May 2012 Trip to the Netherlands and Northern Ireland
We arrived in Frankfurt on May 8th and drove to Groningen in Northern Holland the same day. After having
traveled for almost two days, we crashed in the hotel for the night.
The next day we plowed through our old haunts. Our old house in Glimmen still looks pretty good. Nothing in
the area has changed very much in the 18 years since we lived there.
We were invited to have dinner with our friends, John and Mirjam Ebbink. Their house in Groningen sits right
on the main canal from Germany to Antwerp, Belgium. The house is a remodeled commercial building that is
two stories high with the second story being even with the water in the canal. It’s a little strange to be eating
dinner and watching the boats go by at the same level you are.
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View of the canal from the Ebbink’s dining room.
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Leaving Groningen the next morning, we drove to Southern Holland to meet with Cornelius (Cor for short) and
Corrie Groenewout who live in Teteringen near Breda. At 85, Cor is one of the busiest people we know,
volunteering his time and talent for many community projects. Queen Beatrix bestowed this medal on him in
honor of his lifetime of service. The Groenewout’s live in a beautiful penthouse overlooking a golf course. We
had lunch together in the Clubhouse.

Cor’s medal.

Fom left to right:

Cor, the restaurant manager, and Corrie

While in southern Holland, we stayed in the lovely, little village of Oisterwijk at a hotel called “Der Leijhof.” It
had a classic exterior with a very modern interior and an outstanding restaurant.

Front courtyard of “Der Leijhof.”

In Oisterwijk, we had lunch with our friends, Albert van der Wijk and his partner Elles. Unfortunately, Albert’s
cat jumped on his lap just as I took the shot and I didn’t realize it until after we had left. Hopefully, they will be
coming to visit us in Seattle next year.
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It was then back to Frankfurt where we flew to Dublin on May 13th. Upon arrival in Dublin, we went
immediately to the Europcar desk to collect our rental car. They informed us that they had no cars with
automatic transmissions available, but they did offer to find out if another rental company might have one. Avis
offered us a full-sized Mercedes at the smaller car price. Had I thought about the narrow Irish roads and the fact
that we would be driving on the “wrong” side of the road, I would have asked for something smaller. Luggage
loaded, we took off for Parkgate.

Almost there.

Wynfield House B&B

We arrived at Wynfield House B&B mid-afternoon and were greeted by our hosts, Chris and Robin Ardill.
They helped us to settle right in and made us feel completely at home for the next eight nights. Each morning
we were treated to a full Irish breakfast consisting of various combinations of fresh fruit, eggs, bacon, sausage,
soda bread, potato bread, sautéed mushrooms, and baked beans along with juice and coffee all elegantly served
in a parlor at the front of the house.

Breakfast Room

Chris Ardill

Later that evening, John and Martha Hall invited us to their house for an evening of getting to know each other
and discussing our agenda for the next day.
In the morning, Donald Alexander took us to the Donegore Landscape Center which has a very nice coffee shop
along with all sorts of garden stuff as one might expect. There, we met our newly-found cousins and other
friends who were interested in meeting us.
All of the cousins are descended from the same great-great-grandfather, William John Beattie of Ballysavage,
County Antrim. Their relationships are as follows. Mary Beattie McIlmoyle and Ian Beattie are sister and
brother. David Beattie is first cousin of theirs and a third cousin of mine. Robert Beattie, son of David is a third
cousin once removed. Donald Alexander and Hilary McCreary are distant cousins by marriage. In Derry,
David Ian Beattie (prefers to be called Ian) and his brother, Michael Beattie, are third cousins once removed.
Ian’s children, Graeme, Matthew and Philip, are third cousins twice removed.

From left to right: Donald Alexander, Martha Hall, Grace McCullagh, Marcy Beattie, and Mary Beattie McIlmoyle.

From left to right: Ian Beattie, John Hall, John McCullagh, Billy Gawn, and Donald Alexander.

After coffee, Billy Gawn, a local historian, took us on a tour of the local countryside around Donegore Hill that
included seeing each of the old Beattie farms and houses.

William Beattie’s property as it looks today.

William’s house as it used to be.

The house on the far left in the photo is where great-great-grandfather William’s house used to be. His old
house was torn down about ten years ago and a new house was built in its place. David Ian Beattie sent me the
picture on the right taken in the 1980’s of William’s house before it was torn down.
Marcy and I went to Ballymoney the next day to meet Keith Beattie (no relation determined as yet) at the
Ballymoney Museum. It was cold and rainy, but we drove north along the shore and were able to get some
great shots of the water.

The following day, Ian Beattie invited us to his house in Templepatrick for coffee and scones made by Ian’s
wife, Winnie. His sister, Mary McIlmoyle, was also there.

Winnie (left) and Mary

Ian

After spending time at Ian’s house, we went to visit his brother, David and wife, Elizabeth, in Ballyrobert. At
85, David is the oldest of the surviving brothers. He brought out quite a store of documents, photos, and letters
gathered over the years. David has lived in the same farmhouse for almost all of his life.

From the left, Elizabeth Beattie, David Beattie, George Beattie, David’s son, Robert, and Ian Beattie.

On Wednesday evening, Donald Alexander invited us to have dinner at his house which is about three hundred
years old. The doorways were made for people who were a lot shorter than we are, so Donald has posted signs
that say, “Mind Your Head”. We had a wonderful dinner with Donald, Heather Martin, and Alf and Hilary
McCreary. Both gentlemen are authors. Donald recently published the history of First Donegore Presbyterian
Church, The Parkgate Presbyterians. Alf wrote the book, Titanic Port, a history of the Port of Belfast.

Heather Martin “minding her head”.

Heather and Donald

The following day we drove to Ballinamallard, County Fermanagh, to try and find the cemetery where the
parents of Thomas Gillespie are buried. Thomas Gillespie was my other paternal great-grandfather. After
several false starts, we finally found what I believe to be that cemetery. The graveyard has not been maintained

for many years and most of the headstones are broken and tumbled down. Those stones that are still intact are
made of sandstone and the inscriptions are illegible. I did find one grave from 1820 so I am pretty sure we were
in the right spot. The most recent grave I could find was from 1930. Even though we didn’t find the Gillespie’s
graves, we had a nice day driving through the countryside plus we had a great lunch at a fish-and-chips shop in
Fivemiletown.

On Friday, we took a cold, rainy tour of Belfast guided by Mary McIlmoyle. We could have gotten on and off
the sightseeing bus but we didn’t take advantage of this because of the weather. We ended up at City Hall
where we had lunch in a delightful little café tucked away in one corner of the building. Afterwards, Mary
invited us to her house for coffee and showed us her handmade quilts.

One of Mary’s quilts.

Inside Belfast City Hall.

Saturday dawned bright and clear but cold. John and Martha Hall took us to the Belfast Folk Museum, a recreation of an old village with buildings from the late 19th to early 20th centuries. The buildings have been
moved from various locations all over North Ireland and painstakingly reconstructed. Actors and actresses play
various roles in the stores and other businesses. A short skit was presented about a coal seller. One of his
clients, the builder of the Titanic, was trying to make sure the ship had enough coal for its maiden voyage
despite a coal shortage. It was clever and very well-presented.

The spirits shop.

Coal seller.

Sunday was the busiest day of our trip. Donald Alexander took us to church at First Donegore Presbyterian
Church. The church was founded in 1627 and moved into its present location in the early 1700’s. We were
warmly welcomed by the Reverend Stephen Simpson. It was quite meaningful to attend services in a church
where my grandfather, great-grandfather, and great-great-grandfather all had worshipped. The church is small
but is well-equipped with the latest technologies. Rev. Simpson invited the children to come up to the front and
sit on the floor where he told them the story of Jonah and the whale using Power Point illustrations. The service
was also being video recorded. After church, we were invited to the church hall for coffee. This gave us a
chance to meet and talk with other church members. In the picture on the left, taken during Rev Simpson’s
homily, John Hall, Grace McCullagh and Martha may be seen seated in the choir. The photo on the right is of
the stained glass window in the choir loft which was donated by John and Martha Hall.

Rev. Simpson in the pulpit with the choir on the right.

Hall family’s window.

After attending church, Martha and John had a delicious home-cooked lunch waiting for us and the
McCullagh’s.

The Hall’s house with John, Marcy, and Martha in the doorway.

After lunch, John took us on a tour of the area around Larne where his family originally came from. John was
born in Parkgate in a house that is right on the main street. There is a park with a beautiful waterfall that is just
behind the house where one of his ancestors had lived and worked. It was a very nice day, so we continued out
to the coast and finished the Coast Highway tour we had started earlier. The scenery is spectacular.

Waterfall

While we were gone, Martha was busy preparing dinner, a traditional Sunday roast beef compete with
Yorkshire pudding. Besides me and Marcy, the Hall’s had invited John and Grace McCullagh, Donald
Alexander and Heather Martin, and, a surprise guest, Father Eugene O’Hagan. Father Eugene is the parish
priest of the Church of the Sacred Heart which is almost directly across the street from John’s house. He is also
a member of the world renown singing group, “The Priests”. The Priests had been touring the US as we were
leaving for Ireland. They were in Seattle and, if the timing had been different, we most certainly we have gone
to their concert.

John Hall is chatting with Father Eugene and Marcy.
John’s two grandsons are to the right.

Standing from left to right: John, Father Eugene, and George.
Seated from left to right: Donald, Grace, Heather, Martha, and Marcy.

On Monday, we checked out of Wynfield House and it was off to Derry to visit Ian Beattie and his family.
When we arrived, Ian, his wife, Jennifer, and Jennifer’s’ mother, Edith Brown, came to our hotel, the White
Horse Inn in Eglinton to greet us. After lunch, we took a drive around Eglinton and went to Ian’s house for
coffee. Ian brought out all of his family photos and documents for me to copy. Later that afternoon, Ian’s son
Phillip came home from college. At dinner that evening, we were joined by Ian’s mother, Elizabeth Beattie and
his brother, Michael.

From left to right: George,, Marcy, Edith Brown, and Ian Beattie.

From left to right: Phillip Beattie, Edith Brown, Jennifer Beattie,
Elizabeth Beattie, George, and Michael Beattie.

The next day, Ian took us on an extensive tour of Derry starting with the Barracks and ending up at the Radisson
Hotel Resort for dinner. During the day, we took a bus tour that went to all of the significant attractions in the

city. One of the sites we visited was the location of the 1972 “Bloody Sunday” shooting by British troops. We
ended up at a coffee shop located adjacent to the Derry wall.
After some refreshments, we walked along the top of the wall towards the bottom of the hill. The top of the
wall features several old cannons of the types used during the Siege of Derry, the longest siege in British
history. Ian drove us to the top of a hill where we could clearly see the divisions between Catholic and
Protestant sections of Derry. The Peace Bridge was built and dedicated last year in the hope that the two
factions can find a common ground of lasting agreement.

Peace Bridge.

A gate in the Derry Wall.

We visited Ashbrook House, a manor house belonging to the Ash family, which has just recently been opened
for tours. The lady of the manor was our hostess and tour guide. The house is very elegant although it is in
need of major repair. The day before we got there, a ceiling in a hallway had collapsed. We were shown
through the main formal rooms of the house and were even shown a royal decree that established the right of the
family to pass the Ash name down through female children in order to keep the Ash surname alive.

Ashbrook House

Edith Brown, Marcy, Ian Beattie, and our hostess in the dining room.

After our visit to Ashbrook House, we went to the Beech Hill Hotel for afternoon tea. It was beautifully done
and quite elaborate. In addition to tea and coffee, they served a variety of dishes including scones, pastries, and
hot savories. When President Clinton and Hillary traveled to Derry in the 1990’s to assist in the peace process,
they stayed at Beech Hill.

Beech Hill Hotel

Jennifer Beattie, Edith Brown, and Marcy

After tea, we drove out to the Roe County Park, a lovely park which has been built around a former corn mill.

Roe County Park

Roe County Park

In the evening, we went to the Radisson Resort Hotel for dinner. There we met Joy and Stanley White. Joy is
Edith Brown’s younger sister. Ian and Jennifer had arranged to have a cake made that commemorated the time
span since my great-grandfather, David Beattie, left Ireland in 1847, and we returned in 2012.

Joy White, Edith, Stanley White, Ian, Phillip, Jennifer, and Marcy.

Commemorative cake.

The next day, it was back to Dublin Airport to catch our flight to Frankfurt and return to Seattle.

Dublin Airport.

Marcy and I wish to thank each and every one of you for making us welcome and for all of the nice things you
did for us. This trip will always be one of the most memorable we have ever taken. We hope to be able to visit
again sometime but with advancing age and health problems, that will have to be decided later.
Best regards,
Marcy and George

