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Benjamin Lee Guinness, seated right, with his wife Elizabeth and their children: Arthur and Annie are standing, Lee is seated left, and Edward Cecil sits at his father’s feet.
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Description

The family tree of the Guinness family, beginning with Richard Guinness of Celbridge, circa 1690 to 1766, and his first wife Elizabeth Read at the top, showing their son Arthur Guinness, 1725 to 1803, who married Olivia Whitmore. Their children include Arthur Guinness the Second, 1768 to 1855, who married Anne Lee and later Maria Barker, and his children include Sir Benjamin Lee Guinness, 1798 to 1868, who married his cousin Elizabeth. The tree continues through multiple generations, listing names, marriages, and descendants such as Sir Edward Cecil Guinness, 1847 to 1927, Sir Rupert Edward Cecil Lee Guinness, 1874 to 1967, Sir Arthur Francis Benjamin Guinness, 1937 to 1992, and Arthur Edward Rory Guinness, born 1969.
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Note on Names





In order to keep things simple, and in an effort not to interrupt the narrative too much, I have generally used my family’s Christian names throughout. As if the complications of changing titles weren’t enough, generations of my family have featured a disproportionate number of Arthurs, Benjamins and Edwards. I have adopted the following simplified usage for the purposes of this book:


Arthur Guinness (1725–1803), usually Arthur and sometimes for clarity Arthur I.


Arthur Guinness (1768–1855), usually Arthur and sometimes for clarity Arthur II.


Benjamin Lee Guinness (1798–1868), later Sir Benjamin Lee Guinness, first Baronet, usually Benjamin Lee.


Arthur Edward Guinness (1840–1915), later Sir Arthur Guinness, second Baronet, later Baron Ardilaun, usually Arthur, sometimes, as in correspondence, Lord Ardilaun.


Edward Cecil Guinness (1847–1927), later Sir Edward Guinness, later Baron Iveagh of Iveagh, later Viscount Iveagh, later the Earl of Iveagh, usually Ned, sometimes Edward or Edward Cecil, or, as in correspondence, Lord Iveagh.


[image: Arthur Edward Guinness is seated in an armchair indoors, holding a book in one hand and resting his head on the other, with a table, lamp, cup, and decorations around him.]

Portrait of the author as a young man at Farmleigh, reading Martelli’s Man of His Time.

















Prologue





I was born and raised in Farmleigh House, my great-great-grandparents’ country house outside Dublin, which today serves as the Official Irish State Guesthouse. As a child, I lived with the stories and the fabric of life gathered from an age past alongside those of the present.


As a family we adapted this beautiful and comfortable home to our own pattern of use. We enjoyed fireside conversations in the Boudoir, and opening presents at Christmas in the Blue Drawing Room. The waft of my father’s cigar down the corridor, the delights of playing in the farmyard, tasting apples in the orchard, or relishing fruits and vegetables grown in the Walled Garden.


Farmleigh was my life and that of my siblings, built in another age and tailored to the present. The character of my great-great-grandparents, Edward and Adelaide, the 1st Earl and Countess of Iveagh, was etched into this glorious homestead. I was always fascinated to understand the reasons: why were we there? Why did we live as we did, surrounded by a disparate array of wonderful persons who made Farmleigh work so well? The quiet pride of those who served my family on a shared mission, and with one consistent value – kindness. Each corner of Farmleigh held stories. Some were secret, like folklore; some real; whilst others were imagined or exaggerated or made up.


I reached an age when I was introduced to the family historical bible, George Martelli’s book Man of His Time, about my great-great-grandfather Edward, which had been privately published in 1957. I cherished it, reading of the lives and characters of those forebears it highlighted, and it helped me to understand what happened, and why I lived as I did. Rupert Guinness, my great-grandfather, writes in its prologue:




I commissioned this book because I thought that my father’s descendants should have a record of his life, what he did and the times he lived in so that those who inherit the fortune he built may understand its foundations.





Today we are an ever more numerous family, as the branches have extended and the generations have grown onwards. I do not know as many of my cousins Guinness as I might, a position likely to extend as time passes, and it is time the Guinness story is told to a wider audience from within.


We Guinnesses have sometimes occupied a rather ambiguous position, not central to the establishment, but on the fringes. At times this lent itself to loneliness and misunderstanding. But we have always supported inclusivity and believed in dignity, fairness and rights for all people equally. We are all stakeholders in one society. We have always tried to plough our own furrow, with perception and tenacity. We have done things in our own distinctive way.


This book attempts to tell the true story and real lives of the first four Guinness generations for whom beer was the central focus. Good lives lived, not unblemished by incidents and accidents, but nonetheless characterised by the Goodness in Guinness, which luckily for us persisted, despite many challenges. It starts with the origins of the first Arthur Guinness, who founded the brewery in Dublin in 1759, and finishes with the death of my great-great-grandfather in 1927. It does not bring the story all the way up to the present, which would be another story again. Rather, it honours the toils of my forebears in epic and convulsive times for Ireland and Britain, and the many others who have laboured since to ensure that the foundations built by past generations endure. Legacy is about what we do with it, how we nurture the best of it and discard those parts that have become moribund.


I hope all enjoy reading this book as much as I have enjoyed and felt gratified by its creation, and that it helps to explain how things became what they are today.


Arthur Edward Guinness


Elveden, Suffolk, June 2025


[image: A round metal plaque inscribed with Here Arthur Guinness and Richard Guinness leased a brewery in 1756, Leixlip Heritage Circle.]

Plaque marking the site of Arthur Guinness’s first brewery in Leixlip.

















One Arthur’s Way






If you climb up from the townland of Ardclough, near Straffan in county Kildare, you reach the hilltop spot of Oughterard. The road here used to be the main highway from Dublin to Limerick, and on to Cork. The turnpike built in the early eighteenth century drew that traffic away for good. Now it is all tranquillity, but Oughterard is still remarkable for its round tower, and the walled churchyard around the ruins of a medieval church, which has its own adjoining tower. It bulges, but is supported by concrete buttresses. From the top of the church tower you get a panoramic view of the rich Kildare countryside.


In May 2025, when I last visited, turning this book over in my mind, the view was every kind of green. It had rained so much that spring that the barley was late, later at least than it was at home in Suffolk. But Oughterard has the character of home for me, too. My roots are in this small churchyard with this enormous view. Here, among the graves of the other local people, my great-great-great-great-great-grandfather Arthur Guinness is buried, along with his parents, his wife Elizabeth and 11 of their young children.


As with so many family stories, it is challenging to decide precisely where to begin the Guinness story. You could explore numerous branches of numerous family trees, tracing connection and significance from every fork. This fork in this story has its own trail now. Arthur’s Way is a 16-kilometre waymarked walking and cycling route through north-east Kildare, from Leixlip to Celbridge, with a gorgeous stretch along the towpath of the Grand Canal which brings you to Ardclough before that final leg up the hill to Oughterard. For a man whose memory is so entwined with the history of Dublin to be buried here at Oughterard, about 15 miles away, suggests a deep attachment to a homeplace, entirely separate from his life in the capital. 


I wonder whether Arthur perhaps felt some uncertainty about staying in Dublin, about whether the brewery he founded there would last; even, after all those infant deaths, whether his family would survive city life. He does seem to have thought of Oughterard as home, and intended to return there one day. And, as it seems that Arthur’s connection with beer may have originated not with the Guinnesses but with his mother’s family, the Reads of Oughterard, it seems fitting to pick this tiny ‘high place’ (as Uachtar Ard translates), to be the geographical and chronological starting point for this story of family succession. 


Arthur Guinness’s maternal grandparents were a farming couple, and in 1690 his grandfather William Read obtained a licence to sell ale. My cousin, Patrick Guinness, in his meticulously researched Arthur’s Round, describes this licence as the first written proof of any link to beer in the family. William was on to a good thing. A hundred years earlier, the sixteenth-century Irish diet had revolved around beer and bread, both satisfying, and full of essential calories and nutrition. Not only that, but beer was often safer to drink than water.


The quantities of beer drunk during the working day seem astonishing four hundred years later. Food historian Susan Flavin, after immersing herself in household accounts, soldiers’ ration books and other provisioning sources, found that the household staff of Dublin Castle managed to put away 264,000 pints of beer in 1590, which averaged eight pints a day per head. Quarrying stone in Clontarf for Christ Church Cathedral in 1565, the hot and dusty stonemasons were allowed 14 pints of ale a day to quench their thirst. It kept their strength up, too, with between five and seven thousand calories in those 14 pints. Nor was it some weak and watery beer, because its strength was between 7 and 10 per cent. It seems barely credible that the masons managed to complete a full day’s labour on this kind of intake.


The year 1690, when William Read got his licence, is indelibly marked on the Irish psyche as the year of the Battle of the Boyne, when another William, the Protestant King William III, the Dutch Prince of Orange, defeated his father-in-law, the exiled Catholic King James II, who immediately fled to France. This momentous battle happened about 45 miles from Oughterard, in the neighbouring county Meath. A year later the Williamite war ended when the Jacobites surrendered, and many left for France and Spain in what became known as the Flight of the Wild Geese.


Those who stayed at home were promised religious freedom and security in their property, but of course nothing of the kind transpired, and instead there began many years of harsh restrictions on Catholics, and on Presbyterians. The unlacing of these restrictions and the fight for religious equality was something which was to occupy the minds of the Guinness family into the nineteenth century. In 1690, though, what occupied William Read was how to make money from beer. It may have seemed like a convenient second income stream, and one which was compatible with farming.


Most of those licensed to sell beer also made it themselves, and Read could have grown his own barley, or arranged with a neighbour to supply it, knowing, or perhaps hoping, that he would find a ready market, even, as Arthur’s Round suggests, selling to soldiers traipsing from one camp to the next, with Williamite and Jacobite coins equal in value. William Read had had a licence for eight years by the time his daughter Elizabeth was born, and she must have grown up with an understanding of both farming and of brewing, and of the commercial transactions which produced income from these activities. She brought this knowledge, and perhaps even the skill of brewing, to her marriage with a capable young land agent, Richard Guinness.


After a Dublin childhood, by 1722 Richard found himself in Celbridge in Kildare, barely five miles from Oughterard and the home of the Reads. He had a good job working as agent for the ambitious and prosperous Church of Ireland clergyman Dr Arthur Price. Dr Price was at that time Dean of Kildare (and was later to become Archbishop of Cashel) and busy completing a large and lovely house called Oakley Park in Celbridge. Proximity, at least, and presumably an introduction, brought Richard Guinness and Elizabeth Read together. They married, and in 1725, when Elizabeth Guinness was 27 years old, their first child was born. This event gives an insight into the strength of the relationship which must have existed between Dr Price and Richard Guinness, because the baby boy was named Arthur after his father’s employer, who also stood as godfather.


Dr Price’s Oakley Park was not the only fine new house locally. Just before the century turned, Bartholomew Van Homrigh, a Dutch Williamite merchant and Lord Mayor of Dublin, had built the house which would be called Celbridge Abbey, famous as the home of his daughter Esther. Esther, or ‘Vanessa’, had a love affair with the much older Jonathan Swift for many years, and it has been suggested that Arthur Price was himself an unsuccessful local suitor of Vanessa’s.


In 1722, the year before Vanessa died, construction began on the winged Palladian mansion Castletown House, just beyond the town, built for William Conolly. Conolly was a Protestant lawyer from Donegal, the son of an innkeeper, and he profited hugely, and somewhat problematically, by buying up parcels of land forfeited by Catholics after the Williamite war; he was also elected to the Irish Parliament, and appointed Speaker of the House of Commons. His wife Katherine, born Conyngham, was not only socially more elevated than her husband, but also brought a couple of thousand pounds to the marriage, enabling him to begin to amass the enormous property portfolio which meant that, by the time he died, he was, certainly by reputation if not in fact, the richest man in Ireland.


Arthur Price was William Conolly’s chaplain as well as his tenant in Celbridge, and Richard and Elizabeth Guinness were beneficiaries of this connection. Conolly told James Carbery to vacate a two-storey house in the main street for Price’s use. This house was to form part of Richard Guinness’s emolument, in that he and his small family were allowed to set up home there. And there they stayed, with Richard managing Price’s property, even after Price himself had been appointed Bishop of Meath and moved to Ardbraccan in Navan.


This old malthouse in Celbridge was where Arthur Guinness grew up, near his father’s employer’s house, in the heart of the town, with commerce in his immediate vicinity, but surrounded by a mix of farmland and wooded countryside, and within striking distance of Dublin. There in Celbridge, the Conollys’ superb Castletown was visible proof that social mobility was possible, and the Conollys’ example showed that amassing great wealth, position and power did not have to mean abandoning friends of lesser status or turning your back on social justice. Katherine Conolly died in 1752 in her 90th year, having been ‘drooping for some years’, and Mary Delany, the late-in-life botanical artist whose vivid correspondence brings so much of eighteenth-century Ireland to life, wrote at the time that Mrs Conolly’s table ‘was open to all her friends of all ranks and her purse to the poor’. A century later an echo of this phrasing sounded in a letter from Arthur’s son, also Arthur, to his own son Benjamin Lee, in response to news of the destitution across Ireland caused by the Famine. Anxious to find a way to help ease the suffering at home, Arthur Guinness II wrote: ‘You know my dear Ben that my purse is open to the call.’


Fields of barley, grown for feed and malting, coloured the landscape around Celbridge golden brown and green, and would have been one of the most familiar views of Arthur’s childhood. As he grew up and began to take more notice of his father’s working life, Arthur would have witnessed his conduct of ongoing relationships with farmers in his role as land agent, and absorbed an understanding of agriculture, and particularly of the level of mental and physical labour demanded by a commitment to work the land fruitfully and turn a profit. The many breweries operating in Dublin alone represented an important market for farmers, not just for those in Celbridge and the rest of the rich farmland areas of Kildare, but also further afield. In later life Arthur’s grasp of the economics and practicalities of farming life would serve him as he managed his supply chain, never forgetting that the quality of his brewing depended on the quality of his ingredients, whether drawn from storage or direct from the fields.


Arthur’s first forays into brewing cannot be precisely pinpointed, tempting as it is to believe many of the stories. Did he learn brewing from his mother or maternal grandfather? Did Dr Price really brew ‘black beer’ at home and serve it at Ardbraccan dinners, as the Provost of Trinity College Dublin told it? Did Arthur make beer while working as a young man as a footman at Bishopscourt House, or while in Dr Price’s employ? We know that Dr Price’s death in 1752 led to Arthur being able to set up shop for the first time. Price’s will contained the following bequests:




To servant, Richard Guinness, £100


To servant, Arthur Guinness, his son, £100.





Arthur’s mother had died ten years earlier, at the age of 44, when the youngest of her six children was only 11, and Arthur, her eldest, was 17. Arthur, as the language of Price’s will makes clear, had embarked on a career at his father’s side, learning on the job, working for Price, getting to grips with land transactions, property law and a portfolio of leases, all while developing relationships with Catholic and Protestant tenants. By 27 he was skilled and experienced. He was also trusted and valued by his employer, as evidenced by the fact that father and son were each left the same sum, despite the fact that Richard Guinness had by then been working for Price for at least 30 years.


In the mid-eighteenth century, under usual circumstances at 27 a man was getting on a little. A boy might well have been apprenticed to learn a trade at 12 or 13, and while in the more elevated classes boys did not go to work until they had completed formal education, this happened relatively young. The life of a teenaged apprentice is perhaps uniquely recorded in the journal of John Tennent, apprenticed in 1786 for four years from the age of 14 to a Coleraine grocer. In passing, John’s diary suggests that a man over 30 was far too old to be an attractive proposition to a woman: he noted with some disgust that his master was ‘above thirty years of age yet he thinks that no woman would refuse to marry him’.


Dr Price had entered Trinity College Dublin at the age of 17, and had completed his degree by 21. At 26 he had already completed a readership and a curacy and had secured his first position as vicar. Arthur Guinness’s inheritance came many years after Dr Price entered working life and some years before John Tennent did so, but these two examples nonetheless suggest that, in an age where childhood was abbreviated, the 27-year-old Arthur Guinness was at a relatively mature stage in his life by the time the crucial £100 came his way. The bequest enabled him to start planning a change in career.


Dr Price’s death triggered a number of changes for the Guinness family. The time had now come for Richard to invest some of his savings in a family home, and he took over the sublease of a two-storey house in the main street of Celbridge. Richard had been a widower for ten years, and although now 62, an age so far past 30 that it would have seemed impossible to the youthful apprentice John Tennent, he married again. His new wife, and stepmother to his grown-up children, was Elizabeth Clare, the widowed landlady of the White Hart Inn, further along the main street. Arthur, out of employment now that Price was gone, began to work with his stepmother at the White Hart, and his career pivoted towards brewing.


Arthur was 31 when in 1755 he made his big move, deciding to combine his skill, ambition and £100 seed capital, and take the step of leasing a brewery. He had probably been saving and planning for some time, and it seems likely that his father helped him out with the initial investment. The brewery he chose was in Leixlip, only a few miles from Celbridge. Leixlip, like Celbridge, was close enough to Dublin that the city was accessible, not even ten miles away, yet also so prettily and rurally situated that Dubliners used it as a holiday destination. A London monthly, The Universal Magazine of Knowledge and Pleasure, ran a piece on it in October 1751, which found ‘delicious country’ around a ‘charming retreat’, approached by road with the river flowing 60 feet below.


Here, the magazine observed, ‘numbers of polite people retire, during the summer, from the noise and hurry of the city’. It described the Salmon Leap Falls, which was a chief attraction, spanning the width of the river and tumbling 30 feet over rocks, with netted baskets fastened here and there to catch the leaping salmon. The waterfalls, the origin of the Norse name Leixlip (Salmon’s Leap, Léim an Bhradáin), are unfortunately no longer visible, having been submerged when the river was dammed in 1947 by the Electricity Supply Board. James Pinny, who had recently moved from the Lyon Tavern in Capel Street in Dublin, set up afresh in Leixlip at the King’s Arms. He advertised in Pue’s Occurrences in 1757 not just ‘the best accommodation’ for ‘Ladies and Gentlemen travelling’, but also ‘a large Ball Room, large enough for Twenty Couple to dance in’, suggesting that the travellers who stayed at the King’s Arms were not just passing through, but staying on to enjoy themselves.


By the time Arthur Guinness signed the lease on his new brewery in Leixlip, the magnificent Leixlip Castle, originally built in the twelfth century, was owned by William Conolly, though he wasn’t living there. He had no need to, not when he could go home down the road to gorgeous Castletown. Instead, during the 1750s, Leixlip Castle was home to George Stone, Church of Ireland Archbishop of Armagh and Primate of All Ireland. Later, the Lord Lieutenant, Lord Townshend, moved in. He and his wife were described enthusiastically in a 1768 Belfast News-Letter as being ‘the life of Ireland’, and when they retreated to Leixlip Castle each summer it was for a round of concerts, entertainments and brilliant assemblies.


The life of Ireland, perhaps, but not Arthur Guinness’s life. At the brewery in Ralph Square, for Arthur, Leixlip’s marvellous scenery meant fields full of grain, the strength of the river meant power for the mills, and the beautiful people escaping the noise and hurry of town to stay at local inns and private houses meant thirsty summer customers. The good road in and out could carry beer west to Galway as well as into Dublin, so close it almost counted as a local market. It was a well-supported, local start for Arthur, commercially on his own for the first time, perfecting his brewing and managing brewery and front of house.


Although Leixlip was to remain part of Arthur’s life, not just because of memories of his first brewery, but also because of property investments he made there, the capital was calling. Wanting to get established at the heart of Irish commercial life, he moved his operation into the city in 1759. One younger brother was already trading there, and a third brother would follow in 1760. Samuel, a couple of years younger than Arthur, had been apprenticed to a goldbeater in London as a teenager, and returned to Ireland around 1750 to set up shop in Dublin, at the sign of the Hand and Hammer in Fishamble Street, which ran, and still runs, from the east end of Christ Church Cathedral down to Wood Quay on the river Liffey. As a goldbeater he made gold leaf, which could then be used in bookbinding, decorative ecclesiastical work, furnishings and picture frames. Before long Samuel moved eastward to Sycamore Alley (now Sycamore Street), only a few minutes’ walk away from Fishamble Street, but a little closer to Dublin Castle and Trinity College. There had been a Quaker meeting house in Sycamore Alley since the end of the seventeenth century, and the General Post Office was still there when Samuel Guinness moved his business in.


By 1760, Arthur and Samuel’s younger brother Benjamin was also set up in Dublin, as a grocer in Werburgh Street, and there were Read relations living and working nearby as well: their uncle James had been a cutler in the city for many years, and a couple of Read cousins had been apprenticed to him. Thomas Read’s landmark shop remains in the Read family’s ownership, and is still trading in Parliament Street. Now carefully conserved and restored, House of Read is Dublin’s oldest merchant house and shop.


Samuel Guinness’s sign of the Hand and Hammer represented the act of beating gold into a thin sheet. Around Dublin there were countless illustrated commercial signs, essential in a city without universal literacy. A sign became a firm’s address, as well as a way of navigating the city streets: newspapers of the late 1770s mentioned ‘a Porter House, known by the sign of the Spread Eagle, Bride-street’, a ‘well-known House in Smock-alley, the Sign of the King’s Arms’, and ‘the House known by the Sign of the Bear in Hoey’s-court’. Every commercial street featured carved or painted signs, often double-sided and hanging perpendicular to the shopfront, so as to be easily visible to those approaching from either end of the street, and these signs must have contributed hugely to Dubliners’ experience of moving around the built environment.


Taverns and inns, Arthur Guinness’s future customers, were no exception to the rule of hanging out signs. If anything, their signs needed to work harder, not just to be familiar to regular customers, but so that they would be recognisably linked with refreshment for those new to the city, whether they were coming to stay or passing through. Mrs Swindle’s chophouse, between the dilapidated Essex Bridge and the Custom House, was rather unappetisingly positioned at the Sign of the Old Sot’s Hole. More neutrally named, perhaps, were other taverns like the Bear, and the Three Candlesticks, both in Smithfield, while the George and Dragon in Brown Street and the Red Lion in Bachelor’s Walk showed English and Scottish influences.


Dublin was still characterised at this period by commercial and domestic buildings crammed cheek by jowl into narrow streets connected by alleys, lanes and courts. Just before Arthur’s arrival in Dublin, an Act of Parliament established in 1757 the Commissioners for making Wide and Convenient Ways, Streets and Passages in the City of Dublin. His arrival coincided with this initiative to modernise and improve the built environment of the city, clearing away the central clusters of constricted medieval streets and laying out broader, airier, brighter spaces in which Dubliners could live and work. This work carried on for almost a hundred years, and resulted in, for example, the widening of Dame Street, and the streets which connected it to the river: D’Olier Street, Westmoreland Street and Parliament Street. Carlisle Bridge (now O’Connell Bridge) was also built, and Lower Sackville Street (now O’Connell Street) was extended to meet the bridge, making a wide artery connecting the north and south sides of the city.


Perhaps uniquely in urban development at this time, the streets were deliberately laid out to serve a commercial (specifically retail) purpose, while retaining both office space and residential accommodation in upper storeys. The laying out and building of the first of the city’s Georgian garden squares, Rutland Square (now Parnell Square), was begun in the 1750s, and some of the city’s landmark buildings began to appear, in the form of Bartholomew Mosse’s pioneering Lying-In Hospital, now known as the Rotunda; Dublin Castle’s Bedford Tower; and Leinster House, built for the Duke of Leinster and now in use by the Oireachtas, Ireland’s parliament.


The city to which Arthur moved in 1759 had an eye on the future, on modernity, on progress. Trade was brisk, with agricultural produce central to the economy, and the property market was healthy. Dublin was growing both in footprint and in population, which would reach 200,000 by 1800. But there was of course more to the story than a thriving, expanding city of opportunity and healthy trade. Dublin was full of contradictions and polarities, a city of great wealth and great poverty, those in favour of union with Britain and those against it, Protestants and Catholics, the Gaelic Irish and the Ascendancy, the Viceroy and the Corporation of Dublin.


Dublin was divided into five distinct ‘liberties’: the arch­bishop’s liberty, St Sepulchre with St Patrick’s, St Nicholas Without and St Kevin’s; Thomas Court, with Donore; St Patrick’s; Christ Church, with Grangegorman; and Kilmainham. Each liberty had its local court system and administrative officers, and between them there was a predictable amount of jostling for position and jurisdiction. The bicameral Assembly of the Corporation of Dublin included representatives of the city guilds, the longest established of which were the merchants’ and tailors’ guilds, established in the twelfth and thirteenth century, respectively. Brewers and maltsters were members of the Guild of St Andrew, relatively recently established by a charter of 1696. The aldermen elected a Lord Mayor, who held office for a year; John Tew was the incumbent when Arthur came to Dublin.


This demonstrates the centrality of the commercial middle classes in civic life. Brewers were part of this, with membership of the guild making them eligible for a seat on the Corporation and a voice in civic administration. Up a notch on the social scale were those at the centre of government. Both the House of Lords and the House of Commons sat in the recently completed Parliament House, opposite the Front Gate of Trinity College on College Green, and those attached or adjacent to the governing élite basked in the glow of reflected status.


But the brewers and maltsters, and members of the other guilds, had perhaps more than anyone an active interest in the development and smooth running of the city. In hanging out their signs and establishing their businesses, they nailed their colours to the mast. They invested in Dublin. They needed the city to succeed, and were positioned to help it do so, not only by their contribution to the local and national economies, but also by their ready shouldering of civic duties and responsibilities.


When Arthur arrived, not entirely new to Dublin, but making a new relationship with it, the city still operated within a narrow medieval street structure, but plans were afoot to modernise and open up the streets. Street traders called through the city, summoning customers for their eggs, fresh fruit and vegetables, fish and shellfish, milk and whey, bringing to the city streets the colours and smells of rural and seaside lives. People came out from their houses and businesses when they heard the cry of the trader they needed, with knives to be sharpened, shoes and pots to be mended, old clothes and rags to be collected.


From the river, never too far away, came the calls of sailors and the sounds of boats and ships travelling up and down, and the smell of the river itself mingled with the salt sea air and the scents of turf and wood burning in hearths everywhere. More than 250 years later, for many Dubliners the smell of home would be the drifting early-morning scent of barley toasting in the Guinness brewery.


[image: A handwritten document titled The Schedule to which the annexed Deed refers, listing items such as a marble chimney piece, kitchen grate rack and fenders, bed and hangings, and household objects.]

Schedule attached to the 1759 lease of the St James’s Gate brewery.

















Two Opening the Gate






If the newspaper Pue’s Occurrences formed part of Arthur Guinness’s news sources during his Leixlip years, he might well have seen the old brewery at St James’s Gate in Dublin advertised there in 1756, and been mulling over for some time the notion of taking it on, before finally committing to it in 1759. The advertisement described it simply as a ‘Dwelling House, Malt House, and large Brewery in St Thomas Street near St James’s Gate, formerly in the Occupation of Paul Espiness’. Paul Espinasse (as the name more usually appears) was a Huguenot brewer who had leased the brewery from Mark Rainsford, and had died in 1750. The brewery had therefore been on the market for several years, suggesting that it cannot have been a particularly attractive proposition. At any rate, a few enquiries would have satisfied Arthur that there was no immediate pressure to act. He was busy with the Leixlip premises, building up his business, setting money aside, and quite possibly enlisting his father’s help.


By 1759 he was ready, and no one else had stepped in to take up the brewery at St James’s Gate. He signed the lease, which survives, and describes in full colour Arthur’s new property:




a commodious dwelling house with a large pleasure garden and fish pond, the brewery with copper kieve and Mill, two large malt houses, stabling for 12 horses, with loft to hold 200 loads of hay, and an uninterrupted supply of water free from tax or pipe money, all in complete order ready for business.





The site was set up on the hill beside St James’s Church, a five-minute walk downhill to the river Liffey. The lease was for 9,000 years, at an annual rent of £45, with a nominal premium to satisfy the requirements of contract law. The place had lain idle for a decade, and was hardly shipshape, despite being described as ready for business. The lease does clarify the state of some of the equipment:




One Kieve very bad and two Brass Cocks; One underbank quite decayed; One Copper; seventy Barrels with a large brass Cock; Two Underbank pumps; Two old Coolers quite decayed.





If a copper kieve, which was a kind of vat, had been left unused for ten years it would have required some serious attention, if not replacement. Even if the buildings had been left in good order originally, they must have suffered in the way all unoccupied premises do. Arthur, in calculating his finances, had to allow not just for the initial payment, but for remedial works to get the brewery to operational standard. On top of that he would have needed to reserve some capital for buying ingredients, finding and paying workers, and making his own move from living in Leixlip to living in the house at St James’s Gate. The Leixlip brewery he left in his brother’s hands.


St James’s Gate is reputed to have been the western entry point, and toll point, of the medieval walled city of Dublin, although archaeological and documentary evidence instead suggests that it was in fact a much later street gate between the parishes of St Catherine’s and St James’s. According to the historian Bernadette Cunningham, the gate between Thomas Street and James’s Street was probably known as St James’s Gate simply because it was the access point between the city of Dublin and the suburban parish of St James.


Other stories about the area have been told and retold until they almost take on the texture of fact. An old favourite is that for over 800 years Christian pilgrims set off on the hazardous journey from the holy well near St James’s Gate to join the well-known Camino de Santiago, making for the twelfth-century cathedral of Santiago de Compostela in Galicia in northern Spain, where St James is said to be buried. Here pilgrim routes from all over Europe converged, with people walking the path not just to visit the apostle’s burial place, but to earn indulgences, remission of punishment for sin.


It’s a seductive idea, that Irish pilgrims gathered in Dublin, at St James’s Well beside St James’s Gate, and set off from there to merge with other European tributaries, and move towards the shrine at Santiago. Seductive, but deceptive. Bernadette Cunningham, who has studied the travels of Irish pilgrims between the twelfth and fifteenth centuries, and the area around St James’s Gate, reported ‘neither documentary evidence nor historical logic’ to support the idea, which ‘makes no sense historically or geographically’. However, there is certainly a link now, and the sacristy of St James’s Church is one of the places where modern pilgrims can get their credencial, the pilgrim passport. The scallop shell, closely associated with the Spanish route, the Camino de Santiago, and with St James himself, forms part of the present-day logo of St James’s Hospital in Dublin.


Around the feast of St James, 25 July, a fair was held, ‘fast by the Well’. The Corporation of Dublin abolished it in 1738 but somehow it was revived. Walter Thomas Meyler, born in 1813, described it as he remembered it from his early youth, with its ‘ranges of stands covered with baskets of cherries, gooseberries, gilt gingerbread, toys, tin whistles, drums, tops, horses, and whips, and the decorated figure of St. Patrick’. For the small boy, it was his ‘gala day of the year’, and any coins that came his way he put by so as to have spending money for the fair.


People streamed into James’s Street, which was filled with temporary market stalls and ale stalls. Rather too many ale stalls, in some people’s view. People drank and mucked about at the Dublin fairs, and while the occasions may have been exciting and colourful for children, they did come in for their share of criticism as disruptive and anti-social. In the early seventeenth century, Barnaby Rich, who tended towards the scathing when it came to everything Irish, wrote in his 1610 New Description of Ireland of his disgust at St James’s Fair:




The commoditie that is there to be vented, is nothing else but Ale, no other merchandize but only Ale: I thinke such another Faire was never heard of in any other place, where a man can not buy so much as a penniworth of pins, but what money hee hath to bestow, hee must lay it out for Ale, and yet it carries the name of S. James his faire.





St James’s was not the only fair reviled for its overly raucous entertainments and overindulgence in ale. The Donnybrook Fair, held for a fortnight in high summer, was notorious in the main for its drunkenness and fighting, rather than for its stalls and tents. Each August the newspapers wearily reported incidents of violence, debauchery and riotous behaviour, and of drunken people staggering back into the city afterwards, often assaulting one another and passers-by as they went.


Members of various criminal gangs could get enormously wound up at the fair, leading to serious violence. The Liberty Boys, a gang of tailors and weavers from the Coombe, and the Ormond Boys, a gang of butchers from Ormond Market on Ormond Quay, detested one another, and in 1752 one newspaper reported that members of the two factions on their way home from the fair:




bred much Confusion in the Streets which they passed thro’, knocking down and cutting one another in a most inhuman Manner, three of whom are killed, besides many innocent People maimed.





The Donnybrook Fair was a thorn in the side of the Corporation of Dublin. It often opened several days early and closed several late, ignoring the terms of its licence, and in 1773 a frustrated Lord Mayor, accompanied by sheriffs, went out to Donnybrook and had all the tents taken down. In 1777 a woman was murdered. In 1778 one man suffered a fractured skull and another a broken leg during a fracas. Businesspeople objected to the fairs not just because of the chaotic behaviour around them, but because of their loss of trade. Between the Palmerstown and Donnybrook fairs, this loss was estimated by the Dublin Evening Post in 1779 at £20,000 annually.


For Arthur Guinness, St James’s Fair was of specific local interest, happening as it did on his new doorstep. Brewers in general had several reasons to object to the fairs, including the loss of trade (even if it didn’t quite reach the level estimated), the effects on anti-social behaviour around the city and the ammunition they provided to those opposed to alcohol. Barnaby Rich had referred to ‘ale’ as the principal evil at the St James’s Fair, but the distinction between ale and beer was gradually becoming blurred.


Hops had first arrived from Flanders in the early sixteenth century, and their inclusion in the brewing process of ale resulted in beer. Beer had a sharper taste after the addition of hops, and it also kept better and longer than ale, because of the antibiotic properties of the hops. So while ale had to be drunk fairly quickly after being brewed, and was therefore suited to being drunk in the house in which it had been made, the new beer could be sold commercially. By the seventeenth century everyone was using hops, and the terms ale and beer became interchangeable.


Brown ale, also known as brown beer, and sometimes brown stout, also developed around the seventeenth century, and was the product of a change in the malt-curing process which gave the drink a deeper colour. English duties on beer and malt, the steeped and germinated barley grain, led to a higher and higher hop content. This changed the taste of the drink so dramatically that people began to mix it with ale to keep it palatable. In this ‘half-and-half’, as economic historian Oliver MacDonagh put it, ‘the beer masked the deficiencies of the ale. The ale moderated both the expense and the acidity of the beer.’


Ultimately these developments led to the production of a hop-heavy dark beer which not only had a long travelling and shelf life but actually improved for not being drunk immediately, and moreover was cheaper to make. This beer was porter, which would one day be at the heart of Arthur Guinness’s success. However, it was also porter that turned Ireland from a net exporter of beer in the early eighteenth century to a net importer from 1741 on.


Arthur was expanding his business within an industry in decline. He had taken on a disused, out-of-repair brewery in a city in which he had never lived or worked. Irish barley production had faltered during the crop failures of the early 1740s, and the reduction of tithes on pasture was causing farmers to turn away from tillage to dairy.


These were the negatives, but Arthur had plenty in the positive column. He had several years of experience, not just of brewing but of running a brewery, and of financial management. The lengthy lease on the brewery promised stability, and though he was new to Dublin he had an extended family network in situ, and a father who was still active and in a position to advise, perhaps even to help out financially. Arthur wanted to master the brewing process sufficiently to make a reliable beer, consistently good but also affordable. He planned to sell his beer to the owners of licensed premises, who would no longer have to brew their own and would therefore be able to concentrate on their front of house and on any additional strands to their business, such as accommodation.


Although Dublin was still a small city, its growing population was already served by about a hundred breweries and distilleries. Alcohol was part not just of domestic life but of life through the city. Dr John Rutty recorded 3,500 drinking venues in Dublin in 1749, when the city had about 150,000 inhabitants. The anti-alcohol public discourse, and ultimately the temperance movement which was still to come in the 1820s, was focused on spirits in general, and whiskey in particular, rather than beer. Beer, as we have already seen, was treated more as a thirst-quencher and a source of nutrition than as a means to get drunk.


Arthur’s mind was not solely occupied with business, for he became engaged to Olivia Whitmore. She was the daughter of William Whitmore, whom the Dublin Evening Post later described as an ‘eminent grocer’ in Essex Street, and Mary Grattan, from a landowning family in Kildare. They were married in June 1761, when she had just turned 19 and Arthur was 35. Olivia brought to the marriage a dowry of £1,000: ten times the value of the £100 bequest from Dr Price which was Arthur’s seed capital. She therefore offered a useful financial cushion for Arthur, as he carefully managed his outgoings against his income.


Olivia, my great-great-great-great-great-grandmother, is perhaps known more for her role as a mother than anything else, particularly because she was the mother of three sons who succeeded Arthur at the brewery. But there was of course more to her than childbearing and her dowry. Olivia was not the pampered child of moneyed gentry. She was the daughter of a merchant operating his grocery business in Essex Street in the centre of the city, about a mile east of St James’s Gate.


Olivia grew up familiar with the pressures and compromises, the struggles and successes which were part of running a business, and brought this knowledge to her marriage as well. Like any business owner, Arthur must always have carried work issues in his head, never fully switching off at home or in the company of others. Even if Olivia did not actively advise Arthur, she could listen and understand when he was wrestling with a problem or weighing up a decision. Socially, the Whitmores were more elevated than the Guinnesses, and so his in-laws would have boosted Arthur’s position, and may also have made commercial introductions, although they were not in the brewing business.


The marriage of Arthur and Olivia Guinness was a long one and seems to have been happy. It was certainly fruitful: in 1790, Arthur wrote of the ‘Ten Children now living out of one & twenty born to us, & more likely yet to come’. In fact no more children were born to the couple, despite Arthur’s desire. However much he, and perhaps both of them, wanted to keep enlarging their family, 21 pregnancies and births in 29 years was an enormous strain on a woman’s body, and Olivia was already fortunate to have survived that many. Her age – she was 48 at the time Arthur wrote of his expectation of more children – meant that further pregnancies, even if possible, would have represented a greater risk. The loss of a child at birth or in infancy was common, but that did not mean it was not devastating when it happened – and the couple had lost 11.


Bartholomew Mosse, a surgeon whose wife and son had died in the aftermath of childbirth, founded the Rotunda Lying-In Hospital in Dublin in 1745, thought to be the first hospital of its kind in the world. But it started with only ten beds, so it is much more likely that Olivia Guinness gave birth at home than in the new hospital. Although there was no formalised midwifery training, there were women working as midwives, and indeed one of Olivia’s father’s neighbours in Essex Street, Mary Byrne, was one. When the time came for an expectant mother to deliver, practical assistance during the birth itself was given by the midwife, if there was one available locally, and whichever female relatives lived with or near her. Friends and neighbours rallied round for the lying-in period.


The length of the lying-in period varied not only according to how healthy and fit the new mother was, but also according to how much money and household help there was available. Over the 29 years of Olivia’s pregnancies and births, the Guinnesses’ economic and domestic situation improved and improved, and it seems likely that after every birth she would have been able to take the time and rest necessary to recover. There is no evidence of how she fed her babies. Better-off families did tend to employ wet nurses. A newspaper advertisement in 1784 ran:


OEBPS/images/f000vi-01.jpg
ichard Guinness = Elizabeth Clare
of Celbridge
(c1690-1766)

Elizabeth Read =

Richard

[ | I I
Arthur Guinness = Olivia Whitmore ~ Frances  Elizabeth  Benjamin
(1725-1803)

Rev. William = Susan Jane

Grattan

T ]
Frederick = Elizabeth Rev.Hosea = Jane  Arthur Guinness (1) = (1) Anne Lee Edward = Margarec Olivia  Benjamin Louisa =  MaryAnne  William
Darley (1765-1841)  Hart (1768-1855) = (2) Maria Barker (1777-1833)|  Blair (1777-1826) = Rev.Wiliam = Rev.John  Lunell
Rebeccalee  Deane Hoare Burke  (1779-1842)
= Susanna
Newton
Susan = Rev. William
Arthur Lee ~ Sir Benjamin Lee Guinness = Elizabeth Smythe Lee
Smythelee  Guinness  (1797-1863) (1798-1868) Gratean
f T |
Annie = Rev. William Conyngham  Sir Arthur Edward = Lady Olivia Benjamin Lee = Lady Henrietta Sir Edward Cecil Guinness = Adelaide
4th Baron Plunkett Baron Ardilaun  Hedges-White (1842-1900) E. St Lawrence st Earl of Iveagh Guinness
Archbishop of Dublin (1840-1915) (1847-1927)
I I I
Sir Rupert Edward = Lady Gwendolen Hon. Arthur Ernest = Marie Clothilde Hon. Walter Edward = Lady Evelyn
1st Baron Moyne Erskine

Cecil Lee Guinness, Onslow CBE

2nd Earl of Iveagh
(1874-1967)

(1880-1944)

(1876-1949) Russell

Alleen  Maureen  Oonagh

I
Hon. Arthur = Lady Elizabeth

Richard  Lady Honor = Henry (Chips)

Lady Patricia = Rt. Hon. Alan
Tindal Lennox-Boyd

Lady Henrietta

Dorothy ~ Channon MP  Onslow Edward Hare
Viscount Elveden
(1912-1945)
f !
Sir Arthur Francis = Miranda Smiley Lady Eliza

Benjamin Guinness, (b1939)

3rd Earl of Iveagh
(1937-1992)

(1942-1978)

Lady Bridgid = HRH Prince Friedrich
George Wilhelm

of Prussia

[
Lady Emma Lavinia Lady Louisa Jane
(b1963) (b1967)

|
Arthur Edward Rory Guinness
4th Earl of Iveagh
(b1969)

Hon. Rory Michael Benjamin
(b1974)





OEBPS/images/f00x-01.jpg













OEBPS/images/f0004-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f000ii-01.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Halftitle Page



		Title Page



		Contents



		Family Tree



		Illustration Credits



		Note on Names



		Prologue



		1. Arthur’s Way



		2. Opening the Gate



		3. Dipping and Rising



		4. One of My Sons



		5. Protest and Pledge



		6. Brewer’s Bounty



		7. Inheritance



		8. The Brothers Guinness



		9. By Mutual Consent



		10. Enough to Make Us All Stare



		11. The Edwardian Age



		12. Change of Season



		Epilogue



		Acknowledgements



		Further Reading



		Index



		Copyright Page



		Plates Section











Landmarks





		Cover



		Halftitle Page



		Title Page



		Contents



		Illustration Credits



		Prologue



		Start of Content



		Epilogue



		Acknowledgements



		Further Reading



		Index



		Copyright Page











Page List





		i



		ii



		iii



		v



		vii



		vi



		viii



		ix



		x



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		iv



		p1



		p2



		p3



		p4



		p5



		p6



		p7



		p8



		p9



		p10



		p11



		p12



		p13



		p14



		p15



		p16











OEBPS/images/f0018-01.jpg
OF ATV T g
O horbl, S Pocer
e Fhihon, Finde e oD Aaloewr
ool [m} ifwéy asnriaaan
2, Foals .‘/rm//sv -
Dhc ﬂ../ s Ag)o
Dom i “.)Z«mﬂz;&@a"
Ove M.K,u( «A-‘:Ze o
Ohe 6‘%/”« e L R
¢ .L;kw:./,»l & "9 Ca"
<z 2.».&, pdtey
G
oS> 0w~
Onestid e
oo Y e G ainiad
2 e ncssse D el i K

2 4{%7&.»@4«-0»0





OEBPS/images/9781785516467.jpg
GUINNESS

A FAMILY SUCCESSION

ARTHUR
EDWARD
GUINNESS






