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When I first mooted the idea of writing a series on the hidden heritage gems of Kilkenny for the Kilkenny People, my editor, Brian Keyes, was delighted. We drew up separate lists and then checked if either of us had come up with a few the other hadn’t thought of on his own. It started from there and I plunged myself into the work.


Little did I think that the project would cause me such worry. By far the most beautiful private home in Ireland that I have seen is Castletown Cox, outside Piltown, County Kilkenny, and close to Carrick-on-Suir. I wrote the piece about it for the Kilkenny People and a few people said they had enjoyed it, people like Jim Brennan of the Club House Hotel, Patrick Street, Kilkenny. His wife’s family, the Blacques, owned the estate at one stage. Then a bombshell. Someone had made an anonymous complaint about the piece to the police ombudsman of Northern Ireland, the police ombudsman of England and the gardaí. It claimed that I was subversive, that I was working with dissident Republicans and putting the lives of the owners, Lord Magan and his family, at risk because I mentioned that his Irish-born father had been a member of MI5. I re-read the piece and felt that I had been honest and fair, and had praised Lord Magan for restoring the place so lovingly.


I thought I had in some way done him a disservice and was seriously considering abandoning the project. That was, until I met Eileen Little, Dublin Road, Kilkenny, on the street. Her husband’s family all worked in the Kilkenny People. She told me to carry on and not to be daft; that no self-respecting earl would take any notice of what was written about him in the Kilkenny People and that it was someone closer to home who was responsible. I received a phone call from a blocked number threatening me over the Castletown Cox piece shortly after that, but Brian Keyes and I still felt we should carry on the series – which we did, without any more complaints to the police or gardaí. I thought it was important to put the matter on record. I would also like to reiterate my regard for Lord Magan, who has made a huge investment in South Kilkenny and has copper-fastened the future of a most beautiful architectural and historical gem.


A few months later, a chance meeting with Mary Feehan, an old family friend, developed into this book, which for me has been a joy to write, although a source of pain for my family, who had to put up with me while I was at the kitchen table working on it.


I can safely say that I have never enjoyed anything like doing this book during my journalistic career, and meeting so many wonderful people along the way was the highlight. One person stands out – maybe it’s because he passed away a few months later that I remember him so vividly and with such warmth. Sean Power was born literally yards from one of the great heritage sites in this country, Knockroe and its passage tomb, which is at the centre of an archaeological archipelago. He never left it and on the day I met him he recalled all the people who had come to marvel at the tomb. He was genuine, honest, true and yet of simple tastes, as if the material world meant little to him. He smiled when he spoke about the druids who came there on 21 December for the winter solstice and spoke with warmth about them, not disdain. He explained that we all have to live together and get on. Asked if he regretted never leaving Knockroe, he answered, ‘What regrets could I have?’, as he spread his arms wide indicating the wonderful landscape with the River Linuane below him forming the border between Kilkenny and Tipperary. I will never forget his wonderfully chiselled face, his clear, untainted eye and his honest stare.


I hope you have as much fun reading this book as I had writing it.
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Peering in at this site from the public road, with the morning sun in your eyes, all you can see is a little stone hut with the remains of stone buildings to the front, surrounded by ‘Connemaresque’ stone walls. Behind, there is a plantation of fir trees.1 This is all that is left of a place once celebrated throughout the English-speaking world thanks to the ‘magical’ properties of the water that flows there. Throw in a link to one of Ireland’s most enduring authors, Dean Jonathan Swift (author of Gulliver’s Travels), along with the mystery of a priceless piece of jewellery found nearby, and you get a place of immense interest that formed part of the background to the best-selling nineteenth-century novel The Evil Eye.




The area where Ballyspellan Spa was built was clearly in use long before the spa itself was constructed. In September 1806 a ‘peasant’ turning over ground in a field on Ballyspellan Hill, on the farm of Charles Byrne Esq. which was on the estate of Lord Ashbrook, saw something metal. On closer examination he found a silver brooch. He took it to Mr Byrne, who brought it to the Kilkenny Archaeological Society, who sent it to Dublin to what is now the National Museum. The bossed, penannular brooch is made of hammered silver and is Viking in origin. It was created around ad 900. Each half of the flat sunken area of the terminal has openwork plates with animal designs, separated by incised grooved bands connecting with five domed bosses. The bosses, which hold the openwork plates in position, are highlighted by ribbed wire rings and riveted to the brooch. The junction of the ring and terminal on both sides is decorated with an incised biting animal head. On the back of the brooch four Irish names are scratched in Ogham characters. Such is the quality and beauty of the Ballyspellan Brooch that Prince Albert presented a replica of it to Queen Victoria at Christmas 1849, having acquired it during the royal visit to Dublin in August 1849.


However, Ballyspellan is most famous for its spa. From the early part of the eighteenth century, it was receiving wealthy visitors on a regular basis, especially during the summer months. Ballyspellan was the place to go if you had a medical complaint and the money to travel. It was spoken of in the same breath as the spas at Kirby, Westmoreland, England, and at Pyrmont, Germany. People came from all over Ireland and Britain, many of them retired army and navy personnel. Whatever you had, Ballyspellan Spa was the answer.


When I look at the old adverts, they remind me of the latest elixirs being offered by pharmaceutical companies today, promising you immunity from everything bad known to man, full of vital vitamins and other stuff. As much as things change, they stay the same. Dr Rutty, a well-known writer on mineral waters in the late 1700s, claimed that drinking the water from the spa cured pox, itch, boils, troubled minds and a variety of diseases, including ‘debilitated habits of the stomach in the intestines and the lungs’. He observed the water’s impact on dropsies, eruptions and blotches in the skin in a case of leprosy, and claimed that it worked wonders on obstructions of the liver and jaundice.


The claims made by ‘experts’ about the miracle powers of the water are hard to believe. Yet this quote from Faulkner’s Dublin Journal, 25 May 1742, shows how popular the spa was: ‘To all who have mind to drink at the famous Ballyspellan Spa in the County Kilkenny. There is good fox and hare hunting, horse racing, dancing and hurling for the pleasure of the quality at the Spa.’ It provided income for a large number of families in the area, kept one local hotel in business and provided a good bit of business for two others in nearby Johnstown village.


Imagine every young person within five to ten miles descending on the spa every Sunday afternoon during the summer months, when there would be Gaelic football and hurling played, dancing and general fun. It was so famous in its day that an outrageous poem celebrating it was composed by Thomas Sheridan in 1728, although Dean Swift penned a cutting answer to this; both of them had visited the spa that year. The two poems are included at the end of this chapter.


After the Great Famine the spa went into serious decline. In 1860, in The Evil Eye, William Carleton described the type of people who used to visit the spa, and the condition it was in at the time of writing, mentioning the poems as he does so:


The society at Ballyspellan was, as the society in such places usually is, very much mixed and heterogeneous. Many gentry were there – gentlemen attempting to repair constitutions broken down by dissipation and profligacy; and ladies afflicted with a disease peculiar, in those days, to both sexes, called the spleen – a malady which, under that name, has long since disappeared, and is now known by the title of nervous affection. There was a large public room, in imitation of the more celebrated English watering-places, where the more respectable portion of the company met and became acquainted, and where, also, balls and dinners were occasionally held. Not a wreck of this edifice is now standing, although, down to the days of Swift and Delany, it possessed considerable celebrity, as is evident from the ingenious verses written by his friend to the Dean upon this subject.


The site of the spa is located about sixteen miles from Kilkenny city. There is very little of note on the way there from the spa’s golden era, except for the house on the corner of the by-road up to it, the lovely ivy-clad two-storey residence that was once called Rochford’s Hotel and was built in the early 1800s in response to increasing numbers going to Ballyspellan. It is now better known as the place where Irish tenor, medical doctor, bonesetter and double amputee Dr Ronan Tynan was born.


Ballyspellan Spa is, alas, no more, but the water that made it famous still flows into the well house. This aqua pura rises in the limestone-rich Clomantagh Hills and makes its way to Ballyspellan through fissured rock until it comes to the brow of the hill and drops down through brittle slate. When you arrive at the site, you climb the gate and walk the 150 yards to a little arched doorway. Inside is the actual spring that fed the spa and you are immediately struck by the way everything has been reddened by the iron-rich liquid. As off-putting as it looks, one taste and you are immediately hit by a heartening sensation. I don’t know if my taste buds picked it out or if it was just my imagination, but it did taste really refreshing, slightly acidic and a little carbonated. Is it the fact that you are drinking cool water from an uncontaminated source, up in the hills, where there is no one to bother you except the native wildlife and the cattle lowing a few fields away? Or is it the memory of what went on here in the distant past and the fact that in the Kilkenny Moderator of May 1874 it was said that the spa water cured a man with ‘a fatal illness’? That claim was made in the form of a letter, which was part of an attempt to rejuvenate the spa. A series of meetings were held in Johnstown and the entire spa area was cleaned and whitewashed; spa water was sold by the glass at that time for 4d per glass. Sadly the required infrastructure wasn’t there and the money wasn’t available to modernise the place, so it continued to decline.


Today, all that is left of the once thriving Spa is a bleak and barren remnant.


Here is the poem by Thomas Sheridan (note the different spelling of the name):


On Ballyspellin


All you that wou’d refine your Blood


As pure as fam’d Llewellyn


By Waters clear, come ev’ry Year


To drink at Ballyspellin.


Tho’ Pox or Itch, your Skins enrich


With Rubies past and telling,


T’will clear your skin before you’ve been


A month at Ballyspellin.


If Lady’s cheek be green as leek


When she comes from her Dwelling


The kindling Rose within it glows


When she’s at Ballyspellin.


The sooty Brown, who comes to town


Grows here as fair as Helen


Then back she goes to kill the Beaux


By Dint of Ballyspellin …


We Men Submit as they think fit,


And here is no rebelling:


The reason’s plain, the Ladies reign


They’re Queens at Ballyspellin.


By matchless Charms, unconquer’d Arms


They have the Pow’r of quelling


Such desperate Foes as dare oppose


Their Power at Ballyspellin.


Cold Water turns to Fire, and burns


I know, because I fell in


A Stream which came from one bright Dame


Who drank at Ballyspellin …


No Politics, no subtle Tricks


No Man his country selling,


We eat, we drink, we never think


Of these at Ballyspellin.


The troubled Mind, the puft with Wind


Do all come here Pell-Mell in:


And, they are sure, to work their Cure


By drinking Ballyspellin.


If dropsy fills you to the Gills


From Chin to Toe tho’ swelling


Pour in, pour out, you cannot doubt


A Cure at Ballyspellin.


Death Throws no Darts through all these Parts,


No Sextons here are knelling;


Come, judge and try, you’ll never die,


But live at Ballyspellin.


Except you feel Darts tipt with Steel


Which here are ev’re Belle in;


When from their Eyes sweet Ruin Flies,


We die at Ballyspellin.


Good Cheer, sweet Air, much Joy, no Care


Your Sight, your Taste, your Smelling


Your Ears, your Touch, transporteth much


Each Day at Ballyspellin.


Within this Ground we all sleep sound,


No noisy Dogs a-yelling:


Except you wake, for Celia’s Sake


All Night at Ballyspellin.


Here all you see, both he and she,


No Lady keeps her Cell in;


But all partake the Mirth we make


Who drink at Ballyspellin.


My Rhimes are gone, I think I’ve none


Unless I should bring Hell in;


But since I am here to Heav’n so near


I can’t at Ballyspellin!


And here is Swift’s response:


Dare you dispute, you Sawcy Brute,


And think there’s no refelling


Your scurvey Lays, and senseless praise,


You give to Ballyspellin?


Howe’er you flounce, I here pronounce


Your Med’cine is repelling;


Your water’s mud, and sowrs the Blood


When drunk at Ballyspellin.


Those pocky Drabs, to cure their scabs


You thither are compelling,


Will back be sent, worse than they went


From nasty Ballyspellin.


Lewellin! Why? As well may I


Name honest Doctor Pelling;


So Hard sometimes you tug for Rimes


To bring in Ballyspellin.


No subject fit to try your wit


When you went Colonelling:


But dull intrigues twixt Jades and Teagues


That met at Ballyspellin.


Our lasses fair, say what you dare,


Who sowins make with Shelling,


At Market-hill, more beaus can kill


Than yours at Ballyspellin.


Would I was whipt, when Sheelah stript


To wash herself our Well in,


A Bum so white ne’re came in sight


At Paltry Ballyspellin.


Your Mawkins there smocks hempen wear;


For Holland, not an ell in,


No, not a rag, whate’er you brag


Is found at Ballyspellin.


But, Tom will prate at any rate


All other Nymphs expelling;


Because he gets a few Grisettes


At lowsey Ballyspellin.


There’s bonny Jane, in yonder lane


Just o’er against the Bell Inn;


Where can you meet a lass so sweet


Round all your Ballyspellin?


We have a girl deserves an Earl


She came from Enniskellin,


So fair, so young, no such among


The belles of Ballyspellin.


How would you stare to see her there


The foggy mists dispelling,


That cloud the Brows of ev’ry blowse


Who lives at Ballyspellin.


Now as I live, I would not give


A stiver or a skellin,


To towse and kiss the fairest Miss


That leaks at Ballyspellin.


Whoe’er will raise such lyes as these


Deserves a good cudgelling;


Who faisly boasts of belles and Toasts


At dirty Ballyspellin.


My rhymes are gone, to all but one


Which is, our trees are felling,


As proper quite as those you write


To force in Ballyspellin.




1 The spa is located about sixteen miles from Kilkenny city and to get to it you pass through Freshford village and on for Johnstown, resisting the temptation to turn left at Minister’s Cross.
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Sitting on top of Clomantagh Castle, Margaret Butler, a tough matriarchal figure, would, it is said, gaze down from her ‘holiday home’ at her vast territory and at her subjects. Having sat on the exact same spot as this Great Countess of Ormonde (d. 1552), I can see how she would have been impressed by what she owned and saw: the Slieveardagh Hills, across to Woodsgift, to the castle at Minister’s Cross, to Mount Garrett-Clomantagh, to Spa Hill, with Freshford to her back.


The castle served as a retreat from Kilkenny Castle on the Nore and Grannagh Castle on the Suir where she resided with her husband, Piers Roe, Earl of Ormonde (d. 1539). From its lofty perch you can see that the landscape is dotted with hill forts, cairns, fairy forts and various minor medieval installations. Here too was a community, as can be seen by the presence of a well adjacent to the tower house of the castle, a ruined church, numerous buildings and an enclosing wall.


Clomantagh passed, with many other castles and lands, to the Earl and Countess of Ormonde’s second son, Richard Butler, the 1st Viscount Mountgarret. The 3rd Lord Mountgarret was president of the Confederation of Kilkenny, and forfeited the castle and a third of the townland under the Cromwellian regime to Lieutenant Arthur St George, ancestor of the Kilrush/Callan St George family. The castle was also owned by the Shortalls of Ballylarkin, and latterly by Mr Willie White, a vet in the nearby village of Freshford.


The word ‘unique’ is often misused, but in the case of Clomantagh Castle it is appropriate. It is a magical place, strikingly set within a series of buildings dating from the twelfth century, including a medieval dovecote and church closer to the public road.2 Nowhere else in Ireland can be found this fusion of an original fifteenth-century castle with an early nineteenth-century farmhouse. The castle is in perfect symmetry with the farmhouse, which stands where the old banqueting hall used to be, and it is probable that the stone from the vanished banqueting hall, which was an integral part of the castle, went into the building of the Victorian house. High up on the castle wall facing the road is a female fertility carving of a Sheela na Gig, which was probably removed from the ruined church below. The buildings have been preserved for the people of Kilkenny by the little-known, but highly effective, Irish Landmark Trust, which bought the castle from Mr White. It has to be said that the area seems to have been neglected by officialdom, and it is great that there is a benevolent entity like this to maintain our heritage.


As Clomantagh was painstakingly and authentically restored, the moment you enter the castle you are hit by the intimate relationship between the two architectural styles, which gives you the feeling of floating between centuries as you step from room to room. The kitchen, which would do justice to the front page of any country-home-and-living magazine, and the main bedroom are located in the tower house, and a medieval stone turret staircase leads between the two. Warmth is generated by the stove and kept in by the centuries-old walls and roof. The Tower Room, complete with four-poster bed, has a view of Clomantagh-Mount Garrett.


The Victorian farmhouse, which is a fine example of its type, retains most of its original features, apart from the roofing material, which was changed from thatch to slate around 1850. The rooms are straight out of a TV period drama and there are exquisite touches everywhere. The Blue Room is another exquisite bedroom and the children’s bedroom on two levels, with its original spy hole from the castle, will have any child dreaming of Merlin, Robin Hood, druids, knights and the Middle Ages.


At the heart of Irish Landmark’s work is the principle that the structure itself is of prime importance and any interventions must respect this. Thus, the trust applies rigorous policies to its conservation work, ensuring the history, evolution, form, materials, setting, environment and original purpose of the buildings are preserved as far as possible. All the properties reflect a careful balance between the demands of conservation and conversion, which allows them to be developed without compromising the original internal spaces in the building. This is so at Clomantagh: so when you enter this realm you are part of a living history which most people know little or nothing about.


There is another aspect of Clomantagh which attracts much attention today. A canny Irishman was once asked: ‘Do you believe in ghosts?’ He answered: ‘No, but they are there all right.’ Such is the case with Clomantagh: there is ‘Tom’, who died in 1849 and whose surname cannot be mentioned because it might upset his relations still living close by. Another spectre, ‘Sally’, is regularly referred to in the visitor’s book. I joined members of the Kilkenny Investigative Paranormal Society (KIPS) as they spent a night in the castle with all their electronic gizmos, which got some very strong readings. The volunteers spent hours setting up the monitors, including infrared cameras and special records capable of detecting sounds which humans can’t hear. As I and members of KIPS stood in one of the bedrooms approaching midnight, the temperature dropped suddenly, the power seemed to leave my mobile phone and a gust of wind whistled past us even though the windows and door were closed.


There have been a lot of unexplained events in the castle, like the grandfather clock in the kitchen permanently set at 11.30 a.m., which one day, when manager Susan Garrett was upstairs, chimed twelve times. She got a fright. The clock has not made a move since. Susan’s enthusiasm for Clomantagh is palpable and she loves showing off the house to people, but she will not stay in the kitchen at night on her own, and while there are parts of the house she feels comfortable in, there are others, well …








2 To get there, drive from Kilkenny city to Freshford and follow the signposts for Urlingford. Three miles further on you come to Delaney’s pub on the left and another mile further is Clomantagh.
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One of the largest collections of traditional thatched houses is set in a unique part of South Kilkenny. The farm villages of Licketstown, Glengrant, Moonveen, Luffany and Carrigeen, close to Mooncoin and tucked into a curve of the River Suir just off the N24, are beautifully constructed and linked by raised banks used as flood barriers, walkways and boundaries, which created a way of life still preserved today by a dwindling population. Here, the thatch is the signature of a self-reliant and assured people. They have existed largely unchanged for generations. Here can also be found a dialect that exists nowhere else and a form of English going back to Elizabethan times. Home to a former president of the GAA and a celebrated novelist, the thatched homes and villages are an important part of our heritage, and yet they are largely unheard of in Kilkenny city.


Although numbers are declining, there is a pride of place here that is hard to match. And the communities’ continued existence is thanks to the sun-drenched, lime-rich earth where almost anything can grow. The deep, fertile land brought a prosperity with it that kept generations of O’Keefes, Walshs, Purcells, Delahuntys and others alive. Hard to believe that manure was so valuable in Luffany, Moonveen, Glengrant and Licketstown in the 1850s that farmers from here bid for the right to scrape the dung off the streets of Waterford city – there were so few cows in this little valley where tillage, vegetables and fruit were the main crops that the dung was needed to fertilise the land. These people had a belief in themselves that was anything but arrogant, and such a wonderful way of life that they didn’t need much else. They built their villages close to the water’s edge where temperatures all through the year are a degree or two warmer than even a mile away. The villages are like a mixture of something out of Tolkien’s The Hobbit and all that is good about the Amish enclaves in America. The inhabitants of this, the southern tip of Leinster, are a wonderful people doing their bit to keep a part of our living heritage alive.


One of the cottages in Glengrant is the birthplace of the great Bob O’Keeffe, a native who played hurling and won All Ireland medals with Laois. The Leinster Senior Championship Cup was named in his honour and he was also a president of the Gaelic Athletic Association. His grandniece, Mary Murphy, née O’Keeffe, and her husband John Joe rethatched the house last year and other outhouses that surround it. They also keep the raised bank (double ditch) between Glengrant and Moonveen weed-free, out of a sense of duty and as a mark of respect to those who went before them. There are no grants: Mary and John Joe carried out the work simply because they have pride in their own place.


Mary, John Joe and Mary’s sister Margaret live in the centre of Licketstown, in a lovely thatched cottage, an exquisite example of what can be done with a bit of effort. Mary remembers when over 100 people lived in the immediate area, almost all in thatched cottages, and none went hungry. In fact, the parishes of Carrigeen and Mooncoin are dotted with thatch in varying degrees of upkeep. Mikey Walsh, also of Licketstown, has built a number of thatch homes and these seem destined to endure. In other parts of the country there are fake villages with harness makers, a forge and diddly-diddle-type stalls for the tourist market, while here in South Kilkenny the real thing exists.


The thatched houses, with their painted wooden shutters, the intricate designs on the wooden fascias and other little touches, are so like those in the Basque Country that, although the links have never been investigated, I have to ask myself if the villages were influenced by the many French and Spanish ships that came up the tidal Suir. In other countries there would be books written about the detailed design of these thatched houses; thanks have to go to Joe Cashin for keeping a pictorial record of the area.


The inhabitants of these places weren’t peasant farmers like in the west of Ireland; theirs was a sophisticated, social dynamic of farm villages linked by high banks, impervious to flooding. And the land is rich in archaeological gems, such as the Neolithic stone axe head found on Pat Dunphy’s land a few miles away at Ballygorey that is over 6,000 years old. This is by far the most remarkable part of Kilkenny city and county: it survived the Butlers, Cromwell, plantations, famine, civil wars and the weather, and yet most people have no idea that this enclave exists. In his excellent essay on the ‘Farm Villages of South Kilkenny’, historian Jack Burchaell explained that the people living here were cut off from the rolling plains of the rest of South Kilkenny by sandstone and granite uplands. Blessed with great alluvial soil by the Suir, they were part of a feudal system where for hundreds of years farmers were left to farm with little interference from those who owned the land, so long as they paid their rent on time. Older people here still recall being told that their farm villages were the bread basket of Waterford city.


The River Suir is also the reason for the multitude of thatch in the area. It was the reeds growing on its banks which were used to thatch the houses, and the cot net fishermen, with their narrow, flat-bottomed boats, used to cut the reeds for the thatch: they fitted perfectly into the long, narrow craft. It was good to see local man Willie Power out on his cot going up and down the Suir on a beautiful spring day.


To get a sense of a place you must turn to its writers. The following lines are from the novel Hanrahan’s Daughter by the Moonveen-born writer Patrick Purcell, and they give a flavour of life in this most exquisite and haunting part of the country. They were brought to my attention by Jack Burchaell:


For the honour of the old parish, for the name of the hurling blood, for the white-washed walls of little villages by the river, beneath the hills, Clonmore to Carrigeen, Dournane to Aiglish, Moonveen to Luffany, Clogga to Knockanure, for the memory never forgotten of many hard won triumph [sic], for the bitterness of dark defeat, for the glory evergreen of half score All Irelands, for the name and fame of the victory to be brought home to the quiet houses by the calm river; for the proud smile the prowess of their men folk would bring to the lips of the gentle women who kept the fire burning in the far villages and glens.


Billy Sullivan and his two sisters, Mary and Jo, have rarely left Licketstown and the furthest they have travelled is to Waterford city. In their seventies and eighties now, they are still going strong in their home, which was once thatched but today has a slate roof. They use words I have never heard before, such as ‘oncest’ instead of once, and others rhythmical to the ear and although different, still making sense. So we have yet another reason to thank these people, as they have kept alive a dying dialect and a way of speaking that has almost been lost.


Moonveen is a Gaelic name and means the smooth bog land, but it’s peat like I have never seen. It is rich in plant life and excellent for growing tillage crops or potatoes. The temperature here is always a little above the norm and these people were canny when it came to building a home. They knew what they were doing when they faced the houses across the River Suir to County Waterford to catch the evening sun, and built them down close enough to the water’s edge to get the shade from the other side and to duck the strong winds up the estuary. This is the most southerly part of the county, in the diocese of Ossory and indeed in the province of Leinster. And a converted thatch cottage, now a plain-roofed house, named Riverdale is the most southerly house in the province, facing the River Suir a field away. Fields surround it with beautiful names such as Scraitheán and An Tulán. Like Slieverue, the farm villages here were Irish-speaking up to the middle of the last century, which explains why the Gaelic names still survive.


So, if you are looking to entertain family or visitors, bring them down to Licketstown, Moonveen, Glengrant and Luffany, and let them see Ireland’s past, our heritage, and be amazed at the particular style of architecture in the thatched house, before these disappear from our landscape completely.






OEBPS/Images/SYMBOLNEW0007.jpg
CHERLFAETS





OEBPS/Images/SYMBOLNEW.jpg
CHERLTETS





OEBPS/Images/facebook-logo_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
JOHN KEANE

HIDDEN
KILKENNY

KNAVES, KNIGHTS AND NORMAN ABBOTS

MERCIER PRESS
IRISH PUBLISHER - IRISH STORY





OEBPS/Images/SYMBOLNEW0005.jpg
CHERLTAETS





OEBPS/Images/SYMBOLNEW0001.jpg
TERLGUETS





OEBPS/Images/SYMBOLNEW0003.jpg
TERLGURTS





OEBPS/Images/MercierGreen_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/HiddenKilkennyFullCover.jpg
JOHN KEANE

HIDDEN |
KILKENNY

KNAVES, KNIGHTS AND NORMAN ABBOTS






OEBPS/Images/twitter-logo_fmt.jpeg





