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My soul, oh my soul, is with the spirit of my 
kinfolk who lived as close as they could to their 
ancestral highlands - its hills, its lochs, its glens - 
somewhere in the Smoky Mountains and along 
the Tennessee River Valley. Their ghosts endure 
there floating in the mists that rise above the 
crags and hollows and flowing with the streams 
of the waters. 

Our spirit lives there, independent and self-
reliant, protected once again from an intrusive 
civilization, behind its wall, as the remnant of 
Southern Appalachian culture, and like the 
warrior poets who fought off the Romans at 
Hadrian’s Wall and the English at Bannockburn 
and Sterling Castle – never stopping, never 
backing down, never contented, restlessly 
awaiting the next thing. 

 

David Claire Jennings 

(Jennings – Tallman – Markes –McAuley) 
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Introduction 

 

This wee book is a distillation of books I have read, history 
courses I have taken, research I have done, books I have written 
and some musing and reflection upon my own family. At 76 
years of age, I still have more questions than answers.  

It is a sensitive and highly personal inquiry born from the 
common sense that time is of the essence. It is also a window 
into the understanding of the development of Western 
Civilization. 

I wanted to find out some answers about my ancestral 
heritage. I can no longer get answers from my parents or grand-
parents since they are long deceased. I regret that I did not ask 
certain questions of them when they were living. 

You may not care about such things now, just like I didn’t 
when I was younger. You are busy working and raising your 
children. But I believe you that you might when you are 60 or 70. 

Since I had a need to know about my ancestry, especially as 
an American historian, I have pursued the quest. I leave what I 
have learned for you. You will be in a better position of ancestral 
knowledge when you are older, and I am gone, than I have been. 

Surely some day you will want to know; especially when your 
parents are dead, your time is running short and you confront 
your mortality full on for the first time. 

  



 

The Highlanders 

 

I was reading through Arthur Herman’s book, How The Scots 
Invented the Modern World for the second time when some 
things struck me. Herman wrote in depth about the Scottish 
Enlightenment of the 18th century and how profoundly it 
affected the Founders of America.  

Many of the brilliant lights of that time were formative 
philosophers, clergy, educators, politicians and poets. Some 
were combinations of these things in individual men. They were 
numerous and included David Hume, John Locke, Adam Smith, 
William Gladstone, Frances Jeffrey, Henry Brougham, James 
Macpherson, William Robertson, John Home and Horace 
Walpole. 

At one point Herman wrote about their countryman, Sir 
Walter Scott and referred to him as the last minstrel. Scott’s 
hardworking family had moved to Edinburgh from the Border 
region in the early 18th century. Decades after Robert Burns had 
come to Edinburgh, Walter would become his country’s most 
celebrated poet and eventually its best-known novelist. 

Long after the ultimate failure of the Jacobite rebellion and 
Culloden, Scott, though his writing, started a Highland Revival. 
While Highland culture was completely foreign to him as an 
urban modernist in every sense, that is what he chose to write 
about. He saw that the Scotland of recent memory was passing 
into oblivion. He was its cultural preservationist. 

The shift of cultural mood was all due to Scott. He was not 
the first to rescue Highland culture from the rubbish-heap of 
history, but he was the first to make that memory high-minded 
and respectable. He generated another Scotland, parallel to the 



 

one emerging into the modern industrial age; a Scotland of the 
imagination where honor, courage and integrity could still 
survive. 

He had learned at University from Stewart of Hume’s 
philosophy and of Scottish law. He read Ramsay, Home and 
Fergusson; all of whom were trying to salvage what they could 
of Scotland’s history, its Gaelic and Scots folkways and heritage, 
especially during the Clearances – Scotland’s saddest chapter. 

Following assumptions that the Highlanders were ignorant 
barbarians, the idea that a people could be both poetic and 
warlike was a revelation. 

Walter Scott took a walking tour of the Border country in 
1792 and learned much from the rich oral tradition in rural 
Scotland. With its rolling hills, forests and ruined abbeys, this 
was his ancestral home – a violent land known for centuries of 
battles and war with Lowlanders and English. 

Scott’s writing fit in between the time of Burns’ death and the 
arrival of the Lake Poets. He became a sensation. There had 
grown a neo-Jacobinism, a notion of a lost cause with romantic 
comely maidens like heroic Flora MacDonald from Skye. 

He had invented the modern historic novel and the theme of 
cultural conflict where the ongoing thrust of civilization and 
modernity created a loss of any good to be found from the past. 
His mind, like most Scots, was made up of poetry and strong 
common sense. The credit for realizing that these are precisely 
what all modern men can and must be able to do, belongs to Sir 
Walter Scott. 

This idea of holding two conflicting views – the old and the 
new - at once would manifest in the greatness of American 
writer F. Scott Fitzgerald nearly two centuries later. 



 

In our 21st century, Walter Scott’s use of language and writing 
style does not resonate with us as it did for the people of his time. 
But I have met Highland Scots of this century in their home 
environment. They still hunger, with a humorous yet melancholy 
pride, for the ancient lore of an outlaw Rob Roy hiding in the caves 
along the shore of Loch Lomond as though it were just yesterday. 
They still remember it in Appalachia here in America. It is their 
heritage and ancestral culture. 

  



 

Poetry 

 

 

Poet laureate Robert Burns was born in 1759 two miles south 
of Ayr, in Alloway, the Scottish Uplands near the Firth of Clyde, 
on his father’s farm. He lived much of his life in Edinburgh and 
died in Dumfries in 1796 at age 36. He was perhaps the first of 
the romanticists and came before Sir Walter Scott and English 
poet Lord Byron, but was a contemporary with English poet 
William Blake. Burns also preceded British romanticists William 
Wordsworth, John Keats and Alfred Lord Tennyson. 

He wrote some of his poetry in English, but more in Scots-
English, that peculiar charming language that was neither Gaelic 
nor English. He inspired American writer John Steinbeck with 
this: 

To a Mouse 

Wee, sleekit, cowran, tim'rous beastie, 
O, what a panic's in thy breastie! 
Thou need na start awa sae hasty, 
Wi' bickering brattle! 
 
I wad be laith to rin an' chase thee, 
Wi' murd'ring pattle! 
 
I'm truly sorry Man's dominion 



 

Has broken Nature's social union, 
An' justifies that ill opinion, 
Which makes thee startle, 
At me, thy poor, earth-born companion, 
An' fellow-mortal! 
 
I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve; 
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live! 
A daimen-icker in a thrave 'S a sma' request: 
I'll get a blessin wi' the lave, 
An' never miss't! 
 
Thy wee-bit housie, too, in ruin! 
It's silly wa's the win's are strewin! 
An' naething, now, to big a new ane, 
O' foggage green!  
An' bleak December's winds ensuin, 
Baith snell an' keen! 
 
Thou saw the fields laid bare an' wast, 
An' weary Winter comin fast, 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast, 
Thou thought to dwell, 
Till crash! the cruel coulter past 
Out thro' thy cell. 
 
That wee-bit heap o' leaves an' stibble, 
Has cost thee monie a weary nibble! 
Now thou's turn'd out, for a' thy trouble, 
But house or hald. 
To thole the Winter's sleety dribble, 
An' cranreuch cauld! 
 
But Mousie, thou are no thy-lane, 
In proving foresight may be vain: 
The best laid schemes o' Mice an' Men, 
Gang aft agley, 
An' lea'e us nought but grief an' pain, 
For promis'd joy! 



 

 
Still, thou art blest, compar'd wi' me! 
The present only toucheth thee: 
But Och! I backward cast my e'e, 
On prospects drear! 
An' forward, tho' I canna see, 
I guess an' fear! 

You see that there was more there than you might have imagined. 

  



 

And me with this: 

Ae Fond Kiss 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever; 
Ae fareweel, and then forever!  
Deep in heart-wrung tears   I'll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 
Who shall say that Fortune grieves him, 
While the star of hope she leaves him? 
Me, nae cheerfu' twinkle lights me; 
Dark despair around benights me. 
 
I'll ne'er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy;  
But to see her was to love her;  
Love but her, and love forever. 
Had we never lov'd sae kindly, 
Had we never lov'd sae blindly, 
Never met—or never parted— 
We had ne'er been broken-hearted. 
 
Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest! 
Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure, 
Peace. enjoyment, love, and pleasure! 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever; 
Ae fareweel, alas, forever!  
Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee! 

 
This was Robbie Burns tribute to his lost beloved Nancy. For 

me, it is for mine - Edie. 

  



 

Kinfolk 

 

My childhood days bring back sad reflections of happy times I 
spent so long ago. Many of my boyhood friends and my own 
relations have all passed on like melting snow. Their ghosts 
remain and their bodies rest under marble stone. In my own 
generation, there are still some cousins, now more dear than 
ever before. 

When we prepare an ancestry chart, we merely trace back to 
parents, grandparents, great grandparents and on along the 
paternal and maternal sides. There is scarcely room for brothers 
and sisters and certainly not for cousins. Often one is the last of 
a line and the cousins must carry on. 

I keep in touch with three of my cousins - Billy Jennings, Sally 
Wock (nee Jennings) and Susan Wemple (nee Jennings). Susan is 
a third cousin. Her father, Guy Jennings was first cousin to my 
father, Claire Jennings. 

I adored Susan when she was a beautiful spunky young girl 
and remember fondly her mother and father and their home on 
the Mountain Road between Mayfield and Northville, NY. Her 
father Guy was a handsome and smart man, artistically gifted 
with a tenor voice. He competed all over the country with his 
barbershop quartet group. Don, one of his sons, graduated from 
Juilliard and was the road company music director for Promises, 
Promises before he died much too young. 

Of this group of my father’s many cousins, was Fay Jennings. 
He was Principal Bassist for the Cleveland Symphony Orchestra. 
My father played some piano and organ. His baby sister Barbara 
graduated from Bible College and was a church organist. The 
strains of music reverberate through my people.  



 

My own kinfolk are known for certain back to 1811, on my 
paternal line to my great, great, great grandfather, Linus N. 
Jennings. He was Irish and was born on a farm in a settlement 
called Fish House in upstate eastern New York. This was before 
the Sacandaga River was dammed up in the 1920’s to create 
Sacandaga Reservoir or the Great Sacandaga Lake. 

On my maternal line, I only know of my great grandmother, 
Fannie McAuley Markes. She was born in the British Isles in 
1859. She married Robert J. Markes who was born in 1854. He 
was either Irish or Scottish. I don’t know where Fannie and 
Robert met or whether they married here or back in the old 
world. 

I knew Fannie’s daughter, my grandmother Fanny Markes 
Tallman very well and her brother Charley Markes, my great 
uncle. Knowing their nature, it is likely my great grandparents 
had the same hard-bitten, humorous view of life also. 

My cousin Billy says we Jennings Irish came over right at the 
beginning. When I asked him what that meant to him, he said 
we came to Jamestown, Virginia sometime around, or just after, 
1610 when the English arrived. We have two hundred years of 
unknown family history to investigate. 

I told him that if he is correct, we likely came as Irish 
indentured servants to the English until such time as they could 
purchase African human property for their tobacco plantations 
and we were free of our contract. The alternative, I told him, 
would have been that we were perhaps a tiny minority of 
affluent Irish who became planters with slaves, akin to our 
English cohorts. History would generally indicate that we were 
the indentured servants of the English. Billy thought that made 
more sense also. 



 

I do know that early in the 17th century, King James I of 
England published his version of the bible and came up with a 
scheme to rid his northern borders of troublesome Lowland 
Scots. He induced them to go to Ulster in Ireland and set up the 
Ulster Plantation. He figured these fierce Presbyterians would 
fight with and subdue the rebellious Irish Catholics, thereby 
solving two problems at once. It worked for a short while, until 
the Scots and Irish began to marry and found kinship in their 
common enemy, the English. 

These new Ulster Scots came to America during the middle of 
the 17th century. If we set aside the earlier Spanish, Portuguese, 
Dutch and French explorers and settlers, there were two small 
groups of English who came early in the 17th century – one to 
Jamestown, Virginia and one to Cape Cod and Plymouth, 
Massachusetts. The Ulster-Scots came a few decades later as a 
larger wave of peoples, and many arrived in Philadelphia. But 
they were not welcomed. By then land was already becoming 
scarce and expensive along the Atlantic coast, so these new 
Scots-Irish immigrants settled in the back woods of Maine and 
all up and down the Appalachian Mountain chain. Again, they 
served a purpose for the English. They were the frontiersmen 
who fought the Indians and helped keep them away from the 
emerging white civilization on the coast. 

They did fight and kill Indians, but again they adapted and 
many inter-married with the Indians. We had Scot-Cherokee and 
other combinations of all manner of half breeds. This made good 
sense since both cultures were tribal and clannish. The Scots 
would ingather outsiders into their clans provided they pledged 
allegiance to the clan leader. The Indians did the same. In this 
case the Scots-Irish ingathered with the Indians already in place. 

My family was not part of this Scots-Irish history. My Scots-
Irish was made in a different way and certainly much later. But 



 

my kinfolk, and my spirit, are the same – fiercely independent, 
frugal, self-reliant and open to kinship with strangers. 

  



 

My Ancestry 

 

My son Peter gave me a Father’s Day present to get my DNA 
tested for ancestral heritage done by 23and me.com. I sent in 
my spit and you know the results from this little book I am 
writing for you. As you will see, it gives some general 
information about countries of origin and my likely national 
heritage. It fits fairly well with my own family records. But it is 
not a complete account of my heritage. 

The DNA testing states, with a both a 50% and a 90% 
confidence level, that my ancestral composition is 100% 
European as follows: 

52.9% British and Irish 

28.9% French and German 

5.6% Scandinavian 

12.6% Broadly Northwestern European 

The data further indicates that the British and Irish 
component is dominantly the United Kingdom. This means that 
in recent centuries it incorporates English, Scottish, Welsh and 
Cornish as well as Irish. The French and German component 
indicates that this means The Netherlands (Dutch). 

The Broadly Northwestern European part seems redundant 
to the above. However Vikings, Angles, Picts and Celts all mixed 
blood in the boiling cauldron that was ancient Briton long before 
the Normans arrived after the first millennia. 

Therefore, without full clarity, this fits well with my personal 
records of my grandparents and back to my great, great, great 



 

grandparents. On the paternal line, my father’s lineage traces 
back as straight Irish with a small Dutch component from my 
grandfather’s wife. On the maternal line, my mother’s lineage 
traces back as Scottish, a hint of Dutch, and with possibly more 
Scottish or Irish from my grandmother’s husband. 

The vendor’s DNA database includes 980 of my DNA relatives.  

It further says that I have fewer Neanderthal components 
than 57% of its clients. I have 271 Neanderthal variants. My 
Neanderthal ancestry accounts for less than 4% of my overall 
DNA. They say that I rank 1st place out of my family and friends 
in this regard, whereas 397 is the top number in their records to 
date; whatever that means. 

No Neanderthal variants were found associated with having 
straight hair, or likelihood of sneezing after eating dark 
chocolate, or having less back hair; but one variant likelihood 
associated with my height. My people, along with most 
Caucasian peoples, came from the Neander Valley in Germany 
maybe 600,000 years ago, as opposed to coming from Africa 
300,000 years ago, or Eurasia 200,000 years ago. 

That is all well and fine but of no particular consequence. 
Who knows or cares what that means? 

I’ll tell you what it all means and why it is important. My 
maternal line traces back through Roberta H. Tallman Jennings, 
Fanny Markes Tallman, and Fannie McAuley Markes to Henry 
McAuley born of the early 19th (perhaps late 18th ) century. 

There were two groups of the ancient MacAulay clans in the 
Scottish Highlands. In the south the MacAulays were closely 
associated with the MacGregors and held lands from the Earls of 
Lennox. By 1767 the last chief there had sold the clan lands to 
the Campbells. 



 

The MacAulays of the Isle of Lewis believed they were 
descended from the Norse warlord Olaf. Their neighbors were 
the much larger McLeod clan. There in the islands of the 
Hebrides, their blood was mixed Scottish, Scandinavian and Irish. 
This group with Viking blood were undoubtedly my people.  

Another decendent of the Lewis island MacAulays was 
Thomas Babington MacAulay who wrote the History of England 
and the Lays of Ancient Rome (1834-38). History writing is in my 
blood. 

 

One important thing to me is to trace back my Jennings line 
back before 1811 (when Linus was born and lived on a farm now 
buried under the Sacandaga Reservoir or Lake) to see if Billy was 
right about our Irish and Jamestown. 

The other important thing is to find out about Fannie 
McAuley’s parents in the old world and whether her husband 
Robert was Irish or Scottish. 

See the My Ancestors chart in this Appendix I have assembled 
thus far and have included here. The hope would be that among 
my 980 DNA relatives, I can find distant cousins who may know. 

On the maternal side, I learned from a photograph left with 
my mother’s diaries and things that my great grandmother was 
Fannie McAuley Markes who was born in 1859 in the British Isles 
and came to America likely through Ellis Island. She met and 
married Robert J. Markes either here or in the old country. 

On the paternal side my cousin’s Bill’s supposition is that my 
Irish Jennings ancestors came over to Jamestown, Virginia in the 
early 1600’s with the English planters. You will recall my interest 
was to trace back my paternal line from Linus N. Jennings (my 



 

great, great, grandfather, born in 1811), to confirm Billy’s 
assertion. 

  



 

Fannie McAuley 

 

 

I wanted to know more about Fannie (McAuley) Markes, my 
great grandmother on my maternal line. My grandmother, 
Fannie Markes Tallman and my mother, Roberta Harriet Tallman 
Jennings had both been proud of their Scottish heritage. 

I signed up for a 14 day free trial (I am frugal) with 
MyHeritage.com and learned some startling and apparently 
contradictory information about Fannie McAuley. There were 
several records concerning her name, spelled either exactly or 
similarly. Two of the records fit so closely with my information 
that they had to be my great grandmother Fannie. By the way, 
Fanny or Fannie is a British nickname for the feminine of Francis. 

They had some minor discrepancies between them but 
showed her living and dying in Amsterdam, NY. There are 
several records of her daughter Fanny, my grandmother that 
match factually. They have Fannie’s date of birth as 1857 or 
1858. My mother had written 1859 on the back of her picture. 
There is agreement that she died in 1943. Their record states her 
death as June 25, 1943. I was born November 25, 1942 and was 
just a few months old when she passed. 



 

Mom’s diaries indicate that Fannie lived upstairs, perhaps as 
a widow, in the Romeyn Avenue house, while Mom and Uncle 
Sky lived downstairs with their parents, my gramma Fanny and 
my grandpa Edwin. 

They spell her birth name McCauley and state she was born 
in Antrim, Ireland in 1857. At first I was shocked that she was 
Irish, not Scottish. Then I realized that Antrim is just north of 
Belfast in the Ulster province. History would support that very 
likely Fannie was Scot-Irish. 

Then the information revealed some of the answers I have 
been seeking. Fannie Markes’s (born McCauley) parents were 
Henry Mcauley and Elizabeth Mcauley (nee Peacock). 

She had several siblings: Thomas Mcauley, John Mcauley, 
James Mcauley, Elizabeth Campbell (nee Mcauley), Jane M. 
Close (nee Mcauley), Henry Mcauley and Mary Mcauley.  

Note the last name spelling discrepancy, consistent in her 
parents and siblings. Also note that her sister married a 
Campbell. Sure enough, the dreaded Campbell’s of Scotland who 
slaughtered a whole village of MacDonalds in Glencoe in 1692 
married into my family. 

Her husband is listed as Robert S. Marks. Mom’s records 
show Robert J. Markes – born 1854, died 1939. 

Her children were my grandmother, Fanny Tallman (nee 
Markes), her brothers (my great uncles) Fred Markes, Robert 
Markes, Jr., Charles Markes and, curiously, Kate E. Campbell and 
Estella Campbell. 

  



 

Conclusion 

 

It is still unclear whether my Scots- Irish was made in Ireland 
(Ulster) or in Scotland or in America (eastern upstate New York). 
Since great gramma Fannie was born in Ireland and gramma 
Fanny was born in Amsterdam, and at least one of gramma’s 
brothers was older than her, great gramma Fannie likely came 
through Ellis Island, New York City sometime in the 1890’s, 
probably with her husband Robert. 

Now I can begin tracing my maternal great, great 
grandparent’s birth and death places and dates, and their 
parents. I will take another look at My Ancestry.com for that and 
also trace back my paternal line from Linus if possible. 

I am concerned with white culture and its fading 
disappearance into the backwaters of American history just as 
Sir Walter Scott was concerned that Highland culture in Scotland 
would fade into historical oblivion. 

All of the colleges and universities, all of the journalists and 
media, all of Hollywood, all of the politicians are concerned with 
all of the other cultures in America and in the world, but not 
mine. 

What is lost by ignoring this history is the very history of 
Western Civilization itself. 

For now, I’ll end with this: 

  



 

 

Like the pine trees lining the winding road, 
I got a name; I got a name. 

Like the singing bird and the croaking toad, 
I got a name; I got a name. 

And I carry it with me like my daddy did, 
but I’m living the dream that he kept hid. 

Movin’ me down the highway, movin’ me 
down the highway, movin’ ahead so life 
won’t pass me by. 

And I’m gonna go there free. 

Like the north wind whistlin’ down the sky, 
I got a song; I got a song.  

And I carry it with me and I sing it loud; if it 
gets me nowhere, I’ll go there proud. 

Like the fool I am and I’ll always be, I got a 
dream, I got a dream. They can change 
their minds but they can’t change me. 

Oh, I know I could share it if you’d want 
me to; 

If you’re goin’ my way, I’ll go with you. 

- Jim Croce (lyric by Norman Gimbel) 
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