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Foreword
In 1996, the sale of Southern Brick Company made the time and created the necessity to 

become computer literate.  Following the philosophy that computers would be easier if I were 
doing something fun, the growing interest in genealogy and the desire to have some “quality” 
time with Mom led to the pursuit of our Scot–Irish emigrating ancestor, Thomas Patrick, 
back to Ireland.

Mom (Jacqueline Wienges Patrick) has had a long and strong interest in her family’s  
history. This innate curiosity of family history prompted her to archive (in a box system) any 
and all pieces of information, Wienges or Patrick,  into their respective boxes.  These boxes 
awaited my new “Family Tree Maker” software being loaded into the computer.  Emily 
Taylor Patrick, my newly returned-to-Greenwood daughter-in-law, also got involved and 
began the work of transferring a substantial amount of good stuff (genealogically speaking) 
into the computer. 

Killough Patrick (1883-1968) was the early family historian for us Patricks.  Most of the 
early known Patrick history in South Carolina can be traced back to his efforts at  gathering, 
researching, writing and distributing this knowledge.  Many pieces of information in Mom’s  
“Patrick”  box came from cousin Killough, directly or indirectly.

Documents from cousin Killough were consistent in the declaration that “we have 
no knowledge of the Patricks in Ireland.”  We know that about 1817, Thomas Patrick, a 
shoemaker, arrived in America with his wife Mary Gilfillan Patrick, and their two daughters.  
It became a challenge to discover information of “Patricks in Ireland,” particularly as it 
related to our emigrant ancestor Thomas Patrick.  This built into a thirst for knowledge of 
Thomas’ life while he lived in, what is now, Northern Ireland.
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The Search for Thomas
June 28, 1997

The first effort to find some knowledge of where Thomas Patrick had lived started with a 
week long visit to Northern Ireland with my wife, Mary Deck, in the summer of 1997.  This 
was a very feeble effort at genealogy research. We were armed with hearsay that Thomas 
Patrick had come from County Antrim and we had a desire to travel to see the beautiful 
country of Northern Ireland.  These things drew us forward into the search.

The only  background work that had been made prior to our trip was the joining of The 
Ulster–Scot Historical Society.  I hired them for a preliminary search to find Thomas.  A 
meeting with them, the second day in Belfast, gave us insight into the poor records available. 
The people showed very little, if any excitement  at helping. They basically said—“forget it”.  
A visit to the PRONI (Public Records of Northern Ireland) office, emphasized the enormity 
of researching historical records.  I felt like a first grader walking into the library for the 
first time.  It is a complicated system.  The user should be armed with a lot of historical 
knowledge of Ulster in order to access the proper records.  I wasn’t!

Our only contact with Patricks while in Northern Ireland was during an excursion to the 
Ulster American Folk Park near Omagh.  Mary Deck and I enjoyed the lady demonstrating 
flax spinning in the first exhibit.  There were no other people in the farm house in which she 
was demonstrating and we struck up a conversation with her.  She was very interesting.  As 
we progressed through the other exhibits, we mention to one attendant that we were Patricks 
from the US and that we were looking for Patricks.  She told us that we should go and meet 
Mrs. Patrick in the flax spinning exhibit.

Maisie Patrick

We found Mrs. Maisie Patrick in the break room of the Folk Park and had a grand time 
talking with her about the Patricks.  We got her address and telephone number and Mary 
Deck took a photo of Maisie and me.  Maisie is the wife of Robert Samuel Patrick. We 
thought she was a charming person.

The Robbs

Mary Deck and I met two waitresses in Belfast on our first night.  They were most helpful 
in  planning our trip around Northern Ireland.  Their names were, Rebecca and Leah Robb.   
They had been so helpful that we returned to the restaurant to give them our trip report and to 
thank them for their help. 

Creating A Game Plan
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Despite not knowing how to acquire the information, a standard for research had 
previously been set.  I had recently seen a letter on the Gilfillan family (Mary Gilfillan 
married Thomas Patrick in 1814) that cousin Killough, Jr. had had in his possession. This 
letter was an extensive history with much insight into the Gilfillan’s past. (Note: a copy 
of this letter follows this report.)   This was really the quality of information that I was 
seeking, but I was afraid that I would never find anything that thorough in the historical 
record books.  I had little hope of finding anything about Thomas Patrick on my own, and 
was discouraged about the genealogy societies being an answer.  It seems that you have to 
know exactly where the person you are looking for is from in order to find any record of their 
existence.  A difficult challenge, to say the least.

           
I had a strong feeling that I should focus on the Patrick families that were presently 

in Northern Ireland.  Maybe they already had information like the Gilfillan letter.  It was 
decided that I needed to call the approximately 75 Patricks in the Northern Ireland phone 
book.  Rebecca Robb, our waitress friend, was asked if she would help me with this task.  
She said that she would.

All interest was lost in genealogy at this time upon the return of cancer to Mary Deck.

January 6, 1998

A letter was sent to Rebecca Robb asking if she would still be interested in helping with 
calling the Patricks.  She again said that she would.

February 26,1998

After experiencing poor results with the telephone campaign, Rebecca and her mother, 
Karen decided that it would be wise to place a newspaper ad and additionally  to write a letter 
for placement into the “GET IN TOUCH”  section of the Belfast Telegraph newspaper. This 
decision was key to opening many doors in the search for Thomas Patrick.  I am very 
proud of their decision-making on our behalf.

Eight people responded to the requests for information.  The two key people were:   (1) 
Mrs. Marie Wilson, and (2) a man who gave no name for himself but had a telephone 
number for a lady that was a Patrick and lived in Cookstown.  She was Mrs. Elsie Patrick 
Bell.  Karen Robb called her and decided that I should get in touch with Elsie.  

Marie Wilson is a professional, independent genealogist in Belfast with 20 years 
experience.  She saw the letter in the Belfast Telegraph and recognized that  the name 
Thomas Patrick because of research on the Blair family that she was doing for another client.  
Marie was familiar with the Will of Capt. John Blair.  Capt. John Blair was a Scot–Irish 
emigrant to South Carolina who had left substantial assets to the children of Thomas and 
Mary Patrick in 1848.   Marie knew that Capt. John Blair had spent his early years in the 
Donagheady Parish area of County Tyrone. She also had a partial page of information on 
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Thomas Patrick.  

I called Marie during April to learn more of what she knew of Thomas.  She said that she 
had a document that said that Thomas was from County Tyrone.  She also had the names of 
the legatees “To the late Anthony Patrick’s children by his present Widow” as mentioned in 
John Blair’s Will.  These children were still in Ireland when the Will was written in 1846.

The reader of this report should note that the Will of Capt. John Blair is a central 
document to this search.  There are three Patricks listed in the Will that were unknown to me 
or anyone that I knew.  One was Anthony Patrick, deceased in Ireland.  Another was Eliza 
Patrick of Marian, Alabama.  Thirdly, was Jas. Patrick, Eliza’s brother, of Marian, Alabama.  
We do know that Capt. John Blair played a key role in getting Thomas and Mary Patrick 
and their two children to emigrate to South Carolina.  He  “persuaded”, or “Advised “or 
“Sponsored” them to come to South Carolina.  (Note:  A copy of this Will is shown at the 
end of this report.)

It seemed important to find out something about these unknown Patricks, since we had 
had no luck finding Thomas.

April 30, 1998

A letter was sent to Marie Wilson, hiring her to do research into the history of Thomas 
Patrick.  She requested permission from her client, Mr. Bob Davidson of Toronto, Canada 
to release the information on Thomas Patrick that she had gotten from Mr. Davidson.  Mr. 
Davidson agreed to release the information.

I called Mr. Davidson and inquired into the origin of the page.  He said that he had gotten 
it from Mr. Roy Blair in Union, SC.  A call to Mr. Roy Blair, an 87 year old gentleman, 
produced no knowledge of where he had gotten the information.

The key phrase in the information was that “Thomas Patrick seems to have come from 
Lislaferty, Ardstraw parish near Newtown Stewart, County Tyrone.”

August, 1998

My son Joe and his wife, Emily, decided that they were going to accept a job in 
Copenhagen, Denmark.  I combined a desire to see where they were going to be living  with 
a desire to return to Northern Ireland. The result was a trip being planned for  September 22 - 
27 in Copenhagen and September 27- October 5 in Northern Ireland.

Aug 16, 1998

I met with Eleanor Patrick Alison and Ivor Patrick Stephenson in White Oak, SC, and 
learned that Bruce Whitten had done some research on the Patricks in Northern Ireland.  Mr. 
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Whitten is the husband of Sara Frances Patrick (1923-1991).

Aug. 26, 1998

Cousin Alexander Patrick knew of my genealogy efforts. He sent me a letter that he had 
found while going through his father’s papers. It was from Mr. Bruce Whitten to Tom Patrick, 
Jr. and stated : “On the basis of available records the Ulster-Scot Society concluded that 
Thomas Patrick probably came from Lislaferty, Ardstraw Parish near Newtown Stewart in 
Tyrone County which is next to Londonderry County.” 

This wording was very similar wording to the piece of information that Marie Wilson 
had.  I got Mr. Whitten’s telephone number from Eleanor Patrick Alison and called him 
requesting any information that he had from his research in 1968.

He sent a wonderful package of information which included a 1968 letter from Miss 
Margaret B. Gilfillan addressed to Miss Ivey Emelton of the Ulster–Scot Society, stating: “ I 
think  the Patrick family lived at Donagheady (parish) in the Strabane direction but I am 
not sure of their address.”

This was very  interesting because Donagheady is a completely different parish from 
Ardstraw.  Now we had two documents giving us leads to Thomas in two different areas.

I went back in my file to find the address for Maisie and Robert Patrick . They lived at 5 
Lislaferty Road, Newtownstewart.

 
The Bruce Whitten package also had a 1976 letter from a Mr. Nelson Patrick whose 

address was:  Lislaferty, Newtownstewart, Co. Tyrone.  I sent a copy of this letter to Maisie 
and Robert Patrick and asked if I might visit with them when I returned to Northern Ireland.  
It turned out that Nelson Patrick was Robert’s father.  A later telephone conversation with 
Maisie revealed that she would be in the US while I was in Northern Ireland, but that Robert 
would be home with their two boys.  They said that they would be glad for me to come by.

Sept 4, 1998

I sent a copy of the Miss Gilfillan letter to Marie Wilson.   Marie had not been able to 
find any evidence of either Thomas Patrick or Anthony Patrick.  She had gathered substantial 
Patrick information however, on Patricks in County Tyrone.  Marie thought that Anthony 
was a rare name for a Presbyterian—it was more of a catholic name—and if we could find 
Anthony, then we could pinpoint Thomas.  I agreed for Marie Wilson to continue the search 
with particular interest in finding Anthony.

There appeared to be three distinct groups of Patricks in County Tyrone - Ardstraw 
Parish, Cookstown, and Donagheady Parish.
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A phone call in the first part of September to Elsie Patrick Bell revealed that she was 
interested in Patrick genealogy and thought Thomas might be connected to her Patrick 
family.  She lives in the Cookstown area which is also the home to an 82 year old Patrick 
uncle and her five Patrick brothers.  Elsie runs a car rental business and her husband, Sam, 
runs an auto sales business.  They have a daughter in Manchester, England and a son in 
Belfast. The daughter, Yolande, has helped her with the genealogy work. 

Elsie invited me to come to Cookstown and stay with her and her husband while I was in 
Northern Ireland.  She said that she would meet me in Dublin to bring me to Cookstown.

These offers were a pleasant surprise and convinced me that the trip was the right thing to 
do.

The 1998 Trip 
Sunday, September 27,1998   

I left Joe and Emily, who I had been visiting in Copenhagen for five days, and headed for 
Dublin.  A taxi from the airport deposited me in downtown Dublin, at the train station, among 
the gala fans of the two teams playing for the All Ireland Gaelic Football Championship.  The 
fans were quite boisterous and colorful. The train ride to Belfast was about two and a half 
hours long and got me there at 5:00.  

I must admit that there had been some anxiety on my part about the trip.  I was going into 
a strange country without knowing a lot about the people on which I was depending. It had 
been a long time since I had traveled alone.  I had a good feeling that everything would be all 
right, but I was not positive. 

A package awaited me at the desk of the Europa Hotel.  Marie Wilson had found 
Anthony Patrick!!!!   She thoughtfully provided her findings for my review before we met.

Rebecca and Leah Robb were in Belfast celebrating their same date birthday even though 
they are two years apart.  Rebecca is twenty-six and Leah is twenty-four.  They came by The 
Europa Hotel and I gave them presents from South Carolina.  They invited me to come to 
visit with the Robbs on Tuesday, Sept. 29th.

Calls that evening were productive.  I arranged to meet with Marie Wilson at 10:00 AM at 
her home on Sept. 28th.  Elsie Patrick Bell and I agreed that someone would pick me up at the 
Europa at 11:00 AM on Wed., Sept. 30th and that I would spend that night with them.  Robert 
Patrick invited me to spend Thursday night, Oct. 1st with them at Lislafferty.  I accepted. 

I could not believe how everything was coming together!  These people were 
wonderful to take me into their homes!!
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Monday, September 28, 1998

A taxi took me to the very pretty brick home of Marie Wilson.  She was as glad to meet 
me as I was to meet her.  We had corresponded often over the course of the summer.  We 
went over her research and her findings.  She has a great historical perspective of Northern 
Ireland.  Not only does she understand the civil structure (meaning the relationships between 
the Estates, the Parishs, the Districts, the Townlands, and the Counties), but she knows 
who kept records and where they are located.  This perspective, along with a brilliance for 
remembering facts and organizing them, keeps her on track in her research.

The page of information stating that Thomas “seems to be from Lislafferty, Ardstraw 
Parish” caused her to continually search in the Lislafferty area of County Tyrone.  
Considerable information was collected on the Lislafferty Patricks.  These are the Patricks 
that are related to Robert and Maisie.  They have been in the Lislafferty area from at least 
1660’s and are most likely not related to us.

Marie was very proud to have found Anthony Patrick at Carrickatane, Donegheady 
Parish, County Tyrone. Her intuition had always made her feel that Thomas would have 
been located close to Mary Gilfillan, the woman that became the wife of Thomas Patrick.  
Carrickatane is about 5 miles from Ballynamore, the home of Mary Gilfillan.           

Marie and I had a local lunch of soup and salad at a village restaurant before we 

Marie Wilson
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proceeded to PRONI for some record searching.  It was nice to have a pro in tow.  Marie 
guided me through the red tape of security checks and new person training—(security is very 
tight to prevent the destruction of records).  The procedure for retrieving records is a matter 
of determining the record which you want (no easy task) and then ordering that record.  
Marie wanted to look at the Rent Roll of the Duke of Abercorn for Carrickatane Townland 
in 1787.  It took a good 20 minutes to determine which record number to order.  She ordered 
the record.  We then had to go into another room to await the delivery of the record.  I was 
amazed when someone brought out the actual log book of the rents paid to the Duke in 1787.  
The large leather bound journal was losing small bits of leather each time we moved it.  We 
looked up Carrickatane and there were the names of Robert Patrick and Anthony Patrick.  
Note:  It appears that Robert was the father of Anthony. 

It was quite exciting to see and feel the book and see the rent payment records.  It was 
easy to imagine the emotion of the moment when Anthony was paying the few  pounds of 
rent.  Then it was a huge sum and to have your lease extended was very important.  It gave 
him the right to continue on with the struggle of life in a tough world.

I caught a bus back to the Europa Hotel and got there about 5:30 PM.  I had been having 
a rough time with a head cold.  I could not find my normal relief medicines.  I ate, took some 
antihistamine and aspirin and went to bed.  The cold stayed with me for another two days.

Tuesday,   September 29th

I did some shopping that morning for some maps of County Tyrone and had a light lunch.  
I caught the 2:15pm train to Holywood (a town about 15 miles east of Belfast) and got off 
at the fifth stop as I had been told.  Rebecca and her brothers Luke and Sonny met me at the 
train.  We walked through Holywood to their “flat” on the edge of town. 

I met Karen and Alex, the mother and father of the Robb family.  There are nine children 
and I met them all except for Nathan and Israel.  They are: Rebecca, Leah, Nathan, Isaac, 
Melissa, Israel, Cloie, Luke and Sonny.   Rebecca, the oldest, is 26 and Sonny, the youngest, 
is 4.

 
I had a wonderful visit with the Robbs. They are quite a remarkable family and I respect 

them greatly.  Rebecca had fixed a meal for all of us.  It was wonderful.  French onion soup 
and a main course of salmon were out of this world.  A fine chocolate sponge cake followed 
the meal.  We listened to Irish music and talked. The Robbs are a musical family—Alex  
on the piano and Rebecca on the violin combined for a fun song, and then Cloie and Luke 
played several pieces from their lessons.  Melissa played the harp for us before she had to go 
for work.  They are all quite good.  The Robbs prescribed a hot drink of Bushmill Whiskey 
(famous in Northern Ireland) and water for my cold.  It did not cure me but I sure did feel 
better.  I left them at 2:00 AM in the morning.

Wednesday, September 30th

Dennis, a driver from Cookstown came to pick me up at the Europa Hotel at 11:00 AM.  
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It was about a thirty minute drive to Cookstown, to meet the “Cookstown Patricks.”  I met 
Elsie and Sam Bell at their place of business.  They are both very energetic and competent 
and have built a very successful business of new and used car sales, and car rental.

Elsie escorted me around to see her Uncle Hugh Patrick, who lives on part of the 
(Cookstown) Patrick home place.  Brother Victor was met at his new house.  We went to the 
remains of two Irish Earl castles and visited Lissan House, an estate house for Lissan Parish.  
It was owned by the Staples of English origin.  We toured the grounds and observed how a 
water chute powers a DC generator for the electrical power for the house.

We arrived at Elsie and Sam’s home to the bugling of Sam’s Red deer herd.  One very big 
stag was busy keeping challengers away from his women (the stag’s does).  Sam also raises 
Fallow deer and Siki deer, Ostrich, Llama and Shetland ponies. 

They have a beautiful home with an even more beautiful view.  You can see for miles.  
Elsie and Sam bought this property a few years back.  I believe that a home existed on the 
property, but they built a new one on top of it.  Their idea was to possibly have a Bed and 
Breakfast arrangement.  The configuration is basically an “L” shape with two kitchen areas in 
the center.  I had four bed rooms, a bath and a living area to myself.  The living area was very 
cozy.  This was the old part of the house and had an open fireplace.  Elsie started the peat fire 
and the room was comfortable within minutes.

Peat goes with Ireland as much so as potatoes.  This is their natural fuel and has been for 
hundreds of years.  It is not wood and it not yet coal.  It has a slight pleasant aroma that fills 
the room.  The fire places are shallow with a raised grate.  The fire is a calmer, less busy fire 
than a wood fire.  Quite pleasant and it does not need much attention.

Elsie pulled out a card table and her family information.  Along with her information, was 

Luke, Alex, Sonny, Karen, Cloie, Issac, and 
Rebecca Robb
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a 17 page report on James Patrick from Enterprise, Mississippi.  I immediately recognized 
him as one of the mystery Patricks in Capt. John Blair’s Will.   This was an information 
gold mine on the Patricks in Carrickatane—our Patricks! 

Rebecca B. Drake was the author of the above mentioned report entitled:  “Patrick 
Pride”. I will come back to Rebecca Drake later.

I do not at this time think that the “Cookstown” Patricks are connected to our Patricks—
of Donagheady and Carrickatane.  This may change as Elsie and I get back to earlier 
generations. 

Elsie cooked us a meal of lamb and vegetables.  She is quite a good cook.  How she had 
time to cook is beyond me, but the meals would miraculously appear, always delicious and 
hot.  We had potatoes at every meal I believe.  It got to be a joke.  Elsie said that the rule was 
that if you did not eat all of the potatoes, then you would see them again at the next meal—
when you did finish them, then a new batch would be started.  I must admit however that 
they have very good potatoes!  I guess it is like our home grown tomatoes compared to store 
bought ones.

Elsie’s brother Rodney came by for a visit.  Rodney is a successful building contractor in 
the local area.  I enjoyed getting to know him.

I  was pleased that I could understand the conversation with people.  Some times I would 
experience difficulty with the hearing environment that I was in, or the speech pattern and 
accent.  Most of the time, however, my hearing aids did well.  I did notice that when they 
were talking to one another, however, that I could not keep up with the conversation.  The 
rhythm, the speed, the accent would be to much.  I would grin a lot and nod.

Me, Elsie and Sam Bell
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Thursday,  October 1, 1998 

The next day Elsie and I toured around Draperstown, a small town to the north of 
Cookstown and took in the “Plantation of Ulster” Visitor Center.  The show in the Center was 
most informative and helpful to understanding the history of Ulster and why the Protestants 
came to Ulster.  (Note:  a copy of a brief write up on “The Plantation of Ulster” follows this 
report.)

Elsie and Sam gave me a car to proceed upon my way to Newtownstewart.  It was a 
fine, well trained car that took good care of me as the roads where I was going tended to get 
smaller and smaller.  You can not imagine the smallness of the roads until you see a very 
large farm tractor with a very large farm trailer headed at you with no intention of slowing 
down—and there are rock walls on both sides!  That little car would some way survive!!

Most people do not realize the smallness of Northern Ireland.  It is made up of the six 
counties of Ireland that voted to remain a part of the United Kingdom during a vote in 1922.  
The area is 5,452 sq. miles (South Carolina is 30,207 sq. miles).  It is about 80 miles wide 
going north to south and 100 miles wide going east to west.  It is very much a farm oriented 
culture.  The towns support the farmers except in the larger towns.  These larger towns have 
some commerce and industry of their own. Belfast has a population of 370,000.  It is the 
capital of Northern Ireland.  Londonderry has 80,000 people.

I drove about 30 miles in a westerly direction from Cookstown  (7,000 people) 
into Omagh. This was the city that experienced the bombing that killed 25 people in 
August.   Omagh (15,000) is about the size of Saluda.  I proceeded then northward toward 
Newtownstewart (2,000).

The main roads are good roads.  You can move along at 50-55 MPH very well.  Once you 
get the feel of driving on the left side of the road while you are sitting on the wrong (right) 
side of the car, you can drive out on the highway very well.  The problems arise when you 
get to the “round-abouts” or an intersection.  When two roads intersect, they do not have 
stop signs—they have a circle. The rules are: 1) yield to the right and 2) the inside lane goes 
around and the outside lane goes out. The round-abouts can be very efficient and safe.  I got 
where I liked them.

Between towns all you see are farms.  Lots of sheep and lots of cows.  The grain and hay 
had already been cut so the fields were all green.  The landscape patterns repeat themselves 
constantly.  A typical farm is a farm compounds in the midst of a number of 15-20 acre plots 
that are all bordered by either hedges or rock walls.  Sometimes you see some wire fences. 
The lushness and greenness of the grass makes everything look beautiful.

Robert Patrick

I arrived into Newtownstewart and asked directions to Lislafferty.  The Post Mistress 
knew exactly where Robert and Maisie Patrick lived.  I turned off Lislafferty Road into 
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a walled compound of farm buildings and the very pleasant home of the Robert Patricks. 
Lislafferty is the townland that Patricks had rented from the Duke of Abercorn for several 
hundred years.  They purchased the land when it came available.  The present day compound 
is also the historical compound on most farms.  The buildings in the compound simply 
evolve over the generations.

A chained dog did his duty of keeping me on a two foot corridor against the house wall.  
That large sheep dog was very protective of his territory and that chain looked very small.  I 
never failed to excite him greatly as I moved to and from the house.  I also never failed in 
leaving my two foot allotted space by the wall.

Robert had his sister, Mabel, and her son, Paul, to help with my visit.  Mabel prepared a 
fine meal for us that night.  She served pork with steamed vegetables, potatoes, and rolls.  We 
looked through some old family records and photographs after supper.  I took notes for the 
future work of tracing back the Lislafferty Patricks to see if there is a connection with them.

Robert took me on a tour of his farm.  It is a most beautiful farm.  Beautiful fields, with 
healthy cows and sheep.  About 40 acres are used for grain growing for hay for the animals.  
The land is very productive and Robert takes good care of it.  We toured the adjoining areas 
and rode by the home of the present Duke of Abercorn.  We also visited two cemeteries that 
contained Patricks. 

Robert’s son, David, works in Londonderry, on the night shift in an assembly factory 
for computers.  Son John is employed with the government as an inspector for regulatory 
compliance.  These are fine young men.

After our dinner meal, another sister, Everline Patrick Crawford, from Castlederg, came 
by for a visit.  We went over more Patrick family history.  She wanted me to see Castlederg 
and to meet her family.  This was a very pleasant trip that resulted in the meeting of husband 
Sam Crawford, son Andrew, and daughter Laura.  The Crawfords run a general merchandise 
store in downtown Castlederg.  All of us except for Sam, who is recovering from a hip 
replacement, finished up the night at a local pub.  Robert and I then headed for his house.

Friday, October 2, 1998

After breakfast at Lislafferty, I squeezed by the dog and headed for the part of County 
Tyrone that, now, I was firmly convinced was the home of Thomas Patrick, my great-great-
grandfather.  I left Lislafferty and headed north to go through Strabane. Donnamanagh was 
the next town.  I had a very detailed map that identified even the buildings along the roads.  
I studied my map carefully and turned the car toward the place that indicated Donagheady 
Church.  I made it. 

This church cemetery was the burying ground for our early Patricks.  The old church has 
only one wall remaining.  No grave could be found for the Patricks.  As I prepared to depart 
the church grounds through the rock pillar gate post, I paused to enjoy the beautiful view that 
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was before me (Note:  see cover photo).  Bright sunlight showed a brilliant green hill, carved 
up into neat parcels by the hedges and rock walls.  It was easy to feel the timeless toil created 
by many generations of people working the land.  The beauty of the land swallowed you up.  
A glance at my map showed this area to be the townland of Carrickatane!

I stopped to ask for confirmation and a Mr. Scobie assured me that Carrickatane was just 
ahead.  When I told him I was a Patrick looking for Patrick family history, he directed me to 
the home of Mrs. Essie O’Neill.

The O’Neill’s

About a mile further, I turned off the narrow road into the now familiar farm compound 

David, Paul, Mabel, Everline, and Robert Patrick
 at Lislafferty

Laura, Everline, and Andy 
Crawford with Robert Patrick
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setting.  The newly painted home place had a thatch roof.  You seem to see fewer and fewer 
of these roofs.  Mary Deck and I had had the chance to observe the installation of a thatch 
roof on our visit.  The reeds are either flax stalks or water reeds. These are tied into about 3 
inch dia. bundles.  These bundles are lashed to a frame work of wood. Starting at the lower 
edge of the roof, the tied end is lashed to the frame-tied end up. More bundles are lashed side 
by side across the eave.  Another row is started above the first so that the loose end of the 
second covers the tied end of the first row.  This row is completed and another row is started.  
The “thatcher” gives the finished  house a “hair-cut” —trims wayward reeds. The final 
product is very neat, quite energy efficient and moisture resistant.

A slim stately lady that had obviously graced the premises for many years, greeted me 
as she exited one of the out buildings.  I introduced myself to Mrs. Essie O’Neill.  Her 
first response to my Patrick name, was  “Do you know Becky?”  I told her that I did not.  
She informed me that there is a lady from Mississippi named Rebecca Drake who is quite 
interested in Patrick family history and that “Becky” and her husband, Jim, come to visit with 
them on a frequent basis.  I recognized the name as the name of the author of the “Patrick 
Pride” report that I had seen at Elsie Patrick Bell’s.

I had a pleasant visit with Ms. Essie as she explained some of the history of the Patricks 
at Carrickatane.  The O’Neills had been farming neighbors to the Patricks for many years.  
The last Patrick  on Carrickatane (Thomas James) died in 1934.  The Patrick land, apparently 
about 250 acres, was then sold at auction to a Mr. Gallently and later the O’Neills bought it 
from Mr. Gallently.  Ms  Essie’s husband, Robert (Bertie) had passed away two years ago.  
He had known a lot more about the Patricks.  He also carried the label of “quite a character”.  
Everyone expressed sorrow for my not getting to know him. 

The light colored farm compound, top center, is the 
Patrick’s homeplace at Carrickatane.  Carrickatane 

Townland surrounds the compound.
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Ms Essie’s oldest son, William, not only farms the O’Neill lands on Castlemellan, but 
also the old Patrick land at adjoining Carrickatane. Her youngest son, David, lives on the 
Patrick home place at Carrickatane ( about 300 yards up the road ). A call to her daughter-in-
law set up a visit for me to the farm compound of the Patricks—our ancestral home.

A modern home had just been “evolved” (built on top of or integrated into) from the 
home that had held the last generation of the Patricks.  Mrs. David O’Neill showed me 
the general layout of the previous home.  Part of the previous Patrick home that was not 
“evolved” stood to one side of the present new home.

Marie Wilson supplied the following information from the 1901 Census:  
Carrickatane

  10 rooms  8 front windows 11 outhouses

  Sarah J Patrick  70  farmer widow
  Thomas Patrick  son  34  farmer
  Eliza Mary  daughter  30
  Matilda J  daughter   28
  All Presbyterian  born  Co Tyrone

  3 male  1 female  servants

Mrs. Essie O’Neill at her thatched roof cottage
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This was a large house.  Why it was built that large and when it was built so large 
would be interesting to know.  The “servants” were probably more like share croppers or 
tenant farmers.  They lived in the compound and worked on the farm.  This would also be 
interesting to investigate.

Sarah Jane Patrick, nee Stevenson, was the wife of Robert Patrick (1816 -1892), son 
of Anthony and Mary Ann Patrick, nee Colhoun.  Rebecca Drake has sent me pictures of 
Thomas, Eliza and Matilda.  I think that she got them from Bertie O’Neill.

I actually had chills run up my spine as I surveyed the old buildings and area.  I had heard 
of such reactions, but had never experienced such.  It was a wonderful feeling to  be standing 
at the Patrick family farm compound at Carrickatane.

No one should get the impression that the house and compound is some stately manor 
house complex.  All of the buildings are one story; most with tin roofs.  Functional would 
be the term that paints the best picture.  The whole compound is fairly run down.  Several 
of the buildings need a new roof.  The standard finish is white stucco, like 99% of the rural 
buildings in Northern Ireland.  These building all need a paint job. I look forward to a return 
trip and having more time to spend at Carrickatane.

I returned to Ms Essie and was able to set up a visit with and get directions from Rev. 

Remainder of old Patrick home on left—New David 
O’Neill home on the right
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Stewart, pastor of Second Donagheady Presbyterian Church.  Marie Wilson had already 
asked him if I could see some of the old church records.  Upon leaving with Ms Essie, I met 
William O’Neill, her oldest son.  He had been “dipping” his sheep to apply a solution to 
prevent skin mites.  A new batch of sheep were being brought in to be dipped.   Everyone 
except me got involved with getting the sheep to enter the gate—even Ms Essie.  The sheep 
did not want to go.  It was not until William told the men to release the sheep dog that the 
sheep got the message of what they were suppose to do.   I thought about that dog at Robert 
Patrick’s and could relate to the sheep eagerly seeking the gate.

William invited me to come back for afternoon tea and a meal with his family at his 
home.  I accepted.  My arrival about 5:00pm resulted in a greeting by a most beautiful young 
woman, Veronica O’Neill, William’s wife.  We spent a lot of time talking about the Drakes 
from Mississippi. Veronica and William have grown to know and like them very much.  We 
looked at many pictures of the two families.

William joined us and provided more insight into the trying times of a farmer in Northern 
Ireland.  I have lately learned that William has recently been given the prestigious—Young 
Farmer of the Year Award—for Northern Ireland.

His son, Stephen, arrived with his girl friend, Julie Sayers.  We had a delightful meal. 
William showed me around the farm compound with the high light being the play room that 
housed the giant snooker table (similar to pool) and his fly tying room.  He demonstrated the 
proper fly casting technique with a 14’ fly rod.  This length makes for quite a long rod.

I left these very pleasant people with the hope that they may soon be coming to visit with 
Jim and Becky Drake, and maybe even come by SC.  The night was spent at the Everglades 
Hotel ( how they decided on this name is beyond me) near Londonderry,  about 6 miles from 
Carrickatane.

Saturday, October 3, 1998

Joyce Vaughan, daughter of Patsy and Harry Henderson, arrived at the hotel the next 
morning to lead me to the Henderson home in Londonderry.

Marie Wilson had set up an appointment with the Hendersons when the Rev. Stewart 
suggested that the Hendersons had knowledge of Patricks.  Ms Patsy and Mr. Harry  
Henderson, along with their sons Anthony and Graham, (wife Linda), and their daughters, 
Joyce and Audrey, were there to meet with me. Several grandchildren made for a warm and 
caring group. 

Their connection with the Patricks go back to Robert, the son of Anthony Patrick,  who 
married Sara Jane Stevenson (this is the same lady living at Carrickatane in 1901) of Altrest 
townland, in 1850.  Robert and Sara Jane had a son, Robert, in 1852.  Robert went to 
America and married a Mary Andrews in 1882 in San Francisco.  They returned to run the 
operation of the farm at Altrest when his grandfather,  Mr. Stevenson, who had been running 
the farm, died in 1892. 
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Robert Patrick (born 1852) died suddenly on 12 September, 1909, leaving no male to run 
the farm.  Mary Andrews Patrick brought her nephew, Anthony Bannister (born 2/2/1889) 
from California to help with the farm.  He was only 7 years old when he started visiting at 
Altrest.  He must have become a resident, because I saw a perfect attendance certificate from  
Second Donagheady Presbyterian Church in 1904.  Anthony  Bannister married Martha 
Emma Porter.  They had a daughter—Mary Angela Patrick (Patsy) Bannister who married 
Harry Henderson. “Patsy” was raised at Altrest.  Mary Andrews Patrick died at Altrest, on 17 
Nov 1937, as the last person with a Patrick name in Donagheady.

The Hendersons are all wonderful people.  Much information was shared.  The women 
had prepared a fine meal and we got to listen to some great piano playing by Ms Patsy and 
granddaughter Lindsey.  It was a highlight to get to see the smoking pipe of Robert Patrick.  I 
also got photo copies of several documents. 

I departed from this wonderful family and headed toward Ballynamore, home place of 
Mary Gilfillan.  Graham Henderson lead me out of town to Ballynamore Road.

I turned into the Gilfillan home place compound.  Mr. Ian Cochrane was cleaning gutters.  
He came down the ladder in response to my introduction and inquiry into the location of the 
Gilfillan home.  He was most cordial and entered his house to return with a 1898 diploma for 
Maggie B. Gilfillan.  Miss Gilfillan had received the diploma for reciting the Westminster 
Shorter Catechism.   This was the same Miss Margaret B. Gilfillan who had identified the 
Patrick home place as Donagheady to the Ulster–Scot Society in 1968.  I informed Mr. 
Cochrane that I would like to buy the diploma if he should ever wish to sell it.  He said that 
he would just give it to me.  I insisted that I would pay for it and did so. 

William and Veronica O’Neill
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Ian pointed out the home that the Gilfillans were raised in.  We viewed it inside and out.  
It was a very typical farm house of the time.  Ian also informed me of his brother James’ 
interest in genealogy, and pointed out the direction to his brother’s house.  I also had a chance 
to meet Ian’s other brother, Noel, who arrived as I was leaving to go to James’.

James M. Cochrane, Ian’s brother invited me into his home to talk genealogy.  I felt 
that there might  be some connection back to Mary Gilfillan’s mother, Rebecca Cochrane.  
I expect to hear more from Mr. Cochrane.  I sent him several pieces of Cochrane family 
history.  I suspect that some of it pertains to his family.

My faithful and trustworthy car now began to sense a turning toward the direction of 
home.  I had no map for this area, so together we navigated small roads through the Sperrin 
Mountains heading for Elsie and Sam’s place.  We came to Draperstown and then began 
guessing at the proper roads.  I knew that we had gone by Lough Fey several times with 
Sam and Elsie, so I asked directions for that road.  The car and I made several wrong turns 
and had to back track.  It was a great feeling when I finally recognized the lane to Sam and 
Elsie’s.  We pulled into their driveway, both with a sigh of relief.  The car and I both were 
glad to be home. We were also proud that we had made it through thick and thin—mostly 
thin—wrong sided roads with wrong sided cars.

Elsie was also very surprised that I had found my way back without a map.  Elsie fixed a 
fantastic supper, and I related my adventures of the last three days.  I slept well in this now 
familiar bed in this now familiar house. 

The Hendersons
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Sunday, October 4, 1998

Sunday morning brought a trip to Lissan House, the home of Lady Hazel Staples Dolling.  
This is an estate house for Lissan Estate.  Mrs Hazel is a friend of Elsie’s.  Ms Hazel showed 
Elsie, Sam, and me around this huge home that had seen so much living since the early 
1600’s.  The thick walls and high ceiling made you feel that you were in a castle.  Many 
historical pieces have been added by Ms Hazel.  She has been able to replace many of the 
historical pieces that had been auctioned off about 1900, with pieces appropriate to the house 
and period. This auctioning off of assets was done to raise money for the then owners.

Some beautiful paintings by her grandfather, Sir Robert Staples, have been bought and 
restored to their rightful home.  The house has many interesting features that were pointed 
out by Ms Hazel.

Ms Hazel had invited me to go to church with her that morning.  We attended the Church 
of Ireland ( Episcopal) for Communion.  It was exciting to be with Ms Hazel on the front 
row.  She kept me on the correct page as the service was read by the congregation.

After the service we visited the cemetery that held the graves of all of her forefathers.  
Ms Hazel was a delight to be with.  She drove me back to Sam and Elsie’s.  This was an 
interesting ride with her frisky terrier that did not like me occupying it’s front seat.  It licked 
my ears until my hearing aids started to squeal.  I don’t know if he loved me or if he just 
wanted his seat back.

We had lunch and then headed out for another round of finding Elsie’s and Sam’s kinfolk.  
We ended up leaving Cookstown about 4:00pm and headed for Dublin.

Ian Cochrane holding Miss Margaret B. 
Gilfillan’s	diploma
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We had a pleasant but sad meal.  I tried in a feeble way to express my great appreciation 
for all that the two of them had done for me.  They had played such a large part in making the 
trip so wonderful and productive.  I also felt a great sadness that Mary Deck did not had the 
chance to enjoy this trip with me.  Even greater, however, was the sadness of the fact that all 
of the fine people that I had met did not get the  chance to know Mary Deck.

I spent the night at a Bed and Breakfast near the airport for an early departure from 
Dublin.

Monday, October 5, 1998

I headed out of Dublin for Shannon and then got onto another plane headed for  Atlanta.  
Renee’ Hopf met me at the airport and we headed for Hopf  land.  I received a warm 
welcome from Denny, and Dennis and Andrea with their new Miss Anna. What a charmer!!  
We had a fabulous meal that Renee’ had fixed.  Ashley Rhinehart , a friend of Joe and 
Emily’s who lives near the Hopfs, came motoring over in her wheelchair for desert and a 
visit.

I left about 6:00 am the next morning and arrived at good ol’ Chinquapin Rd. about 9:00.  
I had had a wonderful trip—It was great to be home.

Conclusions

Carrickatane

There is no positive proof that my great-great-grandfather Thomas Patrick came from 
the townland of Carrickatane. This has yet to be proven or disproved.  I believe, however, 

Lissan House
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that it was his home.  The logic to this conclusion centers on the Will of Capt. John Blair, the 
people mentioned in the Will, and the knowledge that they were associated with Carrickatane 
and Donagheady.

Captain John Blair

Three accounts of Capt. John Blair’s getting Thomas and Mary Patrick to come to South 
Carolina use different phrases to express his role:

“He advised,” “He persuaded, “He sponsored”

Capt. John Blair is reported by Ivor Patrick to have given Thomas and Mary about 100 
acres of land when they arrived in South Carolina.  All of these indicate a close relationship 
to either Thomas or Mary or both.  I believe it was Thomas that John Blair knew well.

The Belfast News in reporting the Oct. 3, 1848 death of Captain John Blair noted that he 
“spent the early part of his life in Strabane and Donagheady”.

Capt. John Blair left money “To the late Anthony Patrick’s children by his present 
Widow.”   We now know that “his present widow” was  Mary Ann Colhoun. She bore five 
children by Anthony Patrick—Sarah, Mary, Rebecca, Thomas Colhoun, and Robert.  All born 
at Carrickatane.  We know for a fact that these children were all in Ireland when they were 
paid this inheritance.

Capt. John Blair left money “To Eliza Patrick, Marian, Alabama,”  “the legacy to E. 

Elsie and Sam Bell with Ms Hazel
Staples Dolling at Lissan House
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Patrick may be remitted to her brother Jas. Patrick, Marian;” The work of Rebecca Drake  
traces James and his sister, Eliza positively back to Carrickatane.  They were two of the five 
children of Anthony Patrick by his first wife, Caroline Elizabeth Leighton.

All of these gifts to Patricks support the conclusion that John Blair had close relationships 
to Patricks.  The fact that Anthony Patrick and his children by Mary Ann Colhoun were still 
in Ireland, means that John Blair must have known them in Donagheady.  Therefore, if he 
knew the Patricks at Donagheady, then Thomas Patrick must have been from Donagheady.  
Carrickatane was the townland (about 500 Acres in size) that the Patricks lived on in 
Donagheady Parish.

Marie Wilson, professional genealogist, expressed that “Patrick” was not a common 
Protestant surname.  Anthony was very, very unusual for a Protestant given name.  It is much 
more of a Catholic given name.  No Anthony Patrick was ever found except at Carrickatane, 
in Donagheady Parish, while doing this research.

Marie Wilson also felt strongly that there had to be a close proximity between Thomas 
Patrick and Mary Gilfillan.  People of that time were very farm and church oriented.  
Travel over any distance was slow and difficult.  Carrickatane is only about 5 miles from 
Ballynamore, the home of Mary Gilfillan.  This location is closer than that of any other group 
of Patricks found.

Margaret Bond Gilfillan wrote to Miss Ivey Embelton of the Ulster–Scot Society in 
1968 to answer the question of the addresses of people still in Ireland that were listed in the 
John Blair Will.  Miss Gilfillan  says, “I think the Patrick family lived at Donagheady in the 
Stabane direction but I am not sure of their address.”

All of the above leads me to the conclusion that Thomas Patrick was born at Carrickatane 
townland in Donagheady Parish in County Tyrone, Northern Ireland.

Taking license to speculate, I believe that Anthony and Thomas were brothers, the sons 
of Robert Patrick of Carrickatane.  The fact that Anthony was the landholder of Carrickatane 
indicates that he was the oldest son of Robert.  The oldest son almost always inherited the 
right to lease the land.  The landholder records are the best evidence of lineage of the oldest 
sons before 1850 census records.  Younger sons and daughters are rarely mentioned as 
landholders.

The landholder lineage for Carrickatane is confusing because only first names were  used 
in the early times.  This lineage is as follows:

Robert Patrick had oldest son, Anthony. 
 
 Note: James, who came to SC, and then on to Alabama, was the first born of   

 Anthony’s first marriage to Caroline Elizabeth Leighton, but gave up his birth  
 right and went to America.
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Anthony married 2nd wife, Mary Ann Colhoun and they had oldest son, Robert, born 
1816.

Robert married Sara Jane Stevenson and they had oldest son, Anthony, born 1851 
(Anthony died and second son Thomas James took over the farm. He died a bachelor in 
1934). The last of the Patricks on Carrickatane. 

 
 Note: There appears to be one Patrick male left in Northern Ireland (I have not  

 located him at this time). Rebecca Drake informs me that there are no known  
  Patrick males left from the line of James Patrick of Alabama. The South  
  Carolina Patricks from Thomas and Mary appear to be the only group  
   continuing the name of the Carrickatane Patricks

Younger sons were expected to work on the farm, marry into a farm, or learn a trade. 
The trade was learned through the apprenticeship to a craftsman.  This practice is clearly 
identified in the book Trinity.  Again, taking license to speculate, I believe that Thomas left 
the farm at Carrickatane several years before he was married and crossed the mountain to 
the Londonderry side.  He left the farm , but did not go very far.  Londonderry, about six 
miles away, was a commerce center with a port for shipment of goods.  It is reasonable that 
a craftsman in the boot and shoe trade (we know that Thomas ran a boot and shoe store in 
South Carolina) took Thomas in as an apprentice.  Thomas not only learned a trade but he fell 
in love with Mary Gilfillan, who lived close by in Ballynamore.

Cousin Killough states that Thomas married Mary in 1814.  He was 30 years old, typical 
of the marrying age at that time.  The Napoleonic War was ending about 1815 and brought 
the end of a prosperous era.  Captain John Blair was writing and urging Thomas and Mary 
to come to South Carolina.  The boot and shoe business was hard hit with the decrease in 
demand for boots for use in the war.  Mary got pregnant and had Rebecca in 1816.  She soon 
got pregnant again.  Hard times in Ireland were pushing on them and good times in America 
were pulling on them.  It was decided to follow the advice of Capt. John Blair, and head for 
South Carolina.  Uncle John Alexander Patrick (born 1911) stated to me that he had heard 
that Eliza was born on the boat over to Charleston, SC. Her birth date was, May 28, 1817.

 
I will end this story  at this point.  Other stories abound and must be pursued by those that 

have an interest.

Corrections

I have made a number of errors in this paper.  Some inadvertently, some because I 
have the wrong facts, and some because I have made incorrect assumptions.  I welcome 
the process of getting these errors corrected.  Anyone that has knowledge of the errors are 
welcomed to advise me of such.  I will be thrilled to have the correct facts.   I also welcome 
additional information.
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Future Research

Included also with this report are documents that may be of interest to readers.  They will 
definitely be of interest to anyone wanting to do further research in this area.

The obituary of James Patrick of Enterprise, MS, born in Carrickatane, says that his 
birthplace “had been the home of his ancestors for seven generations.”  This would be a very 
interesting area of future research. Who were these earlier people?

Where in Scotland did they come from?  What was life like at the time they left?

The boat that Thomas, Mary, Rebecca, and Eliza came over on would be of interest.  
What port they left from and when they arrived would be interesting.

Their life at Bullock Creek in York county, South Carolina would be of great interest.  
They lived there for almost thirty years and we know little about those times.  The children of 
Thomas and Mary stayed there for an additional 25+ years before moving to White Oak. 

Summary

I have thoroughly enjoyed this experience.  I never gave it much chance of success.  I 
look back and I am amazed at what all has happened concerning this effort.  How so many 
people have become involved in finding Thomas Patrick.   How I have come to know and 
appreciate, in an up close and personal way, so many wonderful Northern Irish people.  I owe 
a great  debt to many.  I met over 50 people and visited in 15 homes.  I never imagined the 
possibility of the warm reception which I received.

If Rebecca had not taken on the task of calling the Patricks in the phone book, I probably 
would have forgotten about the whole thing.  If Rebecca and Karen had not decided to run 
the ad and letter, Marie Wilson and Elsie Bell would not have  been located.  I also must 
confess that I had built a great affection for the whole Robb family. I had talked to almost 
every one of the family on the telephone at some point.  I really wanted to meet these people.  
I still think they are special.

If Marie Wilson had not answered the letter that Rebecca wrote, I would not have 
gotten off of County Antrim, nor hired her.  I don’t believe that I would have ever found 
Carrickatane by the traditional research method without the great work of Marie Wilson.

I would not have even attempted the trip without the great enthusiasm and helpfulness of 
Elsie Patrick Bell.  Her inviting me to stay with them and wanting to pick me up in Dublin or 
wherever, sight unseen, made the whole trip seem like the right thing to do.  There is still a 
chance that we are connected at an earlier generation. Regardless, I am going to be sure that 
I am kin to Elsie, even if I have to go back and alter some records.  She and her Patricks are 
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good people.   Sam has been around them enough to have also become a good person.

I have gotten to know Rebecca (Becky) Drake since I have returned to South Carolina.  
She knew nothing about Thomas or the South Carolina line of Patricks.  She has been most 
interesting to talk to and has already sent me several pounds of Patrick history and old 
photographs.  She and her husband, Jim have done remarkable work in tying James Patrick 
back to Carrickatane and doing research on the Patricks there.  I look forward to getting to 
know more of “Becky” and her Patricks.

Bruce Whitten deserves a lot of credit for getting me off of the focus on County Antrim.  
It was his work in 1968 that gave direction to County Tyrone and to Donagheady.

Internet Genealogy

I am going to now give more time to genealogy on the Internet.  I am going to take a 
course to learn more about it.  I feel that there has to be much more information about other 
Patricks that are kin to us.  Rebecca Drake’s work on James Patrick is an example.  The 
Internet has proven to be a great tool for facilitating such discoveries.

Addresses

Joseph Howard Patrick, Jr. ( Jody)
718 Chinquapin Rd.

Greenwood, SC  29646
(864) 229-7492

Carl Gilfillan
3908 East Valley Court

Raleigh, NC  27606          
(919) 821-2190

Rebecca Drake
155 McLendon Drive
Raymond, MS  39154  

(601) 857-5279

Mrs. Marie Wilson
3 Knightsbridge Manor

Belfast  BT9 5ET
Northern Ireland

( 011) 44 1232 665521
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History of Ireland 1598 - 1629 

The Defeat and Plantation of Ulster 

By 1598, Ulster was the last bastion of pure Celtic life in Ireland. The genetics and culture of 
most of the rest of Ireland had mingled with Viking, Norman and then English settlers and was a now 
hybrid containing cultural components of Celtic, Viking, Norman and English origins. Ulster was 
shielded from these changes because a) it was defended by strong clans, particularly the O’Neills in 
Tir Eoghain. b) it was furthest away from the Norman invasions which took place on the south coast 
c) it was marshy and thinly-soiled and was regarded as inferior land for conquering. 

Around about this time, Hugh O’Neill, the Earl of Tir Eoghain decided that the increased English 
control of the rest of Ireland was a threat to his Celtic heritage, Brehon laws and Catholic faith. 
Concerned by the strength of the English, he decided to pre-empt them and attacked. The English, 
being caught unprepared, found it hard to respond and were repelled from Ulster several times. 
Eventually the English decided to cut their losses and dug-in around the edges of Ulster. They built 
a series of forts around the province’s southern limits, and this forced the Irish to attack the English 
forts rather than attack on even terms. 

Despite this new English tactic, it wasn’t until 24 December 1601 at the battle of Kinsale that 
O’Neill’s army was defeated. O’Neill returned to Tir Eoghain (Tyrone) but did not surrender. Rather 
than invading Ulster to finish off O’Neill, the English strengthened their forts and started launching 
commando-raids into Ulster to destroy crops. They hoped to starve O’Neill into submission or into 
launching an unprepared attack. O’Neill did attack again, but was finally defeated by Lord Mountjoy 
at Omye (Omagh) in 1602. (Even today a townland near Omagh is called Mountjoy.) 

In 1603, the O’Neill and the English signed the Treaty of Mellifont which permitted O’Neill to 
keep his land while adopting English law and shedding his Irish title. However, the English felt that 
the Treaty of Mellifont was not enough to keep control of Ulster. They knew that Catholic Spain 
could supply the Ulstermen with arms to launch an uprising against them. So they decided to plant 
Ulster with Protestant settlers. However, the lesson of previous plantations had been learned. In the 
Laois/Offaly plantations and particularly in Munster, the settlers had been badly affected by attacking 
Irish. So this time the settlers were to live in specially built fortified towns known as Plantation 
Towns. 

In 1609 the English mapped out 4,000,000 acres of land and started giving it out in 1610. 
Counties Down, Monaghan and Antrim were planted privately. Counties Derry and Armagh were 
planted with English. Counties Tyrone and Donegal were planted with Scots. Counties Fermanagh 
and Cavan were planted with both Scots and English. It was around this time, too, that County Derry 
was renamed County Londonderry since many settlers there were from London or had London 
connections. 

The vast majority of the settlers were Scots, as it turned out, and they brought with them a new 
form of Christianity, Presbyterianism, which was different from both Roman Catholicism and the 
Church of England. They also brought new farming methods and a Puritan lifestyle. This made north-
east Ireland culturally very different from the rest of the island. Many native Ulstermen attacked the 
settlers and burned crops. Some were shipped to the continent. However many native Irish stayed 
and became employees of the settlers, and the Ulster Plantation became the most successful English 
plantation.        
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This letter from Joseph Alexander Gilfillan to A. Spencer Hogg dated November 6, 1907 
was given to me by the Killough Patrick family of South Carolina.  It is taken from the forward 
of a book published by Mr. Gilfillan shortly after the turn of the century—but we are not sure 
which book, or what the title may have been.  Mr. Gilfillan lived in Minnesota, and published a 
number of books on American Indian tribes and his missionary efforts.  The letter has been in 
the Patrick family possession for years.   I have made a few explanatory notes in bold brackets 
where needed.  (Carlton A. Gilfillan, Jr.) 

A. Spencer Hogg, Esq. 
Altrincham, near
Manchester, England

My Dear Nephew:

You request me to give you what information I have about the Gilfillan & related fami-
lies, and I am pleased to find one who is not so occupied in the present as to forget the past, 
and therefore I gladly do so.  We should not forget those who have lived, loved and struggled 
before us; even as we would not ourselves wish to be utterly forgotten.  It is a pious duty we 
owe to them to rescue their names and lives from being utterly lost.

To begin with the Gilfillan branch:

In the preface to Robert Gilfillan’s poems occurs the following, which gives the origin 
of the Gilfillan family as far back as it can now be ascertained.

East Hermitage, Leith,
14th March, 1848

The few families of Gilfillan in Scotland almost all count kin, 
the history of the clan being as follows.  Originally it belonged 
to the Island of Mull [on the western coast of Scotland], but 
during the feudal wars was overpowered by a more powerful 
clan, & completely extirpated.  Two of the widows, however, 
by a coincidence, bore twin sons each, from whom we all are 
sprung.  My great-grandfather rented a small farm in Stirling-
shire.  His only son, Robert, my grandfather, chose the sea life 
as a profession.

The book from which the above is taken has the following printed 
on the flyleaf:

Poems & Songs
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by

Robert Gilfillan
Fourth Edition

Edinburgh:
Sutherland & Knox, George Street

Robert Gilfillan, the above poet, was born 7th July, 1798, and died 4th December, 1850, 
unmarried.  Of his poems, the one “Oh, Why Left I My Hame?” is most admired.  Dunfermline 
[a town 5 miles north of Edinburgh, Scotland] was his birthplace.  He died in Leith, I think.  
But if Mull [on the western coast of Scotland] is the remote, Stirlingshire [12 miles north-
west of Edinburgh on the River Forth] is the real, home of the family; the place where they 
first emerge into the light.  By the bye, the name is Gillie Fillan, or “Servant of Feelan” as it 
is pronounced, said Fillan or Feelan being a local Highland saint, and the first “Gillie Fillan” 
must have had some office in relation to him, probably taking care of some holy well dedicated 
to the saint.

Sir Walter Scott, in “Waverly,” describes one whom he calls “Gifted Gilfillan.”  That 
is a true description of the family.  The Gilfillans are “gifted,” but unbalanced.  Those that I 
have known in the United States were very often so, as I believe they are also in Scotland and 
Ireland.  My mother [Elizabeth McCutcheon Gilfillan] told me that, when first married, she 
went to visit the Gilfillans of Balinamoor [County Derry — now Londonderry — Northern 
Ireland]; a lady of whom told her that no illegitimate child, for instance, was ever laid at their 
door, but that whiskey was their bane, the only thing that could be charged to them.

Gilfillans are known to have owned or rented lands in St. Ninian’s Parish, midway 
between Stirling & Bannockburn [near Edinburgh, Scotland], for 320 or more years.  There 
George, the most famous for his “Bards of the Bible,” “Literary Portraits,” etc., was born, and 
his brother James, author of “The Sabbath,” a standard work.  Thence also came James, late 
Chief Justice — the highest law officer — of the Supreme Court of the State of Minnesota, U.S., 
who was a most excellent judge, and whose decision in the Minnesota Bond Cases has been 
accepted the world over as the authoritative pronouncement on that subject, and as a “great” 
legal decision.

In the old town of Edinburgh there is a court called Gilfillan’s Court.  About 100 years 
ago there was a very prominent lawyer there called Michael Gilfillan.

Our first ancestor of that name who came from Scotland was my great-grandfather.  His 
Christian name is unknown [there is some evidence to think that it was Alexander Gilfillan].  
His son, my grandfather Joseph, was born in 1757.  How long before that his father came I do 
not know.  I have heard my mother say he was a millwright.  Joseph, my grandfather, was born in 
Ballinamoor, about four miles from Derry [now the city of Londonderry, Northern Ireland], 
on the Clady Road.  Three or four families of Gilfillans lived there, farmers, all related.  Joseph 
married Miss Rebecca Cochrane, of Gorty Cross (or Gorticross) [southeast of Londonderry], 
and moved there, living on a piece of land, perhaps only about twenty acres, which he got through 
her.  He was a most excellent man, an elder in the Second Presbyterian Church, Glendermott. 
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Strange to say, in 1905, in the house in which my mother was born, a Mr. Henderson, a retired 
merchant of Derry, told me that he remembered well Mr. (Joseph) Gilfillan; that he was an elder 
and took up the collection; that he was very tall, about six feet, etc.  Considering that he died 
in 1838, this was remarkable.  He was a very excellent man in every respect, and a very thrifty 
one.  My mother told me he made & saved five thousand pounds from those few acres of land 
by farming.  It was done mostly during the American War, 1776 to 1783, and the Napoleonic 
Wars, by the sale of hay to the Government, for which it paid enormous war prices, for the 
troops.  This hay, mother said, was packed on horse’s backs from the meadow, Gorticross, into 
Derry, as the roads were very poor in those days for carts and wagons.  In his latter years he was 
irascible (this was no blame to him); one moment he would be expatiating on the sufferings of 
our Saviour, the next a fit of anger would come upon him and he would be trembling with rage 
against some person whom he thought had misbehaved, and looking for a stick to use on them.  
Altogether he was a deeply religious and truly excellent man.  He thought my mother (Elizabeth 
McCutcheon) was the best woman, as he expressed it, “in the ring o’ Ireland.”

I now come to say a few words of the Cochrane family into which he intermarried.  
The Cochrane’s home was Lanarkshire, Scotland.  One evening, in the troublous times about 
Episcopacy there, three brothers Cochrane jumped into an open boat to escape from the soldiers 
and at the great risk of their lives crossed the sea in the night, entering Lough Foyle [the large 
lake north of Londonderry which opens on the sea]. One brother landed at Carrowkell, and 
took land there.  Another, our ancestor, came to Gorticross & got that townland for his portion 
from the authorities; the third somewhere else. In a list of settlers, taken in 1663, the name of 
John Cochrane appears in Gorticross.

Rebecca Cochrane was eminently pious and good, but she was sort of lightheaded, and 
did not have the good sense her sister, Miss Sally, who lived with them, had.  For instance, she 
would go off visiting, for weeks or a month, to one friend or another:  Moores of Molenan, 
or McCauslands of Lismacarrol, or Miss Levisons of Burt.  Miss Sally had a far better under-
standing.  She was quite stooped in her old days.  My father, Alexander, was very kind to her, 
would always shake hands with her when he came down in the morning, and she called him 
“Alexander, sir.”  She was nearly eighty when she died.  I have heard my mother say that, in the 
short winter mornings, she would take her Testament to the window, and she would not leave 
that window nor her reading till too dark to read.

One anecdote of her that I have heard is that, when a young woman, she saw all the 
other young women of her age getting married one by one, while she was left.  This did not 
seem right to her, so she prayed over it, and finally determined, as many have done, to pray, and 
then open her Bible, and the first words that she saw would be her direction.  She did so, and 
the first words she met on opening her Bible were these:  “Thy Maker is thy husband.”  From 
that moment she resigned all thought of marriage, as not being the will of God for her.  Another 
time, the men had all gone to “the moss” (the peat bog) to cut turf, leaving at two a.m., and their 
dinner was to be sent to them by the two sisters, Miss Sally & Mrs. Joseph.  Dinner time came, 
but no dinner.  They got very hungry and inpatient, and finally dispatched a man on horseback, 
post haste, to see what was the matter.  He found the two sisters, with their arms round each 
other’s necks, dissolved in tears.  They had got to reading the story of Joseph and his brethren, 
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and the dinner was all forgot in their grief over his sorrows.  Mrs. Rebecca died about six years 
before my mother went to Gorticross, say in 1825.

Here, I may observe, that all history of any branch of the family before coming to Ireland 
has utterly perished.  We neither know the localities from which they came, the time of their 
coming, what caused them to come, nor even their names.  History tells us that the English and 
Scotch settlers began to come from 1606 to 1609, but many came between the years 1660 & 
1688, the times of great trouble in Scotland, described by George Gilfillan in his “Heroes & 
Martyrs of the Scottish Covenant.”  It is plain that the Gilfillans came last of all, the father of 
Joseph having apparently come along before 1757 [there is evidence which shows that there 
were other Gilfillans (maybe distantly related) in Northern Ireland  in the 1600’s — a 
Robert Gilfillan married Mary Wark there in 1699].

In the list of English and Scotch settlers of the parish of Glendermott of the years 1663 
and 1740, the name Gilfillan does not appear, another evidence of their late arrival [the name 
Gilfillan does appear in some nearby parishes, however].

To take up now the McCutcheon branch, Eliza McCutcheon having married Alexander 
Gilfillan. The McCutcheons came from Gallowayshire, Scotland, the home of the family. They 
must have come at an early date, for in the 1663 list of settlers, Robert McCutcheon appears, 
and as living in the townland of Fincairn, half a mile from Gorticross. Again in the the 1740 
list of settlers, Joseph McCutcheon appears, still living in Fincairn. It is evident therefore, that 
Fincairn was given to them as their allotment or tract of land, and they long retained it, for my 
mother was born there in 1808, so they probably lived there 200 years. There was a McCutcheon 
in the Siege of Derry, 1688, no doubt the Robert above mentioned in 1663, or his son. During 
the siege, he became acquainted with a young woman, who was also in there, a Miss Clurg, and 
after the siege, they were married. That McCutcheon, who was in the siege, was the grandfather 
of my grandfather, Joseph McCutcheon, father of Eliza. Of this Miss McClurg, nothing further 
is known. This siege, McCutcheon and Miss McClurg had at least a son, Willian McCutcheon. 
He lived in Fincairn, the ancestral spot, and owned all that townland. His wife was Jane Wilson, 
from The Tops, near Raphoe, Ireland. My mother describes her as an excellent housekeeper, 
trig and neat and “tosh.” She lived to be nearly 80. My mother told me that she had a very 
heavy underlip, that feature, which has recurred in many generations since, comes from this 
Jane Wilson. William (or Billy, as he was called), the husband, kept fighting cocks, attended 
cock-fights and horse-races, was something of what we would call now, a sporting man, & ne-
glected business. Sometimes, in a flood of the Faughan, 100 sheep were carried away at once. 
In consequence of this their riches dwindled away, and after the birth of my mother in 1808, 
as aforesaid, the family had to leave Fincairn for good, and Joseph, my grandfather, rented a 
farm at Lisneal, about a mile off, on the opposite side of the Faughan, which was thenceforth 
the home of the family. Billy (or William) McCutcheon’s funeral was one the day Derry Bridge 
was carried away, in 1812, I think.

He and his wife had at least three sons, Joseph (my mother’s father), Robert, and Jack 
who was deaf and dumb. Joseph was 5 ft. 8in. tall, very well formed and active, a great boxer, 
and very expert at all athletic exercises. He could go in and out of Derry in an incredibly short 
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length of time. He was also a great salmon fisherman. I remember him, for he died when I was 
about 10, florid face, strong features, silent manner, sitting in company twirling his thumbs. He 
died in 1848, aged 77, so was born about 1770. With him fell in love, Ann, daughter of David 
Riddle, of Fincairn, and her love for him was so great that she declared she would die if she did 
not get him. Her father disapproved of it, because Joseph McCutcheon was something like his 
father Billy in his traits, a sort of jolly man of this world, fighting, racing, spurring, etc. However, 
they were married, and their issue will be given hereafter, with the dates of birth and death.

Ann Riddle was tall, fair, long faced, with a good deal of colour and & moderately 
handsome. She pined under the disease, cancer of the breast, and died at the age of 62 I think, 
when her youngest son, Joseph, was at the Medical College in Dublin.

It is time now to speak of Ann’s father, David Riddle, for he introduced an element of 
great  good into the family. He was from the Lower Faughan Bridge, Co. Derry, an only son, 
very nice in his person and handsome, the nicest and handsomest man who went into Linen 
Hall. (Those were the golden days of the linen trade in Ireland.) He was a linen merchant and 
travelled to all the fairs buying linen. He made a great deal of money. He was very pious, the 
salt of the earth, a rare good man. He lived in Fincairn, the family having some in there on the 
decline of the McCutcheons I suppose, who still occupied a small part of it, that which was 
afterwards Rev. Henry Carson’s farm and parsonage. He had a little arbor in his garden, and 
there under the overarching tress that shaded it he went daily at noon to pray, and long years 
after his death it was remarked the grass did not grow on the two indentations in the ground 
where his knees used to rest. Even so many years after his death, in 1883, Roman Catholic 
men in that vicinity told me about what a good man he was, how he had loaned them money 
and tried to help them along in every way. His memory is still fragrant in that locality as that 
of a remarkably and unusually good man. Once he woke up his middle aged wife, Margaret, to 
tell her that he had had an assurance given him of his personal salvation. At another time, it is 
said, they awoke in the morning to find that the “wee folk” (fairies) had threshed out all their 
grain for them in the course of the night, so much did they love them. There was a fairy haw-
thorne bush or tree near their house which was sacredly protected. In the 1663 list of settlers, 
Archilbald Riddall appears as occupying the town land of Gorticaw, about a mile from Fincairn. 
The name it will be observed is spelled differently. Here let me say that the names that appear 
as occupying certain town lands in 1663 and again in 1740 are the same that occupied the same 
town lands in my young days.

Now to recur to David Riddle. His wife was Margaret O’Lougue, of Drumahoe. This is 
the only Irish name in all our family branches and proves that there is one slight strain of old 
Irish is us. How does it come? I believe by a member of the old Irish race of that name having 
been converted to the Protestant faith & thus made eligible for matrimony. Several such Irish 
names appear in 1663 and 1740 lists. In my day there were still many Lougues or O’Lougues 
in Drumahoe, two miles from Derry, and all ardent Orangemen. Mother says her uncle, Wil-
liam Logue, also kept cocks, spurred, attended cock fights and horse races, etc. David Riddle 
& Margaret O’Lougue had issue, four daughters and one son who died, aged 20, of consump-
tion, and is buried in the family burying ground of old Glendermott Church. His death nearly 
broke his father’s heart. He used often to visit the grave & standing beside it would say “a silent 
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meeting.”

Their daughters were: 1st, Ann, the eldest, who married Joseph McCutcheon; 2nd, Matty 
(Martha), who died in infancy; 3rd, Mrs. Douglass (Betty), who was very handsome; and 4th, 
Jane, who was very plain, and who married Edward Cochrane, of Gorticross, and who lived to 
the age of 90, whom I remember well.

My mother was called for Betty, Eliza. Your sister, Eiza, in taking the name of Betty is 
only reverting to a former generation. Mrs. Jane Cochrane’s last surviving child, Miss Margaret, 
died in Derry in 1893.

Having thus traced back the McCutcheon side of the house, so far as known, let me 
revert to Joseph Gilfillan & Rebecca Cochrane.  Besides the above-named Rebecca and Sally 
Cochrane there were two other sisters, Jane and Mary, and a brother who went to America at 
a very early date, unmarried.  The four sisters were great belles, and rode on horseback, and 
created quite a sensation when they went into “meeting” with their high beaver hats, which 
were the great thing in those days.  There was a rhyme about them, current in my young days, 
which I well remember:

“Bouncing Bee and bonny Sally,
No’ forgetting Jean and Mally.”

Joseph Gilfillan & Rebecca Cochrane had two daughters and two sons.  The former 
were:  Mary, married to Mr. Patrick, about whom my father, Alexander, used to talk a great deal 
and thought a great deal of.  Mr. and Mrs. Patrick went to South Carolina [to Sharon, in York 
County, about 1817], where, my mother thought, they had a boot and shoe store.  The other, 
Isabella, also married and with her husband went to Miramichi, Province of New Brunswick, 
Canada.  After a few years she came back with two or three children with her, while my father 
was away, and before he was married, and stayed a year.  Mr. Joseph Gilfillan gave her money 
& she took nearly everything there was in the house and went back to Miramichi.  The two 
sons were Samuel and Alexander.  Samuel was a prodigy of goodness and of cleverness in his 
studies.  He went to Glasgow and studied for the ministry of the Presbyterian Church & died 
there of consumption, and is buried there in an unknown grave.  But it was many, many years 
before the old women got done with talking of the goodness of Samuel.

Alexander, the remaining son, was not intended for a profession, but he was worked so 
hard by his father on the farm that he thought he could not possibly be worse off in any other 
lot, so he began to study for a doctor.  The first step towards this was to study Latin, to do which 
he went to a teacher at Carn, perhaps a mile and a half on the top of the hill directly opposite 
Gorticross.  The Faughan River lay between, and crossing it the first time of going, dry shod, 
he looked on it as a good omen.  I need not give his subsequent career.  He sailed with Sir John 
Franklin, in the Trent, as surgeon, for the North Pole, in 1819, I think, as related in “Barrow’s 
Arctic Voyages of Discovery.”  There was one most frightful storm up there, from which none 
of them expected to emerge alive.  He lost an eye in the Arctic regions from the glare of the sun 
on the snow and icebergs.  Afterwards he was for many years at the Naval Hospital at Kings-
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ton, Jamaica, and brought from there the wood for his coffin, which after lying in the grave for 
61 years, appeared again when the grave was opened for my mother.  He was at first a strict 
temperance man, and the other officers used to ridicule him for his abstemious habits.  It were 
well for him had he continued so.

Sitting at the opposite of the fire from his father (Joseph Gilfillan), when in liquor, he 
often told him that the same horse would carry them both to the grave at once, which singularly 
enough turned out to be true [they both died on the same day, only hours apart, March 27, 
1838, and were buried in the same grave at Enagh Burying Ground north of Londonderry].  
“Old man,” he would say, “that old white horse will carry you along with me to the grave at 
the same time.”

The family name of the Gilfillan’s is Alexander.  Every Gilfillan family has an Alexander 
first of all.  Robert & Joseph are the family names of the McCutcheons.  After the American 
war, several families of Gilfillans settled in New Hampshire, Vermont, Ohio, Pennsylvania, and 
in other parts of the U.S. especially in Charleston, South Carolina.

James Gilfillan was, about 1884, Treasurer of the United States, and his signature was 
on every banknote in circulation.  Gilfillan is a rare and unusual name in the United States.  A 
John B. Gilfillan from Scotland, lives in Minneapolis, Minnesota, an ex-member of Congress.  
James Gilfillan was Supreme Judge in Minnesota.  I think a Gilfillan was one of the first finders 
of oil in the oil regions of Pennsylvania.  They have had rather more than their share of eminent 
men in the U.S., but none of national or world-wide reputation.

One was a soldier in the rebel army at Charleston, U.S.A. [John McCully Gilfillan 
and his brother Robert both served in the Civil War]  Two very old maiden ladies lived and 
died there, members of St. Michael’s Episcopal Church, the old original Church of Charleston.  
I have not been able to place them exactly.  Another, a Mrs. McMillan, a Derry Gilfillan, was 
living a few years ago, at Greeleyville, South Carolina, at the age of 78.  In Charleston, South 
Carolina, the following persons were buried:

6th May, 1842, Alexander Gilfillan,
 in St. Michael’s Churchyard.
23rd February, 1843, William Lindsey Gilfillan,
 in St. Michael’s Churchyard.
16th May, 1868, William J. Gilfillan,
 aged 36 years, 3 months.
28th May, 1869, Alexander Gilfillan,
 aged 28 years, in St. Michael’s Churchyard.

I append the following genealogy of the Riddle family.

_________ Riddle, lived at Lower Faughan Bridge, four miles from Derry. He married 
Miss Blair, of Limavady.
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Issue: David Riddle, born 1742, married 1766, died 29th August, 1826, aged 84 years. 
David Riddle married Margaret O’Logue, of Drumahoe, 1766. Issue:

William, Elizabeth (twins), born 24th April, 1767. William died 19th January, 1791.
Ann, born 15th April, 1769, died 12th January, 1830, married Joseph McCutcheon.
Jane, born 10th October, 1772, died aged 90, married William Cochrane. Issue: Marga-

ret, Martha, David, and Edward. David married in Tennessee. Issue: Eunice Hall, William in 
Tennessee, married.

It also appears that David Riddle and Margaret had issue: Martha Riddle, born 2nd 
February, 1774.

The following are issue of Joseph McCutcheon and Ann Riddle. They were married in 
1803. Had issue:

William McCutcheon, born 26th June, 1804, died 12th January, 1861, aged 56 years.
David McCutcheon, born 16th May, 1806, died 14th October, 1876, aged 70 years.
Elizabeth McCutcheon, born 19th April, 1808, died 21st February, 1897, aged 88 

years.
Margaret McCutcheon, born 22nd May, 1810.
Joseph McCutcheon, born 5th January, 1812, died 14th May, 1882, aged 70 years.

Marriages:
Alexander Gilfillan, R.N., married Elizabeth McCutcheon, 19th May, 1831. Had issue: 

Joseph Alexander, died, aged three years and six months (scalded to death). William, born 25th 
May, 1834. Eliza, born 25th July, 1837. Joseph Alexander, born 23rd October, 1838.

Adam Hogg and Eliza Gilfillan married 18th February, 1864. Had issue: Robert Lee, 
born 1st July, 1866. Alexander Gilfillan, born 1st October, 1867. Adam Spencer, born 9th March, 
1870. Eliza Gilfillan, born 18th June, 1872. William Gilfillan, born 9th February, 1874. Florence 
May, born 24th November, 1878. Percy.

Margaret, wife of David Riddle, died in January, 1829, aged 84 years.
William, son of Margaret and David Riddle, died 19th January, 1791, aged 21 years.
Joseph McCutcheon, died 30th October, 1848, aged 77 years. Ann McCutcheon, his 

wife, died 12th January, 1830, aged 60 years.

The following is the inscription on David Riddle’s tombstone in old Glendermott bury-
ing ground:

In memory of
David Riddle

Fincairn
who died 29th August 1826

aged 84 years.
Also his wife Margaret
who died January 1829

aged 84 years.
Erected by their nephew Edward Cochrane

Gorticross.
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Near by is a stone with the following inscription: Here lieth the body of William Riddle, 
who departed this life on the 19th day of January, 1791, aged 21 years.

Near by is a gravestone to the memory of Joseph McCutcheon; Ann, his wife; and Wil-
liam, their son, all in old Glendermott burying ground.

In Enagh burying ground [north of the city of Londonderry] is a stone with the fol-
lowing inscription:

Here lie
The remains

Alexander Gilfillan
Surgeon R.N.

who departed this life
at Gorty Cross

27th March 1838 aged 45 years.
He had been surgeon in H.M. Ship

Trent in Sir John Franklin’s
First Arctic Expedition.

Also the remains of his father
Joseph Gilfillan of Gorty Cross

who died on the same day
27th March 1838 aged 81 years.

Also his son Joseph
who died in January 1836

aged 3 years and 4 months.
Also of Eliza, wife of
Alexander Gilfillan

who died at Bowdon Cheshire
February 21st 1897 aged 88 years.

All of the branches of the family have been mostly farmer folk, middle class, neither 
poor nor very rich, but comfortably off.  No member ever committed any offence against the 
law.  I am aware that the above details are uninteresting, that there was nothing very startling or 
sensational about any of them, that these are “the short and simple annals of the poor.”  None 
of them attained to any great distinction.  “Along the cool sequestered vale of life, they kept 
the noiseless tenor of their way.”  They are now nearly all lying in two churchyards, Old Glen-
dermott and Enagh.  Peace be to their ashes!

While in life they nearly all attended the Second Presbyterian Church of Glendermott, 
were married there, and many of them christened there, and by the ministers of that Church 
they were laid to rest.

In the 1870’s or 1880’s, Rev. George Gilfillan, of Dundee (Scotland), was the guest of 
Mr. Adam Hogg, and lectured in Derry.  All who remembered Alexander Gilfillan were struck 
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by the very strong resemblance between him and George.  Another illustration of how the family 
likeness persists, in distant countries, and across oceans, even the manner of tying the necktie 
was the same.

The Carnegie’s must at some very remote time have been intimately associated with 
the Gilfillans, for their coat of arms, crest and motto, “Armis et animus,” are the same and I 
believe their tartan also.

Not only the McCutcheons, but, I believe, all the other ancestors, except the Gilfillans, 
were in the siege of Derry, for Miss Margaret Cochrane, my cousin, told me that when the Co-
chranes had to flee into Derry for refuge before the siege, they put all their silver plate, etc., in 
a bag and sunk it in a deep pool on their farm about a quarter of a mile in front of my mother’s 
house in a spot that I know very well, in the bosom of a hill fronting Gorticross House named 
Tinley.  After the siege was over and they returned to their homes they fished it out.  The Gilfil-
lans arrived in Ireland subsequent to the siege, I believe.

A characteristic of the Gilfillans is that they are irascible.  Joseph (Gilfillan)  was so, his 
son Alexander was so, his son William was so, and I feel that I am so myself, though I keep it 
under control, I hope.

It will be observed every ancestor mentioned above ... has a Scotch name.  There was a 
small proportion of English settlers among the arrivals from 1606 onwards, but not one of them 
intermarried in our line.  The difference of religion accounts for this.

In Ireland and Scotland, the Gilfillans and all branches of the family are Presbyterians, 
but in this country, so far as I have been able to observe, many Gilfillans join the Episcopal 
Church.  Witness the two old maiden ladies in Charleston, South Carolina, members of St. Mi-
chael’s Church, also the other Gilfillans buried in that churchyard, and Judge James Gilfillan, 
of St. Paul, and all his family were ardent churchpeople.  As an instance of the “unbalanced” 
Gilfillans, I find two men of that name in the list of the Roman Catholic clergy of the U.S.  

George Gilfillan is the great literary genius, and the large “George Gilfillan Memorial 
Hall” is built in Dundee (Scotland) to his memory.  

I am informed that the typical Gilfillans have red cheeks and dark or black hair, a survival 
of the Highlands, and that the little boy Joseph [this was his deceased younger brother who 
had the same name] who was scalded to death [at age three] was such a typical Gilfillan.  They 
are also large, sturdy men, nearly or quite six feet tall, gifted, but unbalanced, describes them.

It is just possible that their coming to Ireland about 1745, later than any of the others, 
may be accounted for by their having been “out” with “Bonnie Prince Charlie,” in 1715 or 1745, 
and that they thought well to put seas between them and the scene of their participating in what 
the Government would have punished as rebellion.  Theirs having been originally a Highland 
clan & not Lowland Saxon (Scotch), adds color to this.
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JOSEPH ALEX. GILFILLAN
1328 Twelfth Street, N.W.

Washington, D.C.
6th November, 1907
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