My Trip of a Lifetime – The Sinclair Adventure

by Amy Tulk
As some of my friends already know, I am hooked on genealogy. I have been working on
my family tree since the 1980’s, and my mother and I have taken several trips to New England
to do research with our ‘boots on the ground’. This year I finally crossed the pond and went
chasing ancestors in Scotland and England, with the help of my son Michael. Mom, who is 91,
stayed at home and cheered us on. Jim kept the home fires burning, the animals fed and the
yards tidy.
Everyone asks how Michael and I liked Scotland, and we can both
emphatically say that we loved it, and cannot wait to go back. Michael
and I spent 5 ½ weeks traveling, mainly through Scotland, with about
a week in England. We visited the places our ancestors lived, died,
and were buried, we did research in museums, and historical societies.
Our first stop was Rosslyn Chapel and the grounds around Rosslyn
Castle, home of the progenitor of the Sinclair Clan. During our trip we
visited battlefields, like Bannockburn, Culloden, Summerdale (where
an ancestor was killed in a clan war on Orkney in 1529), and we also
visited Worcester, in England, where our Sinclair immigrant ancestor
Rosslyn Chapel
was captured by the English in 1651. He was taken as a prisoner of
war, sent to Boston and sold as an indentured servant. This whole ‘Sinclair Adventure’ was
spurred into action by my mother, who had given me a pair of shoes that had been handed
down from mother to daughter since the 1770’s. They belonged to Rachel Sinclair, my sixth
great grandmother, and the great granddaughter of our Sinclair immigrant, a Scottish Royalist
who had fought for his King, Charles II, against Oliver Cromwell in Worcester, the battle which
turned out to be the last in their civil war.
Driving a rented Nissan that was similar to a Rogue, on the right side of the car, with a
stick shift on the left, on the left side of the road was something of a challenge in and around
Edinburgh, but things got much easier once we headed out for the Highlands.
We traveled through Scotland making a
rough figure eight, beginning in Edinburgh,
then around to Ravenscraig Castle (a Sinclair
ancestral home) in St Andrew spending time
along the way at other notable places such
as Stirling, Linlithgow and Culross. We also
visited Midhope Castle which is the location of
Lallybroch, Jamie Fraser’s home in Outlander,
and a few other Outlander locations. (And yes,
Mary Reid, we did get to see the Scottish Deer
Park, thank you for the tip!) We received an
Ravenscraig
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education in single malt Scotch whiskey from
the gentlemen in the small local pub in East
Wemyss. We spent time in Falkland, Abroath,
Perth, Dunfermline, Scone, Loch Ness, Inverness,
and Dornoch, before we arrived in Wick, the
town closest to another Sinclair ancestral home,
Castle Girnigoe. An ancestor was held captive
at this castle by his father, and was murdered
by his cousins, after he had refused his father’s
order to kill the inhabitants and burn the town
Loch ness a
of Dornoch in a clan war in 1570. He and his Castle Sinclair Girnigoe
father are both buried in the Sinclair Aisle, which was built to the side of the ancient kirk St
Fergus in Wick, and still stands, even though the ancient kirk has been replaced.
Further north, at John O Groats, we found a young Scot playing
bagpipes, sampled local beer, and searched for
puffins, finding four, maybe five, but certainly at
least three, in 2 days. This doesn’t sound like much,
I know, but since I have never seen any in the wild,
it was a treat! We met a large group of gentlemen
who had traveled to John
O Groats in their Morgans
for a car show the next
day. Of course I told them
A Scot
about my Rileys and the
Locals and Whiskey
MG TD, but they were
Morgans
more interested in hearing about Jim’s Corvettes.
A few days later we were on the ferry out of Scrabster crossing the Pentland Firth to Orkney to
have a look around the islands, visit cultural heritage sites, and sample more local beer. The
standing Stones of Stenness and the Ring of Brodgar were especially
intriguing. I touched one of the stones just to see, but I heard no buzzing.
Once back on the mainland we traveled west and south through the
fjords, arriving in the Isle of Skye just in time for the storm Hector, so we
waited it out in Oban. Surprisingly, we saw an Austin Healey and also
an MG TD out in that storm. Since we had spent about 4 weeks by this
time we thought we should probably start for England. My father’s father
came from Lowestoft, a fishing town on the east coast, so we headed
there. We drove east across Scotland and south through the Borders Area
and on into England. On the way there my phone died, but we still had
MG TD in the Storm
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Michael’s for navigation and lodging. Then my good camera
broke - it was a streak of bad breaks. (Thankfully, though, the
rental car was returned undamaged!)
After scouting what was left of Beach Village in Lowestoft,
and spending time in more libraries and historical societies,
we visited some churches where ancestors were married, and
cemeteries where they were buried. Next stop was Salisbury
where we were well situated to visit Stonehenge. We took the
at Stonehenge
train in to London on the first day, where we rode the double decker bus, traveled around in
the underground, and later met for drinks with Michael’s Dad and Step-mom.
On the second day we heard that Prince Charles and his wife would be visiting Salisbury,
so we walked down to the square to see what we could see. There my good fortune returned,
and as luck would have it, we were standing in the perfect spot to see the
Prince as he came by. He was shaking people’s hands, so I stuck mine
out, and he shook it and started asking me questions
once he realized I wasn’t local! I was flabbergasted.
Michael got a photo from behind, and the girl next
to me took a photo from the side. That afternoon we
finally got over to Stonehenge, just in time to be there
for the summer solstice celebration. The balance of
the day we spent at Bird World, where we fell in
love with Flick, a Greater Necked Laughing Thrush.
It was a magical day.
With Prince Charles
We spent some time in Worcester on our way back to Scotland, and
With Prince Charles
unfortunately did not have time to go to Liverpool. Michael had only
a few more days left, so we took a leisurely drive through the Yorkshire Dales, looking for
the places described by James Herriot in his books that I love. Returning to Scotland, we
wrapped up the ancestor tour with a trip to Paisley Abbey where we were well treated by
the docents and a historian that were there. Lastly, we circled back
to see some of the abbeys in the Borders Area. All told, we put over
4000 miles on that rental car! When
Michael headed for home I still had
10 more days in Scotland, which I
spent with six girlfriends – 7 days of
which we traveled on a narrowboat
on the Union Canal. Then it was time
to return to reality.
Edinburgh Castle

Canal Life
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Feeding the Kelpies

Austin Healey

Touching a stone cropped

Hungarian Sheep Pig

Heilan Coo

Sign Post

Ring of Brodgar
Orkney

Waiting for Jamie

I hope you have enjoyed the story of my Sinclair adventure. Thanks go to Michael, I could not
have done it without him, my Mom for insisting that I take Michael, and Jim and Charlotte for
taking care of things at home. Looking forward to my next adventure –
Amy Tulk
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