sheet lightening, appeared and this 

was taken as a sign that the construction work was being done in 
the wrong place. 

When a restart was made in the spot indicated by the flame, the 

trouble ceased, and the building was completed – and named 

accordingly – temple (or church) of the flame (las is flame in 

Gaelic). 

One source says it is perhaps the oldest monastic site in Ireland 
and that its foundation (on a rock) was at the behest of a Danish 

princess. 

The date of the rebuilding is a matter of conjecture, but sometime 

in the early seventeenth century seems most likely. 

 
Found in a ditch nearby, this standing stone is embedded in the wall at 
Templastragh, to the right of some Causeway stones from a quarry near 

Lisnagunogue. The stone itself is not local like the rest of the masonry. It 
comes from Donegal or Derry and may have been of significance in pre-

Christian times. Its subsequent inscription depicts a rare circle cross. Its 
dimensions are 3ft 8in high x 13in and it’s 8 inches thick. 

The dimensions of the church itself are 47ft x18ft 9in. 
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Airborne over the Aird 
There is a tradition of military service in the area, going right back 

to the days of the crusades and reinforced when the Macdonnells 

and the O‟Cahans gathered their gallowglasses round them in the 

thirteenth century. 

The War Memorial in The Diamond in Bushmills stands as mute 
testimony to local men who lost their lives in both the Great War 

(WWI) and in WWII. It is aptly and symbolically placed at the very 

centre of the town (with Macnaghten money). 

Robert Quigg VC was the best known soldier, but he was but one 

of many who served in both world wars. And it‟s widely accepted 

that the Bushmills area provided a disproportionate number of 
service personnel, many making the ultimate sacrifice. Because of 

their knowledge of and love for the sea, those from the Aird and 

Dunseverick joined the Royal Navy – men like Robert Colvin and 

Charlie McClelland.  

Colin Kane, my uncle, however, influenced by the Beamish 

family, volunteered (there was no conscription for Northern Ireland) 
for the Royal Air Force at the outbreak of WWII in 1939 when he 

was thirty. And more mature 

than most new recruits. When 

the war ended in 1945, pending 

his discharge, Uncle Colin was 

posted to Downhill, then a 
military airfield – and 

conveniently near his home 

at The Causeway. He 

was the skipper of a Lancaster 

bomber, a four- engine plane 

most famous for dropping the 

Dambuster bombs. 
I remember admiring the aurora borealis in the northern night 

sky from the wall opposite my bedroom in the Nook, but, even more 

vividly, I remember the celestial visit Uncle Colin paid to The 

Causeway in May 1946. 

We stood, my mother and my friends the guides, in the road 

outside The Nook as he appeared on the horizon, low over the Bush 
between Bushmills and the Port (as Portballintrae was called). The 

noise alone was very frightening: like all-round sound at full blast 

only louder. 

On such a bright summer afternoon, the effect of the black flying 

machine was like a total eclipse of the sun on fast forward. 

Johnny McLernon and Joe Mornin both hit the ground, prone. We 
had started to wave. He flew the Lancaster up the hill towards the 

Royal in a line from Davy Hutchinson‟s house heading for Stookans, 

so low he narrowly missed the telegraph pole at the gates to the 

Causeway Hotel. Out to sea and back over the Aird. 
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Flying objects of any kind were simply never seen in those days, 

so one must feel for poor Johnny and Joe. 

They didn‟t have a spare pair of trousers, but my mother saw 

that they cleaned up as best they could in the bathroom of The 
Nook. 

 

 
Low flyer. Colin Kane in uniform. 

 

Catherine Kane (Aunt Kate to Angus Campbell) died in May 1949. 

She was a great one for a flutter on the horses and hardly a day 

went by without her placing a bet. Hugh McAlinden was her bookie 
in Derry and my mother knew his phone number off by heart. 

He came to her funeral. 

On her deathbed, she asked my mother to put ₤5, a larger than 

usual bet for her, on some outsider running at Ayr.  

My mother, reckoning that her mother would not live another day 

as she was semi-delirious, took her money, but did not phone 
McAlinden. 

Next day, granny Kane was still in the land of the living and 

called for the paper to see if her horse had won. 

It had. At 20-1. And my mother had to pay her out! 

Often her fancies were chosen less on form or breeding, more on 

some association with the horse‟s name. This was a method 
employed with some success by two of the next generation: George 

Kane (whose bookie was “Uncle Willie” – William Hill of Glasgow) 

and to a lesser degree by my mother.  

A case in point came with the Epsom Derby of 1946. 

When she saw that a horse called Airborne was entered for the 

famous race, she was adamant that it would win, despite its odds of 
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66-1. The rationale was simple: her son Colin had been airborne 

over The Causeway and the Aird recently. 

So she gave the tip to all who would listen, which included most 

of the population of the Aird, and enjoined them to put their shirts 
on it. 

It was a bad day for McAlinden that June day in 1946, but a day 

of great celebration for the Aird. 

And hard work for the barman at the Royal. 
 
 

 

Dunseverick Castle and, well, the crucifixion  
The first part of the name is straightforward: dun (cahir is a 

synonym) is a circular fort, constructed, like Templastragh, of earth 

and masonry. No cement. In the case of Dunseverick, the walls so 

made were up to 11ft/3,35m thick. 

The second part is an anglicanisation of Sobhairce. He was a son 

of the founder of the original fort, Ebric, and a co-king of Ireland in 

the second century BC. He would have been crowned at Tara. One 
of the five great roads of Ireland went out from there to 

Dunseverick. 

I trust that, as you walk this portion of the Ulster Way/ Causeway 

Coast Walk, you will pause opposite the surviving keep walls and 

meditate on its antiquity, its mystery. 

My mother used to pause and reflect that it was “Like ourselves: 
the remains of auld dacency.” 

The early nineteenth century diarist, Presbyterian minister Samuel 

McSkimin, said the ruin seemed to “nod o‟er its own decay.” 

That it became a ruin was not for want of trying. It was plundered 

by the Vikings in 870 AD, and by the Danes (also “Vikings”?) in 924 

AD.  
From about 1000 to 1320 it was occupied by the Clann Magnus na 

Buaise of the powerful O‟Cahans (Ó Catháin). In the late eleventh 

century, it was “thronged with gallowglasses and kerns and 

attendants of the powerful chief who dwelt in it. No foe had dared to 

annoy it for many years”.  

Turlough O‟Cahan was heir to the chief at this time. He went off to 
the Crusades (1095-1291) and was involved in the capture of 

Jerusalem (1099). At the same time, Norwegians (surely also 

“Vikings”) had massacred the occupants of Dunseverick.  

His sister was spared. One of the Norsemen wanted her for his 

wife. She would marry him only if he became a Christian. He 

agreed. 

As the baptism-cum-wedding ceremony was underway, Turlough 
returned. 

In the ensuing fight with his sister‟s suitor, the castle was set on 

fire, and she threw herself into the sea. 
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Is hers, for the O‟Cahans, the wailing of the banshee, the 

harbinger of death, heard the night before the family death only 

(they say in the Glens of Antrim) by those whose name has O‟ or 

Mac? 
As if the fire was not enough, the McQuillans (Mac Uidhlins) then 

acquired the castle by force, but, with Macdonnell help, it was 

restored to the O‟Cahans. 

The next attack came in 1642 when, in the Irish Rebellion, 

General Robert Munro and his ill-disciplined troops tried to destroy 

it. 
Destruction of the obstinate walls was repeated in 1653 and again 

Munroe and his men were responsible. 

Giolla Dubh O‟Cahan finally lost heart, and he abandoned what 

was still habitable of the castle in 1642, settling his family in the 

townlands of Craig and Lisbellanagroagh nearby. 

 
When I was first researching a possible link between the Kanes of 

the Causeway and the O‟Cahans of Dunseverick, I was informed 

that one of them (an O‟Cahan from Dunseverick) had witnessed the 

crucifixion. 

The elements of truth in this one bear recording. 

It is documented that a man called Conal Caernach was sent all 
the way from Dunseverick to undergo military training with the 

Roman army who were at the time trying to keep the peace in 

Palestine. 

It is said that he was one of the soldiers who was present at the 

crucifixion. 

I suspect that the story of Turlough and his exploits in the Holy 

Land during the Crusades may have been distorted and set back in 
time. The flaw in this argument is that the names (Conal and 

Turlough) are so different.  

However, at the centre of the O‟Cahan armorials is a “cross- 

Calvary on three Grices Argent” according to the heraldic 

description.  As for the three grices (steps), three was a sacred 

number to the Celts and their knowledge was preserved in triadic 
verses. 

 
A Jerusalem connection, but from 33 AD or 1099? 
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Talking of St Patrick, his dates are c.390 to either 420 or 460, 

depending on your source. 

He visited Dunseverick on several occasions, sitting on a rock to 

preach and baptise. The rock was called St Patrick‟s Rock, but it 

found its way down to the sea long ago. 
If, like Ebric, you were looking for a good site for an impregnable 

fortress, a major consideration would be a source of water. One of 

the holy wells of Ireland, named like many others throughout 

Britain, is St Patrick‟s Well at Dunseverick. 

Not unlike the Wishing Well at The Causeway, this one was almost 

at the edge of the precipice at the north of the promontory, no 
more than 3 yards/2,7m from the sea. 

For baptisms, St Patrick used water drawn from this well.  

A local man who became St Olcan was baptised by St Patrick with 

the water from the Dunseverick well. He was a follower of St Patrick 

and was ordained Bishop of Armoy. Credited with powers of healing, 

he went on to be Bishop of Ireland. He died in 480 AD and is buried 
on the shores of Lough Neagh. 

There‟s a well at Armoy called St Olcan‟s Well. 

I heard that, threatened with an attack, the O‟Cahans hid all their 

silver and gold in the Dunseverick well, and that, such was its 

depth, they were never able to retrieve their treasure…… 

It is recorded in folklore that Oisín was often in the group that 
followed St Patrick. As Oisín was the son of Finn M‟Cool, one 

wonders if he (Oisín) took his leader to The Causeway, if not to 

admire the work of his father, perhaps to sample the water of the 

Wishing Well. And might such a visit have been the origin of the lore 

that water of The Causeway well has the power to grant wishes? 

 

 
Autumnal light at Plaiskin. 
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Dunseverick Castle today. Is there treasure at the bottom of the well? 

 © Andy McInroy (Above). 

 

 

 
 

 
"Nodding over its own decay." 
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23. Bridge to Golf 
 
"It is a great honour to take this trophy back to Ireland with me. It has never been over 

there before -- and I hope the change of air will do it good." Fred Daly on winning The 

Open Golf Championship at Hoylake in 1947. 

 

 

The footbridge bridge at the mouth of the Bush might have been 

called Grey Man Bridge or better still, Straw Bridge, after the family 

that owned the land across it on the Bushfoot side three hundred 
years ago. Bush Foot Bridge must have seemed too prosaic. So it 

does not have a name. 

 
This view of Bushfoot shows an old bridge, washed away long ago. 

Photograph reproduced courtesy the Trustees of National Museums Northern Ireland. 

 
My mother was an avid bridge player, which may seem to have 

nothing to do with it, but indulge me a moment and I‟ll get there. 

When we lived at Purdysburn in 1942, she would leave Noreen 

and me with the nanny when she went out to her bridge four. We 

had a print on the wall in the Nook of Shaw‟s Bridge, just down the 

hill from Uncle Fred‟s house at Purdysburn. These two taken 
together impressed my twenty-months-older sister to the extent 

that, for much of her impressionable years, she believed that 

mother played this game of cards on the bridge called Shaw‟s 
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Bridge. It is a road bridge, so wide enough to accommodate a card 

table, but the nameless foot bridge was wide enough for single file. 

What my mother did not tell us is that the name has nothing to do 

with spanning chasms. Contract bridge derives from  (biritch 

anglicised) which as everyone knows is Russian whist. The rules 
date from as recently as 1886, after the grey man was last seen at 

the Bush. 

Later, she did tell us that Noreen and I owed our very existence to 

bridge: her father‟s partner was my father. 

I remember her showing me how to deal the cards, then handing 

me the pack and inviting me to demonstrate what I had learned. 
Unlike most, I took the pack in my right hand and distributed the 

cards with my left. 

I am right handed. This is the only function I perform left handed. 

Now, in case you have forgotten, I was only in my father‟s 

presence on three occasions, and as there were just the three of us, 

a quick hand of bridge was not on. 
He was right handed.  

The look on my mother‟s face as I dealt the cards that rainy day 

in the Nook was one of utter incredulity. She left the room to 

compose herself, for, we learned later, the only thing my father did 

left handed was distribute the cards. 

We learned most card games in The Nook. The only time Noreen 
and I fought was when we played Happy Families. 

I mentioned that during and immediately after WW II petrol was 

rationed and coupons for it were in short supply. So it was that we 

sometimes walked from The Nook along the tramlines and across 

the single file bridge with a few clubs in the bag. 

These were not shillelaghs made by the guides. Among them was 

a heavy-headed „D‟ shaped putter. This was the club with which I 
learned to play golf. And my coach was my mother who was better 

at bridge. 

And it was on the fairways of Bushfoot that I first hit a gutty ball. 

The history of the club goes back to 1890. Its first captain was 

James Stewart-Moore. In what was a pioneering, if not unique, 

election, he was succeeded by a lady, Miss M Creighton, in 1899. 
This seems to be the same lady who won the December 1892 

competition at Royal Portrush and in 1927 is mentioned as playing 

as a gentleman in Cumberland. 

The first captain of the ladies‟ section was Lady (Beatrice) 

Macnaghten, Sir Francis the eighth baronet‟s wife. She held the 

position for a record sixteen years, being succeeded in 1951 by my 
aunt, Noreen (Mrs CC Kane on the board). 
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The gutty-fed Bush salmon is at the centre of the club’s coat of arms. 

 

The said Sir Francis was also captain in 1920-1922. 

My old teacher from Bushmills days, Barney Blean, held the post 
and taught me at the same time – 1947-1950. He was succeeded 

by Dr Maclaine of the Beach Hotel in Portballintrae and, 

demonstrating that hoteliers had time for the game, Brian McMillen 

of  the Bayview Hotel is also on the board a couple of times, giving 

his wife, Sandra, time off to be lady captain in 1954. 

 
Portrush golfers, off to play against Royal County Down. Frank Kane is 
centre in dark suit.   George Smith is the fifth from the left.    Fred Kane is 

kneeling, extreme left. 

The original clubhouse was over by the tram lines, little more than 

a lean-to of timber with a tin roof. Its replacement in 1908 cost ₤15 

and was 12ft square with a wooden floor. 
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I remember the first bricks-and-mortar clubhouse to enhance the 

nine holes. It seemed that it was always left open and there was an 

honesty box for green fees. No one else seemed to use the course, 

but apparently this may have been because of a war-time shortage 
of golf balls. 

Sheep no longer grazed on the fairways which was more than 

could be said for Ballycastle and Portsalon. 

It was an attraction for guests of the Causeway hotels, and I 

attribute the affectionately appended “royal” to Tom and Brian 

Wallace, regulars for many years at the Causeway Hotel. 
Royal Bushfoot had a charm – and a river – that Royal Portrush 

lacked. 

Frank Kane, the Boss, played his golf at Portrush. He had a 14 

handicap and won at least one trophy – in 1914. His death was 

noted by the committee in 1946. 

He recruited his chauffeur there. Dan Daly was the brother of 
Portrush born, Fred, the first Irishman to win The Open. 

After his round, he played bridge in the gentlemen‟s lounge. My 

father used to drive from Belfast to play on the famous Dunluce 

course. He was a single handicap player, and also a keen bridge 

player. Despite the 27-year age difference, they became partners, 

and over time, the Boss invited George Smith back to the Royal 
where he introduced him to his daughter, Evelyn. 

Two no trump. 

The rest, as they say, is history. 

My mother took me to Royal Portrush on the third day of The 

Open in July 1951. We parked at the ninth. Max Falkner was in an 

all-yellow outfit that day, an unmistakable figure. 

There is a story that I proffered a piece of paper on which was 
written “Max Falkner, 1951 Open Champion” as I asked him for his 

autograph midway through his round. I certainly did ask for his 

signature, but I cannot vouch for having had any such powers of 

prognostication. 

He went on to win. 

Fred Daly was 4th. 
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24. My end 
 

Innocence is always unsuspicious.  

Joseph Joubert (1754-1824) 

 

 

 

We only moved out of The Nook because my mother had a big 

heart. 

Mrs Rosetta George lies in the Kane grave at Billy because she 

had no family to bury her or to care about her. She was 
Housekeeper to the Kanes for thirty three years, since she was 

widowed in WWI, and by 1950 she was too old to work, yet she had 

nowhere to go. 

It can‟t have been an easy decision, but Evelyn cared deeply 

about those less fortunate: the sick and the elderly particularly. 

Mrs George paid 10/- (ten shillings) a month to live in the house 
my mother so loved - and she stayed there till her death. That was 

all she could afford from her pension. 

The three Smiths went to live in Blackrock Cottage, just down the 

hill, in the trees at Runkerry, at the side of the clachan where Ellen 

McCurdy, the domestic help, lived. She used to ask my mother if 

she could clean her back passage. It took me years to work out why 
they laughed so much. 

Blackrock Cottage was one of the “principal seats” of the 

Bushmills area and was probably built about 1800. It had eight 

acres of land. A Topographical Dictionary of Ireland compiled by 

Samuel Lewis in 1837 has this: 

“Among the principal seats are Bushmills House, the 
residence of Sir F. W. Macnaghten, Bart.; Ballylough, of 

W. Trail, Esq.; Ballydivity, of J. Stewart Moore, Esq.; 

Black Rock House, the property of Miss Wray, and now 

in the occupation of Hugh Lecky, Esq.; and Bentfield, 

formerly the residence of Col. (Jackson) Wray, but at 

present uninhabited.” 

It would seem that Hugh Lecky was a tenant of the Macnaghtens 
of the house we called “Cottage,” for our landlord was the Right 

Honourable Sir Malcolm Macnaghten (1869-1955). 

In an interim (and certainly in 1938 when they gave my parents 

a wedding present), a Major and Mrs Traill lived in Blackrock 

House/Cottage. He, presumably, was a younger brother of William 

Atcheson Traill.  
I think it was Sir Malcolm himself who down-toned the name, 

demoting it from “house” to “cottage”. 
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He was not the baronet. The son of Lord Macnaghten of 

Runkerry, he earned his KBE for his services to the bench and 

merited his place in the Privy Council. 

He often called to see us. 
He was in his eighties then, and unable to control the audible 

indication of flatulence. Noreen and I were admonished not to laugh 

at his staccato, rather aristocratic wind-breaking as he walked, 

appropriately, down the back passage. 

There was an exchange of letters between him and my mother, 

and she kept his for years. I remember they were addressed to 
“Ulster.” There was something of a mutual admiration, I fancy. 

He allowed me to take my bike into the Wilderness. This was his 

name for the neglected, afforested area upstream from the lake 

with the swans and the boat – half way down the drive to Runkerry 

House. The Wilderness was a dark secret, a place no one else went, 

where the trees were so close together the sunlight barely got 
through. 

There was no restriction on going down the drive in those days. 

You had to turn left at the gap in the hedge, before you rounded the 

bend where the House came into view. There was a plank to get 

across the burn as it tumbled over the rocks. I could cross it on my 

bike or I could ride on the path to the slipway at the side of the 
House. 

That was where the salmon fishermen of the Macnaghtens 

operated from. The six or seven of them walked over from 

Portballintrae every afternoon to clear the net at Runkerry. I went 

out with them regularly. 

Some times it was too rough for them to get the boat in the 

water, so they would wait for better conditions in the house atop 
the rocks on the sea side of the slipway. 

I must have told them of my fascination with the lake, the swans 

and the Wilderness, for during one of these delays, one of them 

suggested he could show me something I hadn‟t yet found there. 

He walked me to a spot, very close to where the artist set his 

easel when he painted this exceptional depiction of Blackrock Strand 
(given to my grandmother in lieu of payment for two weeks‟ board 

and lodging in the Royal). 
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I‟ll spare you the graphic detail of the incident that ensued. 

Suffice it to say he took his pleasure at  -  my end.  

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


